Anna opened her backpack.  Perfectly packed from the Harper-Post’s garage, she had a complete survival kit with her, complete with two flashlights and extra batteries.  

“I’ll keep one of them,” she said, zipping it up again, “But , Henry, please wear this.”  She took a silver whistle from the pack.

“If you get into trouble, the sound of a whistle travels much farther than screaming.”

Henry hung the whistle around his neck and slung the backpack over his shoulders.  He headed toward the door.

“Keep your wits about us, Henry,” said Anna, “We don’t know where the steps lead.   I will come back if it gets too dangerous and keep working on finding a solution to the door problem.”

*    *   *

The creatures stumbled through the forest and felt their way blindly along the rocks.  

“We will go through the back entrance of the cave tonight.”

”I hate that entrance.”


“It’s closer”

As they entered the cave, Saumagen stopped again, sniffing.  “I smell . . . blood.”

“As do I,” said Bettelarm.

“Whose blood?” asked Rindskopf.

“We will have to wait,” answered Bettelarm, “Until one of us can see.  But I suspect we have human visitors somewhere in the network of our caves.”

*    *   *

Henry and Anna began the slow, circular descent down the staircase, led by Fidelis.   At first they did not need their flashlights, for the stairs were lit with dim specks of light they could see disappearing into the depths below. When they reached the first speck, they discovered a small section of tubing set into the rock.  The stairs were leading them down to the bottom of the cliff.  A single yellow worm sat in the tubing and wriggled away when it saw Henry.

The staircase coiled down a very long way, lit strategically by sections of tube windows, each with a lone sentry worm, that scurried away when Henry passed by.  Finally, the tube lights stopped.  The staircase continued to descend until the specks of light were barely visible.  Henry turned on his flashlight.   They continued to climb down the stairs until he stopped with a jolt.  The staircase had ended.  

Henry scanned the dark rock with his flashlight.  Ahead of them was a tunnel.  

The passage led in the same direction as the tubes in the cliff.  

 “The passage,” commented Anna, “Isn’t going in the right direction if we want to get home.  It will lead us under the inlet.”

“But we have to take it,” said Henry, “There is no other choice.”

“I have a compass here somewhere,” said Anna, “I want to keep track of what direction we are going.

And so they set off into the tunnel, uneasily at first, without speaking.  Only sounds of their footsteps and the occasional soft sound of the water overhead was heard.  Every one hundred yards into the tunnel, they came upon an indentation in the rock.  

Henry shone his flashlight on each one.  The yellow worms, attracted to the light, came up to examine Henry’s light one by one, and then scurried back into the rock.

“Do you feel like the tunnel is sloping downhill?” asked Henry.

“Yes.  But it is still going north,” said Anna, after they had walked a while.

Padding along in the quiet conditions, they both jumped, when above them came a sudden scraping sound like enormous creaky door.  It echoed down the tunnel and faded away.

“Listen,” said Anna, wide-eyed, “Whales”

“Grey whales come into this inlet a lot.  They eat [   ] from the bottom of the inlet. must be directly above us.”

They walked on, until the tunnel began sloping uphill again.  

“Hang on,” said Henry, “I think I see something.  I’m going to turn off my flashlight.”

The Harper Post’s flashlight turned off with an efficient click.  They were plunged into utter darkness for a moment, then as their eyes adjusted, saw some light at the other end.

But as they approached the end of the tunnel, the light they saw was actually a white globe.  Over it, hung a brass whale, hanging from a chain exactly like the one at the library’s entrance.  

Henry pulled on the chain and silently the rocks parted at one end, and daylight flooded the tunnel.  They heard voices and barking.

“I don’t understand it,” said [old helper], “Every dog came down with something this morning.  We’re taking them to the vet.”

Several doors slammed, and the car drove away.

Henry and Anna peered out of the tunnel.

“What luck!” exclaimed Henry, “He’s driving the dogs away!”

Anna and Henry breathed a sigh of relief and crept up a steep bank of rocks which the entrance to the tunnel was hidden.  At the top of the bank, a lone tree grew from a rock.

“I’ll pull a branch of that tree,”  said Henry, “That will close the tunnel again.”

And just as the other tree had done, the rocks silently closed up again.

“Let’s continue heading north,” suggested Anna, “The highway is north of the camp.  Maybe we can find a the wall to scale it and walk back to my house along the highway.

Henry nodded and they struggled through thick underbrush until they saw an eddy, leading north.

“Let’s walk along the eddy,” he said,” It would be a lot easier.”

The moment Henry’s leg touched the stones of the eddy, however, a shower of sparks appeared in the air.  A metallic device came whizzing down the hill, suspended from a metal cable concealed in the plants along its border.   A shiny baton that stuck out from its head had a lens on its end that looked Henry up and down. It paused, then emitted a small, questioning tone.  Another pause.  Then, a shrill alarm sounded from two loudspeakers, mounted in the rocks.

“Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” repeated a monotone robotic voice from the speakers.

“Run north?” called Henry.

“Maybe we don’t need to run,” answered Anna, gesturing at a friendly-looking old man smiling down at them from the top of the hills, “He doesn’t look too scary.”

The old man in overalls stepped on to a flat car that was attached to the same cable the robot moved up and down on.  He glided down the hill.

“So,” said the man, scrutinizing Henry with a twinkle in his eye, “You’re here.”

“I can see a lot of your uncle in you, Henry” he said. 

“My uncle?” said Henry, “You know my uncle?"

“Course I know him,” said the old man, “He’s only been my boss for the past twenty years.  C’mon, climb aboard.  I’ll take you up to the house.”

“Is he here?” asked Henry, “Right now?”

“Oh, no,” answered the old man, “Though I did see him a few days ago.  Why, you lost him?”  The old man chuckled to himself, not noticing Henry’s serious expression.
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Anna shot Henry a hopeful glance as they followed the old helper up a thickly wooded trail.  The old man introduced himself as Theodore, and talked a lot about Henry’s uncle.  According to Theodore, Henry’s uncle had owned the camp for many years and was responsible for all of its electronic novelties.

“That’s funny,” said Henry, “At home everything is very simple.”

“He’s an odd one that way, he is,” agreed Theodore, chuckling, “He’s always working on the new inventions, but never uses them himself.

 until they reached a clearing, where the path dipped suddenly downward again.  At the bottom of the path stood an imposing steel and glass structure of four or five stories.  Above the entrance was a gate of heavy bars.  The old man pressed a button on a remote control and the bars lifted --- revealing that they were a circular sculpture with jagged points.

They walked along polished marble floors past shining gold staircases, fountains and an enormous aquarium wall that took up most of one wall.  

"Please wait here," said the man, leading them into a room with the sign ADMISSIONS on the door, "The director will be in to see you shortly."

With that, he closed the solid wood, highly glazed door behind him.

Anna and Henry sat down on the cool leather sofas and looked around the room.  Everything was new and expensive.

"Henry, he said ---" Anna began.

"Shhhh," said Henry.

"You uncle was his. ."

Henry motioned to her with a finger on his palm that she should write whatever she wanted to say.

Anna reached into her backpack and pulled out a small pencil and a notepad.

"BOSS?" she wrote in large capital letters.

"NO IDEA," he wrote back, "PLAY ALONG.”

Anna nodded and the two of them waited in silence.

The door opened and a tall, very commanding woman swept in.  She couldn’t exactly be called beautiful, but she was striking and elegant.  Everything about her: her hair, skin, and clothing, all were extremely shiny and smooth , as if she been recently dipped in oil, smoothed out and sent to greet them --- Her cold, brown eyes were shiny, too, but haughty.

"Thank you, Theodore," she said to the old man in the doorway, slamming the door in his face with her feet.  

Barely looking at either child, she sat down in a chair behind a huge desk.

"I suppose you're here to finally attend your first retreat weekend," she began.

Henry let this statement sink in for a moment before responding.  

"Your uncle has been filling out applications for you for several years now," she said, "Always something coming up at the last minute that prevented you from showing up, I hear."

Henry shrugged at Anna.  He had no idea what she was talking about.  His uncle had never mentioned camp to him.  

"I do wish your uncle had given us some advance warning that you would be showing up," she grumbled, "He often spoke of you attending the camp, but didn't . ." Her voice trailed off.  "But, never mind . . . I suppose you were hoping for the retreat next week.  Let me see if there is a place for you."

She spun around in the chair and a powerful cloud of perfume enveloped the room.  Henry coughed slightly from the effect.

"Are you ill?" she asked, glancing around the chair and down her long, but perfectly formed nose with hostility.

"No, ma'am," stammered Henry.

"I hope not," said the woman, "Just to be on the safe side, let me check."

She pulled something like a small red, revolver out of the top drawer of her desk.  It shot a beam of blue light on Henry's forehead.

"Normal," she said, reading the top of the gun like a thermometer, "That's good.  You certainly can't participate in a retreat weekend here with a fever."

.

“Can we see my uncle?” asked Henry.

Woman still remains sleek, slight suggestion of concern.  “What do you mean?  Is he here?” She flung open the door.  “Theodore!  Theodore!”

The old man came meekly into the office.

“No, wait,” protested Henry, “I didn’t say . . .”

“the boy said he came to see Oliver!” she shrieked, “Is he on the premises?”

“We are looking for him . . .” shouted Henry, “And thought he might be here.”

“He is missing?” said the woman, her face changing again.  Henry thought he detected not only relief, but pleasure.

"I would still like very much to participate in a weekend here"

"Yes, of course, you would," she answered in a new tone of voice, almost cloying and purring, " Can't very well say no -- your uncle owns the place, doesn't he?"

"I suppose," mumbled Henry.  He looked over at Anna, whose eyes were growing larger by the moment.

“Shall I prepare the Turf Club suite for him?” asked Theodore. 

"I suppose,” she said peevishly, "Is that your gear?" she said, pointing to the backpack.

"It's  . . ah . . " said Henry, glancing over at Anna.  She looked quite dejected that Henry was getting a chance to go to the camp.

"He might need a few more clothes," Anna blurted out suddenly, "I packed for him."

The woman gave Anna a long, hostile look.  "And who are you?" she said, "And why are you packing clothing for Henry?"

"I'm . . .just . . um . . " Anna looked down.

"Henry," said the woman, "Was it your intention that your friend [she said the word "friend" in an odd, slightly cutting way] should accompany you?"


He glanced over at Anna, whose eyes had lit up.

"Yes," answered Henry.

"Well, I do have several openings.  The Thanksgiving Adventure program is often a slow time of year for us.  Many of our clients have skiing engagements at this time of the year."

Anna looked as though she might faint. 

"Her parents will have to approve," said the woman, "Do you think you could get them to sign the consent forms in the next couple of hours?"

 *         *           *           *

In the entire history of the Upwardly Mobile camp, no application process had ever been achieved with such speed as that completed by Delia Harper-Post.  
For years afterward the moments would be lovingly recounted by Dr. Harper-Post: Mrs. Harper-Post's face when she answered the telephone that November morning to learn, that after years of scheming and fantasizing, she would finally be offered the chance to send her children to the most prestigious camp in the country, her rejecting the offer of a list of supplies needed to attend the camp (she had kept the lists on her refrigerator for years and the backpacks were all ready to go), her delight when the limousine pulled up in front of the house to escort her to the camp, but most importantly, Mrs. Harper-Post had talked her way into convincing the intimidating Miss ________ into allowing Mark,.  

Henry was so thrilled to be going himself, that the fact that Mark would be there was not enough to squelch his joy.  Even when he strutted around the house in outback khakis.
An hour or so later, still flushed and smiling, Mrs. Harper-Post was ready.  Henry saw for the first time that genuine happiness on her face created an effect even more horrific than the false smiles.  How Mrs. Harper-Post managed to pack survival backpacks was in itself among one of the many astonishing wonders of the world.  

She promised them that she would postpone her all Thanksgiving dinner until they returned.  “The pilgrims would have eaten a Millet/Legume Loaf, with cranberry/gorgonzola loaf and a pumpkin pie that could make the Pilgrims cry.”  
]

“Lead them to the Turf Club executive suite, Name.”

The three children and Mrs. Harper post were escorted through several locked doors to a glass elevator marked “Private.” Theodore unlocked with a key.  They passed the floors, marked : Paddock, Silver Room, etc and stepped out into a huge observation lounge with views of the inlet on one side and the 2,960-square-foot terrace has stone tiles, potted shrubs by the entrance .

grounds of the camp on the other.

“This is the private suite of your uncle’s, though he hasn’t stayed here for years,” said Name, opening a door which led to a marble entry hall.  The rooms were decorated in a very elegant way with floor to ceiling windows, intricate wood paneling with gilt edges, chandeliers and murals.
 “Oh, my!” said Mrs. Harper-Post clutching her heart and staggering a little.  At the sight of the white-marble bathroom with double sinks, a round Jacuzzi tub and panoramic views of the inlet, she slumped against a chair. 

On this wall is a remote control box: any type of entertainment you might like, including, guest speakers and a cook/waitress to serve you four course meals if you so choose.”

“Are there vegetarian meals available?” Mrs. Harper-Post inquired anxiously

“Madam,” answered Name, “We offer at least 15 different cuisines every day.”
“Our Arsenal FC executive boxes provide a superb facility for housing key clients at the very highest level, combining first class facilities with the exclusive atmosphere of watching some of the world's finest scenery at their leisure.”

“Pardon?” asked Henry
“You may relax here until the other campers arrive.  Should you choose to dine with the others, dinner is at 8:00.  Contact us via the control box.  Someone will come to escort you to the table.”

“That’s awfully late,” said Mark, “In our family we always eat before 6 to give the digestive system time to work before bed.”

Name eyed him contemptuously, “These children are from homes where no one eats that early,” he said, “You aren’t hob-nobbing with peasants now.”
“Pardon?” asked Henry.

“Look out the window,” he said, “You’ll see the type of clientele I’m speaking of.”

A limousine had pulled up, followed by one or two cars with tinted windows. That was for one camper. A succession of helicopters landed.  Each child seemed to greater define the Rot of American Culture.  Absentee and Permissive Parenting, and the Resultant Plague of Joyless, Selfish Children .
From one limousine a tall pleasant-looking girl emerged who immediately stood out from the rest.  Even from a distance, they could see she was beautiful, but a natural beauty that spoke of good health, vitality and happiness.

Her face was heart shaped, with glowing ivory skin tinged ever so slightly with pink.  Two long, brown shiny braids hung down her back.  

Her face lit up when she saw the staff, and many staff members came out of nowhere to see her.  

One of the camp dogs even jumped with pleasure.

They knocked her down and she laughed.

“She looks nice,” said Mrs. Harper-Post, “I want you to be her friend.”

For once Henry agreed with her  “She looks like the only normal person I’ve seen so far.  A lot more normal than the rest of these people.”

Mrs. Harper-Post looked at her watch.  Well, I am going to order something, she said, walking over to the control box.  
“Hello?” she shouted into the speaker, “Is anyone there?”

“Sir,” Name answered, “You will find it more efficient to press the button marked, “Fine Dining.”

Mrs. Harper-Post’s chin shot up, ”Yes, I knew that.”

“Hello?  Hello?  What do you have in the way of vegetarian fare?”

“We have several vegetarian dishes.”

“Send me your most expensive.”

Platter comes --- indescribably delicious.  Henry eats with Anna and Mark.

None of them had ever realized that vegetarian food could be so good.

 “I’m concerned about this,” she said, “I’m sure I detect cinnamon in that apple crisp.  Cinnamon is very irritating to the stomach!”
Name had stayed in the room while they ate.

“Ma’am, I’m afraid you really will have to go.”

After a tearful goodbye with Mrs. Harper-Post, the three were escorted by Name to the meeting hall.
“What are you in for?” was the first thing 
Creatures:

Bathing their eyes

Aware the children are at the cavern

Not sure if this is a good thing or a bad thing

Messengers

Discussing the camp

Uncle facing fears to return

Could never find the strand because he’s fooled by the creatures lie

One perfect star --- leading to . . .

More trials --- new setting (the woods)

The demons are back, not used to the cold

The other campers know where they are (since they set up getting lost in the first place), so they volunteer to "find them"

More cruelty, jokes

The demons find them

The angels find them all --- in the loneliness and despair something breaks through. The silver strand is there.  Attracts help.

Wonderful intro to camp

Mountain climbing/hike

Bad characters - 

Fall in crevasse of some sort

Lost

