[Skip to the section about them preparing to go down the stairs.][{to consider: they find information that suggests Uncle Oliver owns the camp}

As Henry stepped through the entrance, something squeaked. Directly above him hung an odd-looking metal pull, suspended from the ceiling on a chain.  It was a brass whale, with an oversized, misshapen head.
Henry pulled on the chain, and the whale’s mouth sprung open. A pointed green tongue thrust out, and a steel platform rose from the ground.  The rock walls, which were on some type of rolling platform, swung together, sealing off the cavern entrance.  

Alarmed, Henry tugged on the whale again. Much to his relief, the hideous tongue obligingly retracted, the platforms rolled back, and the rocks swung apart again.  An expression of relief came over the whale’s face as its head began to return to a more proportionate size (for a whale).

“Amazing,” murmured Henry to himself, “It’s been made from some sort of electronics”

Fascinated, Henry decided to try the device again. As far as he could tell, every time the chain was pulled, the whale’s green tongue went out or in, and the rocks opened and closed. Over and over he pulled the chain, watching the entrance open and close.
It was such an interesting mechanism, Henry lost track of how many times he had tested it, despite the barrage of disgruntled and drawn-out sighs coming from the chain above him.  Had he glanced up, he might have noticed the whale no longer looked relieved. It had grown quite bored and impatient.  

 After Henry’s tenth or eleventh pull, its expression became one of pure hostility, though Henry was still too busy admiring the door’s ingenious construction to notice The whale’s bright, narrow eyes now glared at him quite directly as the entrance began to slow down, opening and closing the cavern a little more slowly each time. Henry tried to pull the chain one last time, but the whale's eyes closed and it and refused to cooperate.
The rocks remained open.  Henry took the hint, and left the hallway, venturing through the maze of wooden platforms, not quite sure yet what he was looking for. 

Something immediately caught his eye. An old gray sweater with patches on the elbows hung on a chair behind a wooden desk.  It was his uncle's.  Henry's heart began to beat hopefully.  

"Uncle Oliver?" he cried.   He stood very still, waiting for an answer.  Only his own voice returned though, echoing softly from the far end of the cavern.

Henry hurried between the staircases and platforms, calling for his uncle. He soon realized that he was alone in the hidden cave, but surrounded by a huge collection of materials written in Annelusian code.  It was evident wherever he looked --- the odd, polka-dotted light illuminating its patterns on the walls and shelves.
Halfway down the hall, the floor dipped suddenly downward; this lower half of the cavern was divided into six sections. Henry noticed that each had color-coded shelves: red, orange, yellow, green, and two shades of blue.  

Just beyond this colored section, an arched doorway had been carved into the rock.  Beside it, sat three trunks.  Henry cautiously pushed open the lid of one of them, which sprung open, releasing a horrible, fishy smell.  

“Ugh!” he cried in disgust.  He slammed it shut, but not before noticing the trunk was full of money.  

Through the doorway a circular stairway wound deep into the earth.  The darkness beyond where the cold metal spirals vanished made Henry shudder.  He hurried away from the stairs, returning another part of the cavern to the right of the main entrance.  There, a large telescope hung on a wall by the tube windows, next to a pair of comfortable chairs, a table, and a map pinned to a corkboard.  

On the table were several cups and a kettle. An uneaten cheese, pickle and tomato sandwich was left on a plate, untouched and dry.  

*   *   *   *   *   *   *

From Henry’s strand, the messengers watched with their Omnoculars.
“How unpleasant to be watching this place again,” Indigo shuddered, “Oliver used to spend a great deal of time there.”
“I was surprised to see the color-coded cubicles!” exclaimed Orange, “A whole section about us?”
Indigo nodded.  “Yes.  As you can see, we established a very close relationship with him, and he, for a time, was very interested in us . . . but  . . .”
Zil pulled out his Omnoculars and examined the building. 
“But what?” he asked.
“He always seemed to miss the point of every interaction with us,” Indigo said, “Those cubicles  . . . “ she sighed, “so useless.”

 “You’d think to look at this place, with all its history, that it would appear quite important in the Omnoculars.  But it registers very little.”

Indigo’s voice shook a little . . .”It’s because he never seemed apply what he learned to any sort of understanding.  For him, learning was just about memorizing facts.”
“Facts are like building blocks for humans,” explained Ranthir to Zil, “Essential, but not everything.  Accumulating facts without understanding, is like collecting blocks without ever making anything from them. That’s why you aren’t seeing much of significance here.  Despite all he knew, his facts made virtually no impact on his life.”
Indigo’s eyes rested on the tubes in the wall.

“He loved the worms,” she commented, “Their messages took the work out of understanding, gave him puzzles to figure out --- made him feel smart, led him to money, gave him companionship, without him ever having to make the effort to think.”

Airin’s face looked even some severe than usual.  “Bah!” she said, “The worst of the human foibles.”

Ranthir smiled.  “Of course this frustrates you, Airin,” he said, “No one makes smart choices when they don’t think.”
“Even though those worms caused great errors in his thinking,” continued Indigo, wistfully, “But we always had hope.  None of us knew part of his strand was missing . . . though we all knew something very strange had happened to him . . .”
Indigo’s voice trailed off.

*   *   *   *   *   *

A small noise from the whale indicated to Henry that the platform was rising again.  The whale seemed excited about it; so much so that he was almost grinning.  Henry rushed hopefully to the entrance, expecting at any moment to hear his uncle's slow, shuffling walk.

Instead, tiny, brisk footsteps pattered towards him, followed by a small, white, curly poodle body and a growl. Fidelis scampered off into the back of the cave.

“Fidelis!” he exclaimed.

"Is that you, Henry?" Anna's cautious voice called from outside the cavern.

"Yes," answered Henry, "Come on in."

“Is it safe?" Anna asked.

 “As far as I can tell,” he answered.

Anna cautiously stepped into the room.  She was wearing an enormous backpack.

“Henry,” she gasped, looking around in awe, “This is incredible!”

“I know,” agreed Henry, "How did you find me?"

“It wasn’t me --- it was Fidelis,” gasped Anna, “I was headed to the cove --- I brought you some lunch, and a few things if we wanted to go exploring . . "

Her voice trailed off as she looked around.  Anna's eyes fell on an intricate drawing of worms on the wall.

“Oh, wow!” she cried, her eyes growing wide.

“There’s more,” he said.
He led her through the narrow passageway to the trunks, opening a lid with a flourish.  

Anna’s face turned grey.  With one hand over nose and the other around her stomach, she hurried to the other side of the cave, away from the smell.  

"I’m sorry," said Henry, "I forgot what strong smells do to you."

“Oh . . .  putrid," she gasped, bending over a wastebasket as if she was going to be sick.

After an uncomfortable several minutes of Anna's dry retching, (which actually started to make Henry feel sick as well), she stopped, but stayed close to the wastebasket.

“Are you all right now?” asked Henry.

"I'll be okay," said Anna, though she still looked quite ashen, “Henry, where did all the money come from?”

“No idea,” answered Henry, “My uncle has never seemed rich.  I mean, think of his old clothes, house, his old . . .everything.  He’s the last person you’d think would have money  . . ."
Anna head suddenly dipped into the wastebasket.

"Anna, are you all right?”

"Oh!" she cried.
"What’s happening?” said Henry anxiously, “Are you going to be sick after all?"

"No . . . maybe . . . I don’t know,” she answered, “I don’t know!  But, look what I found."

Anna brandished a roll of paper from inside the can.  

"It’s another scroll!” she cried, unrolling it excitedly, “And look at its date. . .November [   ]”

"Two days after he left?"  repeated Henry in amazement, "then that must mean . . . Uncle Oliver came to this cave.”
“Hang on," said Anna, "Then why would he have asked my parents to look after you?"

Henry thought for a moment.  "Maybe he was preparing for the trip here.  .  “

Anna looked over the crumpled paper and flipped it over. “I wonder why he threw this wish away."

"It’s ripped on one side," observed Henry, "He threw it away and started again."

"Maybe," said Anna.  He looked at a small map drawn crudely on the scroll.  "Well, at least it's a start."

"There’s something written in Annelusian," commented Henry, "Let's see if we can translate it.” 
Together they sat down with the diary and began looking up the shapes.  Henry noticed that Anna had become quite good at translating the worm code.  

Die and Seek = find

Worm = me

under= under

drowner = water

worm burn = 

For the last phrase, “worm burn,” –-- they had no translation. 

“Find me under water,” grumbled Anna.

"Peace under the water," said Henry, looking through the telescope over the inlet, "Under what water,” mused Henry, "Under that water?"

“Impossible,” exclaimed Anna, “You have to be somebody much more important than we are, to get over there.”

Henry looked at her, puzzled.

"It's part of the Upwardly Mobile Property," explained Anna.  

“Oh, really?” he repeated, as their eyes met, "I hadn't realized Upwardly Mobile extended so far down the inlet."

Upwardly Mobile was a very expensive oceanfront resort camp for children of the very rich.  Like most kids from the area, Henry knew only by its reputation; no one but the most elite children in the country were allowed to attend.  The property was rumored to have its own small airstrip where helicopters and small planes flew in rich and glamorous participants for elite weekends of backpacking, camping, rock climbing, and hang-gliding --- all with only the finest and newest equipment.   

Only the very rich were allowed on the premises. Along its boundaries were nasty-looking electric fences, observation towers, and thick-necked, bushy-furred, guard dogs who even snarled at the wind if it blew too loudly for them.  Rumor had it that once a few eighteen-year-olds had managed to get inside the fence, but they'd been instantly caught by the dogs, and dragged off by guards.  Their parents were threatened with hefty fines and jail time for trespassing.

Henry peered through the telescope.   It had been bolted to the floor and only pointed at the exclusive resort’s shores.  

“So why would my uncle be watching a fancy place like the Upwardly Mobile property?” Henry said out loud.
Anna thought about it for a moment.  Everything about Henry’s uncle had always suggested a total lack of interest in the outside world. The thought of this shy, unworldly man with his old, worn-out shoes and dirty fishing clothes having any interest in the high-tech, glamorous Upwardly Mobile seemed absurd.  

“No, it has to be something else.  He’d never care about a place like that.”

“Oh, yeah?” said Anna, pointing to a stack of dark blue leather folders on a shelf.  She pulled one down, and opened it with an impressive, stiff crack.  A silky tissue fluttered out on to the floor as she pulled a long ribbon of gold silk from the first page.

“What’s that?” asked Henry.

“Upwardly Mobile brochures,” answered Anna, “I recognized the fancy covers right away.  My mother gets one every year, too.  She’d love us to go.  But, without connections you can’t get in.”

“Lucky for you,” commented Henry, “Probably a bunch of snobs there, anyway.”

“I’ve never been interested in going, myself,” agreed Anna, “Mark has always wanted to, though.”

Henry laughed, “No surprise there.”

“Your uncle must have some interest in them, too. Otherwise why would he have been collecting a brochure every year?  Look at this stack.”

Henry was quickly realizing there were many, many things about his uncle that he didn't understand.

“He  ocare about a place like that?” he asked, opening a brochure.
“Maybe he was thinking of sending you?”

Henry sighed and thumbed through the pages.   A glossy picture of an even glossier girl rappelling up a cliff with a tropical drink in her hand was revolting.  His uncle was NOT the type of rich socialite who would send anyone to Upwardly Mobile.  Plus, one would think that after the terrible experiences he’d had a camp himself, he . . . 
Then all at once he noticed something
“Anna!  Oh, wait !" he cried, pointing at a paragraph in the brochure, “Listen to this . . .. . .

The Upwardly Mobile Youth Program is situated on the grounds formerly known as Camp Patagonia,. . . 

"Henry!” exclaimed Anna, “Upwardly Mobile used to be Camp Patagonia?  I knew it was near here . . . but it is on the same grounds?”

“It’s the same camp my uncle went to! The one in the diary.”

Anna and Henry looked out the tube windows at the cliffs on the other side of what was once Camp Patagonia.  

“Unbelievable,” exclaimed Anna, “He watches the place where he had all those bad experiences.”

“But it’s also the place where he discovered what he likes most in life: the worms at Camp Patagonia . . .” Henry thought for a moment.   “Anna, you know I've been looking for a clue where my uncle has gone.  We have a lot of them now."

Anna nodded, “The diary from so long ago --- left open on his desk --- still being used --- “ 
“Written in a strange language that all started at that camp,” Henry continued.
“He lives as close to the camp as he can get.  And here, he has a secret observation place ---  hidden in a rock --- 

"He’s been watching for something since he left that camp.  But what?”

And no sooner had Henry said those words, than they heard a soft, squelching sound coming from deep within the cave walls.

The room grew steadily darker, their gaze was drawn to odd, gelatinous mass spilling out into the long tubes.  It crept up the glass surface, almost entirely blocking out the light.  Light fixtures in the walls began to glow red.
“Is that a spoon worm?” whispered Anna.

Henry, “A huge one,” answered Henry.  “It must be five or six feet long.”
The worm began to bend into a worm code shape
“Look!”  Henry exchanged a look with Anna.  “It’s making one of the worm code shapes.”
"Ugh!" shuddered Anna, "I don’t like this!”

“My uncle felt they communicated with him,” said Henry, “Maybe they are trying to communicate with us.”

“Henry,” said Anna, looking away from the worms, “It’s a WORM.  Worms can’t communicate with anyone.  They can’t think.  Or reason.” 

“Well, it’s doing something,” Henry said boldly.

“This is just too weird,” she answered.
"I’m going to write down the shape," Henry said, and grabbed a pencil and a notebook from the table, "And just see what happens.  If it’s nonsense, I won’t try again.  But, if it’s not . . . it could be a message that could help me find my uncle.”
Anna hesitated a moment, looking at the worm in disgust.

“It makes me feel sick," she said, "But if you write, and I’ll translate,” she said, "Okay?"

Henry nodded.  
The worm undulated with pleasure, but it was clearly an annoying mix of slowness and impatience.  No sooner had it made one of its slow shapes, it began the next.  Henry tried his best to keep up; while Anna looked them up in the back of the book.  It wasn’t easy, because Henry had never drawn in worm language before, and sometimes the combinations of characters looked so similar, Henry couldn’t tell if he’d made a mistake or if the worms were using phrases they'd never heard of before.

After a few moments, though, its message was clear:
Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  peace 

under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

wormburn = worm love

"It's the message on the paper," whispered Anna, "Oh, Henry.  This is creepy."

“Anna,” he said, walking over to the map on the bulletin board, “Did you see how this map lists caverns and paths that go over there?"  He pointed to Upwardly Mobile property.

"Yes."

"Suppose that's where my uncle has gone?" he said, “Under that water?”
Anna shook her head.

Henry looked at her intently.  "Anna," he stated quietly, "I’ve lived with my uncle for almost two years now.  He has no friends.  And he’s not one to travel --- but with all we’ve learned --- to go to this camp --- I can see him trying that.  Perhaps he took one of the passages that lead under the inlet."

“Perhaps.  But, I’m not following any homemade map of your uncle’s through the caves.  

Henry thought for a moment.  “Maybe we don’t have to.  There is a door at the other end of this library.  Maybe the path is there for us?” 

"Henry, it’s not time for us to do this, it’s time to tell the police," answered Anna, "Let them go looking for him down these passages. It's not for us to go wandering into caves we don't know."

“You’re probably right,” he reluctantly agreed --  “But let’s go call them right now.  The sooner, the better.”

He stood up and pulled the whale’s chain.  The platform didn’t move.  He pulled the chain again, and shook it back and forth several times, each time more purposefully than the time before.
“Oh, no!” cried Henry.

“What’s wrong?” cried Anna.

“The platform,” he said, “It’s not coming up”

“Henry, what are you talking about?”

“The entrance,” he said, “Is controlled by a platform and the thing isn’t moving.”


Henry and Anna turned their heads.   Fidelis looked up at them cheerfully; he dropped a small green tongue on the floor. 

Henry looked up at the whale.  It had little dents all over its head and was looking furtively around the room.  A portion of its tongue lay bent outside its mouth and it had a frightened, but determined look on its face.

“Oh, Fidelis!” cried Henry, “Anna, he’s attacked the device that controls the entrance --- the mechanism that opened the door for me.  Now it isn’t moving.”


“There must be another way to move the platform!” cried Anna, “Some sort of manual release.”
But as they both looked around, the mechanism could not be found anywhere.

“The rocks are on platforms,” said Anna, “Try pushing them.”
The two of them tugged and pushed until their arms were sore, but the rocks wouldn’t budge.

Henry looked toward the arched doorway.  “Maybe there is another way out,” said Henry, “Through the caverns --- “

“No, Henry,” exclaimed Anna, “We have to find a way to open this door.”

“Anna,” said Henry, "We don't have a choice."

Anna looked around uneasily.  “I don’t want to go down there.”

“We have to,” he said, “All I have to do is find a flashlight.  There must be one somewhere around here.”

