[Change to catacombs]

Anna opened her backpack.  Plucked from the wall of the Harper-Post’s perfectly organized garage, it contained a complete survival kit, complete with two flashlights and extra fresh batteries (monitored monthly, by Dr. Harper-Post).  

“I’ll take one of these, and you can have the other,” she said, handing Henry a flashlight, “And you’d better wear this, too.”  She took a silver whistle from the pack.

Henry gave her a quizzical look.

“If we get separated, this sound travels much farther than screaming,” she explained, giving the whistle several sharp blasts.
The horrendous sound pierced through the silence and echoed through the caverns.  They waited.  He headed toward the door.
“It will work within the caverns, but I doubt anyone’s going to be able to hear us from outside.  We’ll be under tons of water and solid rock,” Henry answered.
“We should use the whistles every few minutes, 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.”
“Sure.  I will wear it,” he said, “No big deal.”
*    *   *

The blinded creatures stumbled through the forest on their journey home.
An ear-splitting whistle caught their attention.
 Saumagen stopped.  “I heard something,” he whispered.
“As did I,” said Durst, “One of those wretched Harper-Post whistles.”
“Not the mother?” asked Rindskopf, clearly frightened, “She’s awwwwwwful.”
“I doubt it,” answered Bettelarm slyly, “but I suspect one of the children has trespassed into our network of caves.   This may be very fortunate for us. We shall go through a different entrance tonight.”

”I hate that entrance,” grumbled Saumagen.


“It’s closer,” said Durst.

“It is not!” contradicted Saumagen.

And so it was in this fashion, with Bettelarm leading, Durst and Saumagen arguing, Rindskopf worrying, that the creatures set out to find Anna and Henry.
*    *   *

Henry and Anna began the slow, circular descent down the staircase, led by Fidelis.   Though four times longer than he was high, he was remarkably agile on stairs.  

Sunlight filtered through small sections of glass tubes set into the rock stairwell.  Through them they caught glimpses of the shore across the inlet. The stairs led downward, coiling down into the rock, but lit strategically by sections of tube windows, so there was sufficient light on the stairs to see.  Each window housed a lone sentry worm that scurried away excitedly when they passed by its station.  
Finally, the reached a window that was splattered in brown and green splotches and half submerged in water.  A huge worm lurked at that window and swam away vigorously when the passed by.  The stairs coiled downward, beneath the waterline.
They descended into the dark stairwell until the specks of light above them were barely visible.  They turned on their flashlight and continued to climb down the stairs.

The staircase ended, and Henry, anticipating another step, stopped with a jolt.
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.  
“There it is,” said Mark, “The catacombs beneath the inlet.”
“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, the only sounds around them those of their own footsteps and the occasional soft sound of the water overhead.  About one hundred yards into the tunnel, they came upon an indentation in the rock, inset with tubes of murky water.
Henry shone his flashlight on it.  Tiny spoon worms, attracted to the light, undulated into the tubes and hung suspended in the water, staring at the children.  
“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.  Soft, high wails echoed down the tunnel and faded away.

“Listen,” said Henry, “Whale calls.”
“I suppose it’s possible,” said Anna, “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.”

With the Harper Post’s flashlight turned off, they were plunged into darkness; a speck of 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.  
*   *   *

Outside the kitchen facilities of Upwardly Mobile, a maze of loading docks, whirring fans, generators, and other complicated-looking devices kept the dining facilities of the camp running day and night.  It was there that something very odd was occurring.  A crate of prime quality pork, flown in from California, had been mistakenly left on a little-used loading dock, and no one person from the ordinarily ultra-efficient kitchen staff had noticed.  Placed in front of a heating vent, and continually kept warm by the numerous exhaust fans engines, the meat inside the box had rotted quickly.  When a grate from the back of the building inexplicably fell off the wall, smashing through the box, it released the smell of tainted pork into the air.  A pack of hideously ugly dogs had rushed to the scene to devour the pile of rotting meat, plastic wrapping, cardboard and all.

“Remind me, Ranthir,” said Zil, watching the scene below him, “How is this not a violation of The Way of Things?”

“When dogs refuse to use their strands to help others,” Ranthir said, watching one particularly evil-looking dog eat, “we are granted permission to interfere a little.”

 “A snack like this won’t hurt them, but they will slow them down considerably.”

*      *        *         *         *           *
Henry pulled on the chain and silently the rocks parted at one end, and daylight flooded the tunnel.  
They heard an odd howling sound, like dogs in pain.
“It’s the Upwardly Mobile dogs,” whispered Anna, “Close the entrance again, Henry.”

Henry’s hand stayed on the chain as he peered outside.

“Wait,” he said, “It’s the dogs all right.  But they look a little strange.  All lying on their sides, howling.  I can see a man and a woman lifting them into the back of a truck.”
A coarse, unpleasant-sounding woman’s voice was heard over the howling.

“I don’t understand it, Ted,” said the woman, “Montana Meat has never delivered meat in the wrong place before.”


”Must have eaten 100 pounds of pork chops between ‘em,” muttered the man, “Pretty expensive dog snack.”

“Quiet now, Butter-Butter Baby Booboo buns,” she cajoled the dog, who unfortunately for the dog and everyone around him, had been named Butter , “Mustn’t cry, Butter Binky-Baba Beebee Boodles.  Mummy’s taking her little Butter-Baby to the doctor now.”
“Yech. Why is she talking to the dog like that?” whispered Anna.

“I don’t know,” answered Henry, grinning, “I sure understand why those dogs are so mean, though.  I’d be ready to attack if someone talked to me like that all day, too”  
Several doors slammed, and the truck drove away with the dogs still howling piteously.  The sound died away gradually until Henry and Anna were left alone in the silence.
Henry and Anna peered out of the tunnel.

“All clear,” exclaimed Henry, “The dogs are gone!”
“And that lady,” commented Anna, “I’m glad she’s on her way, too.”
Cautiously Anna and Henry crept up a steep bank of rocks which the entrance to the tunnel was hidden, to a thickly wooded bank.  From one rock at the top of the pile stood a lone, improbable tree.  Henry tugged on its metal branch, and just as the other false tree had done, it controlled the mechanism to silently close up the rocks again.

“The highway is north of the camp,” whispered Anna, “So, let's head in that direction.  Maybe we can get out of here with no one seeing us.”
Henry nodded as they struggled up the hill 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 whizzed down the hill, traveling along a metal guide concealed in the plants and gravel.   It stopped in front of them, all three feet of it, and a shiny baton stuck out from its head with a lens on its end. It looked Henry up and down, paused, and emitted a small, questioning tone.  It seemed to be waiting for a response.  Henry opened his mouth to speak, but it was too late. A shrill alarm sounded from two loudspeakers mounted on its feet.
“Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” repeated a monotone robotic voice from the speakers.

“Run north?” called Henry.

“It’s too late,” answered Anna, gesturing at an old man smiling down at them from the top of the hills, “Someone’s seen us.  He doesn’t look too scary.”

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

“You must be Henry,” said the man, scrutinizing Henry with a twinkle in his eye, “Oliver told me not to be surprised if you stopped by one day.  But, I wish he’d let us know.  It’s not always safe walking around these grounds when no one knows you are here.”
“You know me?” said Henry, “And my uncle?"

“Course I do,” said the old man, looking quizzically at him, “Oliver’s been my boss for [forty] years.  C’mon, climb aboard.  I’ll take you up to the main building.”

“Can you take me to my uncle?” asked Henry, “Right now?”

 “Don’t think your uncle’s here, boy,” answered the old man, “Though I did see him a few days ago.  Why, you lost him?”  The old man chuckled to himself.
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 we don’t have these modern devices . . . Mostly just the weird ones.  Talking lamps and such.”

“Makes sense to me,” agreed Theodore, chuckling, “Those are his favorites, they are.”
After gliding along the outskirts of the camp, they reached a place where the cart stopped to adjust for an abrupt change in the path, which dipped suddenly downward at an angle.  It was there, where they had their first glimpse of the camp’s headquarters.  Spread out before them on a wide, grassy clearing with a full view of the ocean, stood an imposing triangular steel and glass structure with a tall spire that reached at least 300 feet into the air.  The building was surrounded by an enormous terrace, with potted plants and a fountain.  

Above the entrance was a gate of heavy bars.  The old man pressed a button on a remote control and the bars lifted --- revealing a circular sculpture with jagged points.

They walked along polished marble floors past shining gold staircases 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.

"Your uncle was his. ." she whispered.
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.

"YOUR UNCLE IS HIS BOSS?" she wrote in large capital letters.

"NO IDEA WHAT HE’S TALKING ABOUT," he wrote back.
Anna nodded and the two of them waited in silence.

The door opened and a tall, heavily perfumed and very commanding woman swept in.  While she couldn’t exactly be called beautiful, she was striking and elegant.  Everything about her: her hair, skin, and clothing, was shiny and sleek, as if she been recently dipped in oil, cold-pressed, and sent out to greet them --- Her cold, brown eyes were shiny, too, with a haughty expression behind them that spoke of someone who was used to getting her own way.

"You may go now, 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.

"So you're finally here 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 hope 
"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 gasped for air as quietly as he could, but still she looked up.
"Are you ill?" she asked, glancing around the chair and down her long, but perfectly formed nose with hostility.

"No, ma'am," stammered Henry.

"Can’t be too safe," said the woman pulling a slender, red revolver from the top drawer of her desk, and pointing it at Henry’s head.  Anna opened her mouth to scream.  The woman pulled the trigger and a beam of blue light streamed from the barrel, illuminating Henry's forehead with a small blue ‘x.’
"Yes, your temperature is normal," she said, reading the top of her thermometer gun, "That's good.  You certainly can't participate in a retreat weekend here with a fever."

“We’d like to see my uncle, now, if we could,” stated Henry, his rapidly beating heart slowly returning to a more sedate pace.
The woman’s calm demeanor suddenly changed, “What do you mean?  Is he here?” she said, rapidly moving to the door. She flung it open,  “Theodore!  Theodore!” she called.
The old man shuffled meekly into the office.

“The boy says he’s here for Oliver!” she shrieked, “Is he on the premises?”
“not that I know of, ma’am,” Old Ted answered.
“We are looking for him . . .” shouted Henry, “and only hoped he might be here.”

“He is missing?” said the woman, whirling around on one heel.  Henry thought he detected a hint of pleasure in it.
“I haven’t heard from him,” explained Henry, “In over a week.”

“How unusual,” she said, moving in so close to him that he could hardly breathe, “Have you reported it to the police?”
“No,” he said, “The family I am staying with said not to ---  that we shouldn’t bother the police until we knew for sure he was in trouble.”

“Ah!” said the woman, brightly, “They sound like very . . . nice . . . people.  And quite intelligent.”

The woman strode to the window and looked out at the inlet, thinking.

"I think we may be able to locate your uncle for you --- but would still like very much for you to participate in a weekend here while we do," she answered in a cloying tone.
"I suppose," mumbled Henry.  He looked over at Anna, whose eyes were growing larger by the moment.

“Prepare the Turf Club suite for him,” she said abruptly to Theodore, who scurried away meekly.

 "Is that your gear, Henry?" she said, pointing to the backpack.

"It's  . . ah . . " said Henry, glancing over at Anna.  
"It belongs to me," Anna blurted out suddenly.
As if noticing her for the first time, the woman surveyed Anna a disdainful up-and-down sweep. "And who are you?" she said, "And why would you be presumptuous enough to pack gear for Upwardly Mobile?"

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

"Henry," said the woman, "Who is this?”

“Her name is Anna.  I have been staying with her family while Uncle Oliver has been away,” he said, “The ones you said sounded ‘nice,’ a minute ago.”

The woman’s head tilted slightly, as if she were pondering something, “Anna,” she said, “Has your family told anyone of your uncle’s disappearance?”

“No,” whispered Anna, “They expect him to show up any day now . . . and want to avoid the . . . embarrassment . . .you know, of having police cars in front of our house . . . having to answer questions . . . that sort of thing.”

The woman smiled broadly --- an odd, gloating smile, “And was it your intention, Henry, that this Anna [she said the word "Anna" in an odd, slightly cutting way] should accompany you?"


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

"Uh . . . yes," answered Henry.

"Under the circumstances. . . we do have openings for this weekend. . . just a few, mind you . .  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 beamed.
"Her parents will have to approve," said the woman, pulling some complicated-looking forms out of her desk drawer, "If I FAX them to your home, do you think you could get them to sign the consent forms in the next couple of hours?"

