“First of all, the book is a journal,” said Anna, “started when your uncle was only twelve 
years old.”
“A journal?” said Henry, doubtful, “From sixty years ago?”
Anna saw Henry was clearly very disappointed. “You’ve got to hear what it’s about,” she said, opening the book.  
 “Camp Patagonia, July 1.” she began.
“He went to camp in Argentina?” interrupted Henry.

“Not that Patagonia,” sighed Anna, “Camp Patagonia is a summer camp that used to be around here.  My mother went to it, too. All the kids around here did back then.”
“Oh,” answered Henry.
"Today is my first day of camp” read Anna, “The other campers seem quite mean.  Good thing I brought my geometry book." 

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

"Evidently, your uncle did.”

"Sounds like him, actually,” said Henry, smiling a little, “But, Anna, what has this got to do with ---“
Anna held up one hand and continued reading. 

“July 5 – I hate it here. Today I was locked in a boathouse.  Some boys pushed me inside and nailed the door shut. The counselors didn’t find me until after dark.  Everybody seemed to think it was a big joke.”
"Locked in a boathouse on his first week at camp?” commented Henry, “Sounds brutal."  
“It was.  Look at this picture of him,” said Anna, handing him an old black-and-white photograph with beveled edges.  A boy’s thin, tentative face stared back at him from inside a tent, surrounded by gray leaves.  One of his eyes was swollen and black; his rumpled clothes and hunted expression spoke of someone who would rather be anywhere than at camp.
“Poor kid,” he muttered.
“It got worse, too.  July 6, 7, 8, he’s carried away from his bed at night and locked in the same shed.”

“Where were the counselors?” asked Henry.
Anna nodded. “Like he said, they thought it was funny.  But listen to what happened next . . ”  She turned several pages and began to read:
"July 10 -  Locked in the boathouse again.   Noticed an unusual specimen of annelid in the mud under the pilings.  It emerged from an opening under the boathouse that I hadn’t noticed before. It’s big enough for me to escape from, too.   Now I can leave whenever I want to, but I actually prefer it in the boathouse now. There are no nasty people here and this worm is actually quite interesting.  It  makes interesting shapes.  Always the same.  They look like this.
<      > 

"Rescued by a worm,” muttered Henry, “Quite a story.”
 “It’s pathetic," Anna stated sorrowfully.
Henry sighed.  “True enough.  But Anna, enough of the diary.  It’s too depressing.”
Anna looked at him very seriously.
“Open up the scroll that's in your pocket; you’ll see why I think it might have something to do with your uncle’s disappearance," she said gravely.
“What?” said Henry in surprise, "How do you know about the scroll?"
 “Remember, I was there when you and Mark were cleaning up.”

“And you saw . . .”

"Yes, I saw you take it."
“So that's why it wasn't ruined when my jacket was washed?”


Anna nodded. “Of course.  I took it out, and put it back.”

"Wow, Anna," exclaimed Henry with admiration. "You're pretty sneaky."
Anna’s face fell.
"Not sneaky," she said, correcting him rather sharply, "Subtle.  When you do the right thing in a quiet way, that's called being subtle."
"Sorry," apologized Henry, "I didn't mean to insult you."

"There is a huge difference," she said.
"So, subtle person," he began, hoping to make her laugh.  He didn’t.  "What were you saying about the scroll?" 
"Open it,” answered Anna without a trace of a smile.
Henry opened the scroll on the gleaming vinyl floor while Anna anchored each end with huge, economy-sized bottles of fabric softener and detergent.
On the scroll were more unusual designs, a drawing of an odd, fist-shaped object, and three numbers: 83.345 83.346 and 83.347 .

[insert drawing]

"Your uncle got more and more obsessed with that worm,” began Anna, shuddering a little, “And the designs on the scroll are actually drawings of it." 
"How do you know that?”

 “It’s all explained in the diary,” Anna continued, "About halfway through, your uncle started sketching Max.”  
“The worm had a name?”


Anna nodded.  “Yes.  And your uncle drew him all day long."
"The whole time he was at camp?"

"And afterwards, too . . . he took Max home with him."

“What
She flipped to the middle of the diary and showed Henry the pictures of Max.  
“He drew Max curled up, looped, in all sorts of different shapes,” said Anna, “And just when you might think things couldn’t have gotten any weirder ---  your uncle turned the last half of his diary into a dictionary. He wrote down meanings for all Max’s shapes and squiggles."

"Like, he thought Max was talking to him?"


"Exactly.  He called Max's language 'Annelusian’”
Henry shook his head in disbelief as he examined the last half of the diary.  Just as Anna described, it was laid out exactly like a dictionary, with pictures of Max on one side of the page, and definitions on the other.  As he turned the last pages, he noticed the worm drawings were less detailed.   By the end of the book, Uncle Oliver had created a shorthand of simple loops and slashes, exactly like the designs on the scroll.
Henry suddenly thought of the rotating worm trays in his uncle’s secret room. There had been sketches of worms strewn around the floor there, too.  Did any of those worms have names?  Had Uncle Oliver really spent so many years drawing them?
Henry looked up.
“I guess I can understand a kid being bored at camp and making up some crazy worm language to pass the time," began Henry, "But what I don't understand,” he burst out, “Is why would he still be doing this sixty years later?"
Anna shrugged, "I honestly don't know, Henry. But I wonder if this language can tell us where he’s gone.”
Henry thought for a moment.  “How many of the early messages did you read, Anna?"

"Last night, I read the whole diary," she said, proudly.

"So, can you tell me what the worm said to him?"

"Well, the first message was actually a number," explained Anna, taking the diary from Henry and turning its well-worn pages.  
1        0       0         0        0       0

Stick circle circle circle circle circle
"It was 100,000," she said,  "Very clear; easy for him to see.  When he said that number, the worm moved toward him.  That, in worm language, meant yes."
"So, he believed the worm understood?  And could communicate 'yes' and 'no'?" asked Henry.

Anna nodded, "Quite convinced,” answered Anna, “When Max said ‘yes’ he moved toward Oliver, and when he said ‘no,’ he moved away.  Oliver tested him on other numbers to make sure Max truly understood.  Apparently he did. And Max was very good at numbers."

"Then what?" Henry asked, "When did Max start speaking at words?"

"Much later.  Words were much harder. Here, listen ---"
From the diary, Anna read:

“[date] Max kept making four motions, over and over.
Max slipped into the mud, until only the last tip of his body was visible.  I guessed the word :”stuck,” He immediately wriggled toward me, which meant ‘yes.’
After Max came up from the mud he folded himself into a knot. I guessed, “knot.” Right again.
Then, he opened up and stretched out twice his normal size.

“Grow” Yes.
Then Max swam away, rolling over in the water, as happy as he could be.
I guessed: Swim? Happy? Turning? Rolling? No. No. NO.
I tried to figure it out the whole evening, but couldn’t. He finally swam under the boathouse and did not return.  
“Did he ever come back?” Henry asked Anna.

"Oh, yes,” answered Anna,  “Here, let me find what your uncle wrote.”
She handed the diary to Henry, and Henry began to read:
[date] Best day ever. 
After several days, Max finally returned. As he moved toward me through the mud, I realized fishing line was looped tightly around him.  
I said to him, "Here, let me free you from that line."

Yes. Yes. Signaled Max.

As I removed it, he swam away, and rolled over happily, just as I had seen him do so many times before.  The fourth sign.
“Free?” I said to him.  

Yes, he signaled. Yes. Yes.  Yes.
And at last I understood.
They are “Stuck” “Knot” “Grow”"Free"
I said, "Max, is it me?  Am I stuck?" and he came toward me like a streak of lightning. I understood.
“Stuck” is me.  How Max sees me.  Me as I am now.  Stuck in life.  Stuck without friends.  Stuck without money.  Stuck without success.  Stuck without fun.  Stuck feeling I can never be who I want to be.  

Then he made the knot, but at first I still didn’t understand.  I shook my head.   Max turned away and made the next shape.
He swelled up as big as he could be . . . and I said, "Something that makes me bigger and better than before?" He got very excited. Yes.
As he made the fourth shape, I knew it was me, finally un-stuck. How I wanted to be.
I said, "Max, are you telling me how to not be stuck in my life?" And he came to me faster than I had ever seen him swim before.

I tried to think what the knot could be.  What would help me grow, and set me free from being stuck?  I thought of all the things I wanted.  The only thing I knew of that could make me completely happy was if everything I wished for would come true.  So, I said to Max, "Is it anything to do with wishing?" And he moved forward slightly. Not quite right, but close.
100,000 he signaled, bending himself into a stick and then into five, slow  circles.
100,000 wishes? I asked.

He moved toward me slightly. Close again.
"Do I even have 100, 000 wishes?" I asked.

Yes.  
100,000

Knot . . . grow . . . free   
100,000

Knot . . .grow . . . free.

Can I make 100,000  wishes? I asked. 
Yes, yes, yes . . . he said, moving close to me and back again.

“100,000 wishes and I will be free?”
He answered yes.

I started to make wishes.  Money, success, fame, but just as I made my fourth wish, he stopped me.
He carefully bent himself into the numeral three.

Three.

And then Oliver starts making three wishes every day,” explained Anna, “And keeps track of them, first in his diary, and then eventually on scrolls."
"Why on the scrolls?" asked Henry.

"No idea," said Anna, reading from some notes she had made, "The last wish in the diary is #99.”
The story was so long and so strange, Henry hardly knew what to say, but it didn’t matter, for Anna had much more to tell him. 
“Each scroll has three wishes,” Anna said, “Your uncle’s wishes. His goal is to make 100,000.”
 “So that explains all the scrolls in the hidden room,” answered Henry, “Numbered, just like this one.”

“The scroll that was on the desk was 83.347,” Anna said, still reading from her notes, “And dated November 11.” 
“Three days before he left?”  

“Yes,” nodded Anna, “When I saw the date, I thought you should know.”
"Have you looked at this drawing?" answered Anna, pointing at the fist-shaped sketch on the scroll, "Any ideas about that? He drew it when he was a kid, too, in the journal.  It was the last message there, #99."
Henry stared at the roughly drawn sketch.  
"I have the strangest feeling about it," said Henry, "It’s familiar."

Anna nodded.  “That’s exactly how I felt,” she said, “Like I’d seen it somewhere, too.  Just can’t figure out where.”
They sat in silence for a while, staring at the scroll.

“So, what do these symbols say?” Henry finally asked, pointing to the worm shapes under the drawing. 

"I’m not sure," she said, "Most of the symbols that weren’t listed in the diary.”

“Could you understand anything?”

She was interrupted by heavy footsteps clomping overhead, at the top of the basement stairs.
"Shhh!" said Anna, "It’s Mark.”
"Anna?" Mark bellowed officiously, "Are you down here?  It’s Family Time.”
Anna and Henry sat motionless, and waited for his footsteps to clomp away again.  

“I’m sorry, but I should go,” whispered Anna, placing some notepaper in Henry’s hands, “Mark will get suspicious if he can’t find me right away.  And if he figures out we are doing something together, he’ll do something to stop us, for sure.”

Henry nodded.

“You go out the garage door and let him find you in the back yard,” he whispered, “I’ll stay here and try to translate more of this scroll.”
As Anna slipped quietly out of the room she grinned at Henry.
A few minutes later, Henry heard Mark and Anna’s voices above him, a few bursts of laughter, and the sounds of a family starting a game upstairs.  
Henry sighed.  He missed being part of a family.  Surrounded by the bright lights and cheerful colors of the Harper-Posts’ laundry room, Henry felt lonelier and more miserable than ever.  He took out Anna’s notes and began to read.  It was clear several passages had given her trouble.
Crushed dark. . .  
Sad, wet stones. . .,. . . 
[   ]
Blindness death. . . You see  
Sea strangles. . . .Forever
Clam-no-clam . . . Peace   
Gray alone . . .. . . A beginning Calm
[                                           ]
Where you drown. . .  Water
tug true- [???]
help
green pain falling - tree

Henry looked away from the scroll for a moment--- the code was dark and bleak, but some parts of the messages were curiously positive.   A forever peace?  Calm waters? The help of trees?
The last two phrases she had not translated.

Gray pain 

sky rope 
he flipped through the Annelusian dictionary.  
“Gray pain” -Silver

“Sky rope”  - Strand

Henry glanced up through the basement windows. The rain had stopped.    He tried to process the information before him, but his thoughts were interrupted by Mark’s high-pitched maniacal laughter.  Henry knew that sound well by now.  Mark must be winning the game.  Again.  Typical.

His eyes returned to the odd collection of words and images on the scroll.  Another hyena-laugh from Mark pierced the silence.  Henry cried out in frustration.  He’d never be able to figure anything out with the sound of Mark's irritating laughter interrupting him every few minutes. He longed for a place free of disturbances, somewhere where he could collect his thoughts.  He needed to go to the ocean.  OR - He needed to go to his uncle's.  Perhaps there he could think.
Henry stuffed the scroll and diary into his jacket and hurried down the hall that led to the Harper-Post’s garage, passing a pegboard wall of meticulously organized collection of garden supplies, household cleaners (a huge section), sports equipment and camping gear.  He crept into the garage and slipped past their huge, shiny cars, into the cool, fresh morning.  As he stepped on to the lush lawn behind the Harper-Post’s house, he heard Mark’s voice from inside the house saying, “Trench mouth!  I win!” Another peal of his irritating laughter inevitably followed.  Henry sighed with relief to be outside.
At the end of the Harper-Posts’ lawn was a trail.  Henry stepped on to it gratefully into the forest; the cool, shadowed paths were a huge relief after the bright lights and relentless cheerfulness of the Harper-Posts house.  The trail soon curved into a path that followed an inlet to the ocean, and his uncle's house.
A slightly acrid, burned smell wafted through the air.  Henry saw he was nearing the spot where only the night before he'd narrowly missed being crushed by the tree.  As he draw near, he approached it cautiously, examining the wide trunk that lay scorched and blackened before him.  
He couldn't help but think of the Annelusian phrase for tree:
green pain falling
 ~~~/~

Henry stepped around the trunk, remembering how mysteriously he had been rescued.
Something white fluttered above him.  He looked up, almost expecting to see the cloud from the night before.  Instead, it was only a large, white bird flying low against a misty sky, heading to the sea.  

A light rain had begun by the time Henry reached the cove.  It was high tide.
He stood for some time looking out at the ocean.  Now that he was there, he really wasn’t sure what to do.  Everything seemed just as it always was. 

His hair and clothes were becoming quite wet, but Henry didn’t care.  His eyes followed the shoreline, thinking of his uncle’s wish, expressed in Annelusian:
Crushed dark. . .  
Sad, wet stones. . .,. . . 
[   ]
Blindness death. . . You see  

Sea strangles. . . .Forever
Clam-no-clam . . . Peace   

Gray alone . . .. . . A beginning
Calm
[                                           ]
Where you drown. . .  Water
tug true- [???]
help
green pain falling - tree

**********rework here***********As his eyes followed the rocky shoreline, he noticed a hole in the rock.  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 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.
He looked east, to the other side of the cove and noticed more birds like the large, white one he had seen earlier.  Henry suddenly became aware of the birds frantically calling each other.  Had they been calling all that time?  There was also something odd about how they were flying.  One moment a bird was flying toward the inlet, then it seemed 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.  A tiny evergreen had somehow sprouted through solid rock; it always amazed Henry when a tree could do that.  Every time they survived seemed a tiny miracle.
He was now very close to the edge of the inlet's cliffs, where softly weathered rock dropped sharply into the water, past small openings to caves in the sandstone.
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.  From a crevice in the side of the ledge, hundreds of black and yellow striped snakes spilled out on to the grass before him.
The snakes surrounded him on three sides, forcing him backwards away from the cliff's edge. Row after row, the snakes kept coming up from the hole and creating of the same two shapes, folding their bodies into the same shapes, over and over again.
Henry recognized the shapes from his uncle's diary:
Tug true

green pain falling
He staggered backwards and fell against something hard --- the rock from which the little, lone tree grew.  Henry grasped it to steady himself and felt a metal hinge in the branch yield in his hand with a sharp, forceful click.  Its trunk and branches were cold, hard metal.  The tree wasn’t real.  
A low rumble came from the earth as the rock seemed to split apart. Two larger sections of the ground swung outward, revealing a path that sloped downward into a hole in the earth.

Through it, Henry could see into an elaborate multi-leveled room, created from wooden platforms, stairways and ladders.  It had a high, domed ceiling, a larger version of the one in Uncle Oliver's boathouse.  Large glass tubes set into the sandstone cliff walls functioned as windows; light filtered through many jagged holes in the heavily-eroded, overhanging lips of rock, giving an odd, polka-dotted effect to the interior of the entire cavern.

Above the door, a small sign gleamed in the sunlight:
“Hold on to Hope”

“Hold on to Light”

“Hold on to Peace”

“These are the True Gifts of Your Life.  OLM"
OLM.  His uncle's initials.  It seemed his uncle had even more secrets.
