“It’s a journal,” said Anna, “started when your uncle was only ten years old.  The first part explains how the worms got to be such a huge part of his life.”

She opened the book and began to read:

 “Camp Patagonia, July 1.”
“He went to camp in Argentina?” asked Henry.

“No, not that Patagonia,” said Anna, “Camp Patagonia is an old summer camp.  My mother went to it, too.  It’s not too far too far from here."

“Oh, sorry. Go on,” answered Henry, a little grumpily.  He already doubted a sixty-year-old diary could be of any help at all.
"Today is my first day of camp” read Anna, “The other boys seem quite mean.  I’m glad I brought my geometry book." 

Henry looked up. "A geometry book? Who brings a geometry book to camp?"

"I guess your uncle did.”

"Well, I guess if I think about it, it sounds like him, actually,” said Henry, smiling a little.
Anna continued reading. 

“July 5 - Today I was locked in the boathouse.  One of the other boys nailed it shut while I was inside."

Henry sighed.  "Locked in the outhouse on his first week at camp? Sounds brutal."  
“Look at this picture of him,” said Anna.

Glued neatly on to a yellowed page, was an old black-and-white photograph with beveled edges.  A boy’s thin, tentative face stared back at him from a tent, surrounded by gray leaves.  
”Same glasses, same brainy look. Is that really short hair, or was he bald when he was a kid?” asked Anna.

Henry shrugged.  His eyes were drawn to his uncle’s black eye, rumpled clothes and hunted expression.  They spoke of a boy who was being roughed up quite a bit at camp.

“Poor kid,” he muttered.
“Yes, he was,” Anna said, “But let me find something for you.”  She flipped through a few pages and read the next section of the journal out loud to Henry.

"July 10 -  Trapped in the boathouse again.  No one noticed I was gone until dark.  I did, however, discover a fascinating specimen of annelid, which appeared in the mud and kept me entertained until the counselors came to rescue me at nightfall."

“Worms kept him entertained?” remarked Henry.
Anna nodded.
"July 12  Another good day.  I talk to my friend, a rare annelid named Max.   He is like no other. 

"How does someone take a walk with worms?" asked Henry.

“Why would someone call a worm a friend?” responded Anna.

"Just in his own world, I guess,” said Henry, “It’s so pathetic.”
"A world with only a worm to keep him company." Anna stated sorrowfully.
Henry sighed.  “I don’t know why you care about this, Anna.  A journal about a screwed-up kid’s horrible experiences at camp 60 years ago isn't going to help anyone figure out where he is now.”
Anna shook her head.
“Listen, Henry," she said very seriously, "This journal tells a very important story . . .  and it will help you read the scroll that's in your pocket."  She said the last words very quickly.
"How do you know about the scroll?" said Henry in surprise.
“I saw you take it,” she answered, “Remember, I was there in the boathouse.”

“I didn’t know you’d been there that long.”

"Well, I was.  Got it out of your jacked before my father washed it," explained Anna, "And put it back when my mother gave you your laundry.”

"Thanks, Anna," exclaimed Henry with admiration. "I never would have guessed you could be so sneaky."
Anna’s face fell.
"I'm not sneaky," answered Anna quickly, "I'm subtle.  When you do the right thing in a quiet way, that's called being subtle."
"Okay," said Henry, "I didn't mean to insult you."

"Well, there is a difference," she said, “Sneaky is a word for thieves and liars.”
"So, subtle person who’s not a thief or liar," he said, hoping to make her laugh, "What do you mean, the journal will help me read the scroll?" 
"You’ll understand when you see it,” answered Anna without a smile, “Roll it out.”
Henry opened the scroll to its full length on the gleaming vinyl floor and Anna anchored each end with huge, economy-sized bottle of fabric softener and detergent.  The entire page was about six feet long.

"There are one or two things you need to know right away,” began Anna, pointing at the first row of designs on the paper, “These squiggles are actually mostly drawings of worms," said Anna, "Rows and rows of . .some sort of. . .worms."  She shuddered.

"These shapes are worms?”

 “It’s all here in your uncle’s diary,” Anna continued, "About halfway through, your uncle started sketching worms.  Pages and pages of them.”

She flipped confidently to the middle of the book and showed Henry a page of small, even rows of worm drawings.  
“He recorded their shapes --- curled, looped, all sorts of different shapes.”

Henry looked at the drawings again and thought of the rotating trays of worms in his uncle’s secret room.  He tried to picture his uncle sitting at the desk, recording the shapes of the worms in long, even neat rows, recording new rows as the trays turned.  But why would Uncle Oliver do it?   

“Now here comes the weird part.  At the back of the book, the shapes have been recorded like a dictionary,” she explained, “And the shapes correspond to words.”

Henry carefully examined the pages of the diary.  It was exactly as Anna had said, the diary was like a dictionary for a worm language.  He noticed that as time went on his uncle put less detail in the worm drawings; instead he recorded their shapes as a series of simple loops and slashes, like the designs on the scroll.

“I should warn you,” said Anna, “The phrases are creepy.  They always describe something negative, even if the word itself is positive or neutral.  Take the word "egg" for example --- the worm phrase for it is "trapped dead chicken"  ---  “tree” is "green pain falling" --- and “water” is "where you drown."
“He calls the language [                     ]”
“Whoa,” said Henry under his breath.

At the top of the scroll, were dates:  11/9  11/10  11/11.

“November 9, November 10, November 11!”  cried Henry,  “The three days before he left.”  

“Yes,” nodded Anna.
Henry also noticed his uncle had drawn an odd, fist-shaped object several times.  
[insert drawing]

"What is that?" he asked.

"Who knows?" answered Anna, "But he drew them when he was a kid, too, in the journal."

She thumbed through the pages and stopped at a page where the drawing was rendered again.  

Henry stared at the shape.  

"I have the strangest feeling about it," said Henry, "It’s familiar."

Anna nodded.  “I know what you mean,” she said, “I feel like I’ve seen something that shape, too.  Just can’t figure out where.”

They sat in silence, just looking at the scroll.   
“So what do these symbols mean?” asked Henry, pointing to the worm shapes under the drawing. 

"There’s a lot here.  Much more than I could read last night," she said, still looking at both pictures, "But one phrase comes up a lot.  It’s right here, on the scroll:

“Pain like gray but too much more --- “
“What does that mean?” asked Henry.
“It's one of the phrases your uncle recorded in the back of the journal.  Beside it, he's written a translation: SILVER."  
Henry looked up.  The word "silver" caught his attention.
"A silver what?"  Henry asked.  

"The next symbols make the phrase, 'Broken string abandons sky'. . . which he translates "STRAND.  So, I guess it means “silver strand."
[insert drawing]

Heavy footsteps came down the stairs.

"Oh, no!" said Anna, "It’s Mark.  Don’t make a sound.”

"Anna?" Mark bellowed officiously, "Are you down here?  Family Game Time is starting."
“Oh, no,” groaned Anna.

“You don’t like Family Game Time?” asked Henry in disbelief.

“With Mark?” said Anna, “Playing dental hygiene games?  Are you kidding?  But, there is no choice for me.  My parents like us to do things as a family on the weekends.  I like that, at least.”
Henry understood.  Family time, even when it was spent doing something stupid, was important. 
“I’ll slip out the garage door and let him find me in the back yard,” she whispered to Henry, “You can stay down here and look at the scroll?  See what else you can translate?”

Henry nodded.   

“I’ll leave you my notes,” she said, as Mark’s heavy footsteps stomped away, “You’ll catch on how the negative phrases work.  It takes some practice, but after a while it gets easier. “

With those words of advice, Anna slipped quietly away.  A few minutes later, Henry heard her voice above him, bursts of laughter, and the sounds of a family starting a game upstairs.  
Henry sighed.  He took out Anna’s notes and began to read: 

Night falls to black. . .  New day
The Sad, wet . . . stones. . .,. . . [   ]
Pain like gray but too much more . . . Silver
Before your blindness . . . You see
Sea . . . .Forever
Clam-but-not-clam . . . Peace

Barren. . .  gray . . . alone . . .. . . A beginning
[                                           ]
Where you can drown. . .  Water
New day . . [something] . . . silver . . . you see . . . forever . . .peace . . . a beginning . . .[something] , , , water.
Henry looked away from the scroll for a moment--- the code was dark and bleak, but the messages were curiously positive.   
Above him, he heard Mark’s high-pitched maniacal laughter.  Henry knew that sound well by now.  Mark must be winning the game.  Typical.

Surrounded by the bright lights and cheerful colors of the Harper-Posts’ laundry room and the sound of their fun, Henry felt lonelier than ever.  Henry glanced up through the basement windows and saw the rain had stopped.  Another hyena-laugh from Mark pierced the silence.  He couldn't think with Mark's irritating laughter.  Perhaps Henry could slip out and go somewhere where he could really think.  It seemed hard to believe that it had only been a day ago that he was sitting on the beach, and . . . 

Suddenly something Anna had read came back to him: 
A string that breaks and leaves the sky. . .
Pain like gray and too much more.

Henry remembered the silver strand he’d seen at the beach.

He glanced at the drawing one more time: 

That shape!  He knew where he’d seen it before! Closing his eyes, he saw a silver strand traveling upward against the clear blue sky, and behind it, one of the intricate rock formations of the cove, gray and black against the sea, looking a triumphant fist thrust out from the sea.  It was the shape.  
He hurriedly scanned the rest of the translation Anna had made, under the drawing.  The next phrases had given her trouble:
Sad wet stones [The location]
tug the blackness truth the - [???]
last lost hope of green pain falling - [ something  ]  tree

He flipped through the pages at the back of the book for anything similar to [               ], but he couldn’t find it, either.  Probably there were more notes in his uncle’s shed, with more phrases, but for now he would have to figure out the meanings himself.  Henry closed the book.   Perhaps his next step would have to be to get to the cove to make sense of what he was reading.  He slipped on his jacket and wrapped the scroll up again.  
Henry hurried down the hall that lead to the Harper-Post’s garage, passing neat pegboard walls where their many useful possessions hung labeled and meticulously organized.  He slipped through the door past the garden supplies, household cleaners (a huge section), sports equipment and camping gear on either side of their huge, shiny cars, into the cool, fresh morning.  As he stepped on to the deep, lush lawn behind the Harper-Post’s house, he heard Mark’s voice from inside the house saying, “Trench mouth!  I win!” Yet another peal of his irritating laughter inevitably followed. 

The Harper-Posts’ lawn bordered the edge of the forest, where a trail through the trees led to the sea.  Henry ducked into the woods gratefully; the shadowed paths gave his eyes from the bright lights and relentless cheerfulness of the Harper-Posts.  It was such a relief to be in the muted, comfortable peace of nature again.  The forest trail soon linked up with a path that followed an inlet.  He had traveled this path so many times he knew every bend and curve, but this time he was looking at everything around him with different eyes.  Anything unusual might be a clue to the message on the scroll and the location of his uncle.  

As Henry walked along the path, he smelled a slightly acrid, burned smell and realized he was nearing the spot where he'd narrowly missed being crushed by the tree.  He approached it cautiously, examining the wide trunk that lay scorched and blackened before him.  
tug the blackness truth the - [whatever that meant]
and 

last lost hope of green pain falling -   [something] tree

 ~~~/~

Perhaps the message --- tugging the blackness truth --- of a tree had something to do with this tree, a tree black from fire, Henry reasoned.  He stepped around the trunk, and tugged at the odd branch or section of trunk here and there.  Nothing happened, except after several minutes of pulling, his hands were black and scratched in a few places.
A wisp of white fluttered above him and, he looked up, almost expecting to see the cloud from the night before.  Instead, it was only a large, white bird flying against a misty sky, heading to the sea.  

A light rain had begun by the time Henry reached the cove. 
He stood for some time looking at the fist-shaped rock.  Now that he was there, he really wasn’t sure what to do.  He had hoped that being down at the beach would make some difference in his understanding, but everything seemed just as it always was, and he even after he thought as hard as he could, he wasn’t inspired by anything.  The rock was partly submerged by the tides.  Nothing out of the ordinary was there at all.  The rock looked . . well, just like it always had . . . like a rock.  
Along the shore was a hole in the sandstone that Henry had seen many times before, an entrance to a cave.  The hole was just big enough for a boy to fit through, too small for his uncle.  Though he’d seen it before, the thought of exploring a little hole in the rock had never held much interest.  Now, though, Henry looked at it with great curiosity.  He climbed up near the opening and peered inside.  It seemed extremely dark.  Sheepishly, he realized how ill-prepared he was for any sort of exploring.  Henry hadn't thought about the tides being too high to explore the fist rock, and he hadn’t even thought to bring a flashlight with him, despite the fact that he’d passed a whole wall of them in the Harper-Post’s garage.

Right now, he had no way of doing very much other than observation.

He walked along the beach, looking at the rock from another angle.  Nothing.  

He looked east, and noticed more birds like the large, white one he had seen in the inlet.  Henry suddenly became aware of the birds frantically calling each other.  Had they been calling all that time?  There was something odd about how they were flying.  One after another, each bird abruptly changed course at a bend in the inlet several hundred feet away.   One moment a bird was flying toward the sea, only to suddenly drop from the sky and disappear.

Henry was curious.  He ascended the long, steep path again that lead to the forest trails, but instead of the direction he usually walked, he headed away from the trees closer to the edge of the rock face that lined either side of the inlet.  Ahead of him, at the edge of a particularly steep section of the cliffs grew a small tree.  The tiny evergreen had somehow sprouted through solid rock; it always amazed Henry when a tree could do that, but every so often there were those that did.  

He was now very close to a ledge where the softly weathered rock  face dropped sharply downward to the water into clusters of jagged black rocks.  Across the inlet, these sharp rock clusters were more plentiful, spiraling around small openings along the shore, small caves formed by years of the gentle lapping of waves along the inlet.  

Another flock of birds was headed down the inlet to the sea.  A break in the clouds sent traces of morning sun over the flying birds’ white feathers;  gleam gold along the black-tipped edges.  The great white birds’ wings moved in unison --- the beat of their wings reverberated in the air.  The sight and sound were hypnotic.  Henry was so caught up in watching them, he was unaware he was walking closer to the sharp, steep edge of the cliffs.  
Suddenly he felt the ground hum and vibrate a little, as if it were coming alive.  Something undulated toward him.  Then, from a crevice in the side of the ledge, yellow worms began to emerge from the rock in neat, even rows.

The worms surrounded him on three sides, forcing him backwards away from the cliff. Something about the sight of the writhing, yellow lines they formed was fascinating, yet at the same time the sight of them made Henry feel nauseous and apprehensive.  Row after row, the worms kept coming up from the hole and creating of the same two shapes, exactly the same shapes, over and over again:
tug the blackness truth

green pain falling
He could not look away, but staggered backwards until his heels connected with something hard --- the rock from which the little, lone tree grew.  Henry grasped it to steady himself.  Its trunk was cold, hard metal.  The tree wasn’t real.  
A white bird flew over his head as the ground began to shake. The rock split open, and two larger sections of earth swung outward, revealing a narrow opening in the ground that sloped down deep within the earth.  

Henry peered into the cavern in astonishment, realizing he had quite unexpectedly discovered a huge, elaborate room built very ingeniously into a cliff. 

Above the entrance a small sign with three letters gleamed in the sunlight:

OLM SEEKS PEACE
OLM.  His uncle's initials.  

The worms represent the masses --- stupid, misled, but when made aware of the truth, able to work together and effect great change.

They want to lead the children to the cave, but the problem is that Oliver’s translations are faulty and the worms themselves have been so corrupted they cannot describe anything in anything other that disgusting terms.  

The worms had communicated with each other for years, but prior to their relationship with the Creatures, communicating with any other species was strictly forbidden.  One of the worms was willing to convince them, however --- a worm who had been corrupted by the Creature.  This worm has an important story – related to the bird in the cave.  Before meeting up with the Creature, he had heard about worms that grew into winged creatures.  He was not that kind of worm, and resented it.  The creature learns of his resentment, identifies that as a useful weakness for his purposed, and selects him as a means to get to Oliver’s strand.

the creature convinces the worm that he could be a caterpillar --- and much more.  He enlightens the worm about what peace is (the worm did not know before).  In exchange for his help, he must corrupt the other worms, communicate with Oliver and give him the directions that allow the creature to steal part of his strand.  “We have no eternal life of peace” says the worm to his cohorts, “When we die, it is only sleep --- but after this, we will more than neutrality, but a vital happiness we have never known.”  “What is happiness?” the worms ask --- “I know not, but only that it is good,” answers the worm.  After obtaining it,   the Creature hides the strand by wrapping the worm in it, in a false cocoon, promising him when he emerges as a beautiful butterfly, the worm will not only have complete peace, but also the ability to give it to others.  The worm shares the story with Oliver, who agrees to care for him until that day.  Of course the worm dies ---

the Creature bets that Oliver will never open the cocoon and find his strand.  Unknown to the Creature, a bird is sent by the star to keep an eye on the cocoon.  Aware that Oliver is in a trap where he will never disturb the very cocoon that will give him peace (in his own attempts to procure peace)   the bird eats the worm.  Oliver keeps the worm, though (he’s been led to believe the worm will emerge with the secret of peace) but a bird eats the worm. Furious, Oliver kills the bird and hurls it in a cave (our Creatures’ cave) where it is quickly lost by Saumagen.
