Start writing at the veg food arriving!!!!

Chapter 9
In the entire history of the Upwardly Mobile, no application forms would ever be completed with such diligence and speed as those completed by Mrs. Harper-Post.  
In fact, the events of the next few days would be exhaustively recounted by Mrs. Harper-Post to friends, relatives and complete strangers, (basically anyone who could not escape a conversation with her), for the rest of her life.  She would always begin her story at the point when, right in the middle of composing an essay entitled “The Power of Beans” for a magazine contest she was entering, she was jarred by the telephone.  A child of hers, Mrs. Harper-Post would learn, had been sought out to attend the most prestigious adventure camp in the country, and the list of Upwardly Mobile supplies she’d kept taped to the refrigerator for years had finally become not only a reality, but a necessity.  Two perfectly packed gear bags were beside the door in a matter of minutes, and by the time the Upwardly Mobile limousine had pulled up in front of her enormous white and pink house, Mrs. Harper-Post’s foot was quite tired from tapping.  
Without even waiting to talk to the driver, she flung open one of the limousine’s doors and immediately set about strapping a large eggplant-shaped car seat, with Billy already in it, to one of the rear seats.  
No amount of persuasion on the driver's part could convince Mrs. Harper-Post that her presence at the camp was not required.  Though he tried to impress upon her that the car had been sent only to pick up some paperwork and Henry and Zannah’s supplies, she seemed more interested in lecturing him about traffic safety and the dusty condition of the limousine’s seat belts.  He eventually decided it was best to let Miss Audrey _________ handle her.  So exhausted was he, that as prepared to leave their driveway, he failed to notice her secret signal to Zaine, who, dressed top to toe in an Australian outback khakis, hopped out from behind a bush and slipped into the seat beside her as they drove away.
At Upwardly Mobile, an hour or so later, a flushed and glowing Mrs. Harper-Post emerged from the Admission’s Office, with fast-asleep Billy slung over her shoulder and a victorious smile on her lips.  Miss Audrey followed, her sleek exterior looking slightly rumpled, as if having just wrestled with a powerful electric fan that wouldn’t shut off. 
“Find Old Ted,” she said into a speaker box in the wall, “We will have a new camper.  A Mr. Zaine Harper-Post.”
Mrs. Harper-Post continued to stand alone as one of the many astonishing wonders of the world.  

Henry was so curious about the camp and his uncle’s association with it, that even the news that Zaine would be there was not enough to squelch his joy.  He had a brief moment of panic when he realized that Mrs. Harper -Post had only brought supplies for Zannah and Zaine, but Miss Audrey waved away his concerns with one long, slender hand.
“You may take them to the Orca Club executive suite, Franz,” she said to a muscular bald man dressed all in black, "We’ve seen to it that Henry has been provided with only the finest of supplies."
Franz nodded and gestured to Henry and the four Harper-Posts to follow him.  He escorted them through a maze of doorways, all monitored closely with cameras.  To open each door, he was required to place his hand on a sensor pad and speak into a protruding white tube.  

They reached a glass elevator labeled “Private” which Theodore unlocked with a key.   Mrs. Harper-Post drank in the views of the ocean it afforded, ecstatically. Little did she expect that when the elevator stopped on the top floor, its doors would open into a huge, glassed-in observation lounge with views of the inlet on one side and a 2,960-square-foot stone-tiled patio on the other.
 “Oh, my!” said Mrs. Harper-Post clutching her heart and staggering a little.  Henry thought nature's beauty had been too much for her, but actually she had just caught a glimpse of a white-marble bathroom with double sinks, a round Jacuzzi tub and skylights.  Slumping against a Louis XIV chair, her eyes grew shiny and moist.
Henry noticed that the sky over the inlet was filled with dark clouds.  A gust of wind bent the tops of the Douglas firs outside and rattled the windows slightly.  

“As you can see, Upwardly Mobile is a superb facility for housing key clients at the very highest level,”  droned Franz, robotically, “Combining first class facilities with the exclusive atmosphere of watching some of the world's finest scenery at your leisure,” 
“Pardon?” asked Henry.

“This is the private suite of your uncle’s, though he hasn’t stayed here for years,” said Franz, opening a door which led to a marble entry hall, “More the outdoor type, he is.” 
"Yes, that's true," answered Henry.

"Sit down, make yourself at home," said Franz, ushering them over the cold gleaming floor into an elegant suite with floor to ceiling windows, intricate wood paneling with gilt edges, chandeliers and murals.
"Oh, I could be at home here," murmured Mrs. Harper-Post.
“There are three bedrooms in this suite,” said Franz, “Henry, you’ll find all your supplies in the largest bedroom.”

Henry glanced down the hall and saw a hikers backpack and several duffle bags leaning against a large bed.
 “On this wall is the Arsenal FC control box,” continued Franz, gesturing to an elegantly designed panel set into the wall, “Any type of entertainment you might like, from a private movie screening to live television from 117 countries, is here.”  Beside the panel was an enormous screen with images of lions eating a fresh kill flickered over the screen.
“My children don’t watch television,” answered Mrs. Harper-Post haughtily, pushing Billy’s raised hands away from the wall screen, and covering his eyes.
“The control panel is also used to communicate with our staff.  Any of us can be communicated with at any time, and a cook and wait staff are available twenty-four hours a day.”

“Are there vegetarian meals available?” Mrs. Harper-Post inquired, with a sniff.
“Of course, Madam,” answered Franz, returning her sniff with a larger, more pompous one, “We offer at least 15 different cuisines every day.”

“Good.  By the way, there’s dust on your panel,” volleyed Mrs. Harper-Post, tossing her head triumphantly
Franz’ face flushed a little. “The director hasn’t stayed here for many years,” he admitted, producing a black cloth from his belt and hitting the sleek metal surface with several frustrated snaps, “Prefers to sleep outdoors, they say.”

Henry thought of Uncle Oliver’s bed at home.  It was simple, but very comfortable.
“I suggest you relax here until the other campers arrive,” said Franz, “Should you choose to dine with the others, dinner is at 8:00.  Contact can be made with us 24 hours a day via the control box.  Someone will come to escort you to the table.”

“8:00 is an extremely unhealthy time for supper,” complained Mrs. Harper-Post, “In our family we always eat at 5:00 to give our digestive systems sufficient time to work before bed.”

Franz eyed her contemptuously, “Upwardly Mobile caters to clientele who never eat that early,” he said, “You aren’t hobnobbing with peasants, you know.”
Mrs. Harper-Post flinched as if she’d been shot in the heart, staggered, and mumbled something about aristocrats and afternoon low blood sugar.

 “Pardon?” asked Henry.

“Look out the window,” she said, “He’s right.”

A limousine had pulled up, followed by one or two cars with tinted windows. The doors opened, and several men in suits jumped out of all the cars and opened their black umbrellas simultaneously. One man talked into a black device hooked to his wrist.  He opened the door of one of the cars and a delicate blonde woman with a black leather coat and high black boots stepped out, holding a tiny white dog.  Her face was tight and drawn. 
“What children?” asked Henry.

“That girl in the black coat is Lily LaVerge, heir to the Virtual Family Products fortune,” he explained, “Her mother made billions on her virtual reality products for babies.”

“You don’t mean those products that trick babies into thinking someone familiar is looking after them?” Mrs. Harper-Post her tone awed and disapproving at the same time.

“Yes,” Franz said proudly,”The whole Virtual Family series: Virtual Father, Virtual Brother, Virtual Sister, too.   What a concept!  What a creation!”

Mrs. Harper-Post began shaking her head violently, but Franz continued.
“Thanks to Lily's mother, all a busy parent has to do in the morning is strap one of her devices on their babies’ heads, and the little tyke thinks he sees a family member everywhere he looks.  Never knows they aren’t there.  It’s revolutionized baby care as we know it in this country.”

“Well, I for one don’t approve of them!" said Mrs. Harper-Post, ”The children must know something is wrong.  Nothing replaces a real mother,” 

"Clinical studies have proven the child can't tell the difference," snapped Franz.

Mrs. Harper-Post was frustrated.  Usually she was the one who quoted clinical studies in her interactions with people.  She thought for a moment.

"But a child needs someone to hold them," she said, slapping Billy's hand away from her earrings, "And feed them nutritious foods?" 
“Most educated people believe,” retorted Franz, over Billy's screams, "That's what daycare workers are for.  Very few parents have spent their whole lives building powerful interesting careers just to end up standing at the sink mashing carrots."
Mrs. Harper-Post winced at the carrot remark.

“But what of morality and ethics?” she said, covering Billy's mouth with her hand.  His eyes grew wide and he stopped screaming.   "I want my child to grow up with the same standards and values I have!"  
“Morality and ethics are all pre-programmed into the devices.  You just pick the style --- we have programs to suit every level of morality.  Here, let me get you one for your little boy.  The LaVerge family just donated several brand new units to Upwardly Mobile.  Many of these features aren't yet available to the public."

Mrs. Harper-Post looked away.  "It would be foolish to refuse such an opportunity for your son.”

Mrs. Harper-Post opened her mouth to protest, but clamped it tight shut again.

Franz' hands swept over the console buttons like a pianist.

“There,” he said, “All taken care of.  Your Virtual Family Unit will be delivered to the unit in a matter of minutes.”

“Hmph,” said Mrs. Harper-Post, trapped between her principles and her love of the new and expensive.
Zannah, Henry and Zaine hadn't been paying much attention to the conversation --- they were still all staring in awe at the girl who had emerged from the sea of cars.

“All those cars for one girl?”

“Of course,” answered Franz, “That’s how most of our campers arrive.”

“She looks so . . . mature,” said Zannah.

“She is,” said Franz, “The Virtual reality programs tend make children mature at a much faster rate.”

To the north of the driveway, a helicopter pad received its first arrival.  A young man in a navy raincoat sat in the front seat until the very last moment, typing on a laptop.
"Who's that?" asked Zaine.

“___________ ________ III,” _______ said reverently, “Techstock Home Exercisers.  I'm glad to see he arrived.  I thought the storm might have delayed his helicopter."
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.  

Even the camp dogs, who had since returned from the vet, jumped with pleasure.

They knocked her down and she laughed. As she stood up, however, her bag knocked the dog in the jaw and sent him flying.  More laughter.  No one else seemed to notice.  Or care.

“That girl looks nice,” said Mrs. Harper-Post, “I want you to be her friend, Zannah.”
Zannah nodded obediently.
 “She’s at least fairly normal-looking,” commented Zannah, ”Not like some of the other kids ---  ”
“That’s Francine _______ ,” said Franz, “Her parents made a fortune bagging organic salad mixes.”
Mrs. Harper-Post nodded approvingly and looked at her watch.  “That reminds me; it’s getting close to five o’clock; we must eat.   I am going to order something,” she said, striding over to the control box.  

“Hello?” she shouted into the speaker, “Is anyone there?”

“Sir,” Name answered, “You may discover it is more efficient to press a button before you speak."
Mrs. Harper-Post’s face reddened slightly as she pressed the button, “Send me your most expensive vegetarian fare,” she bellowed into the speaker.

"That would be our 'Exotic Vegetables of the Orient’ platter.  Over one dozen different species of fungus, leaves and edible flowers, all served with a fiery-hot Asian-style sauce," a voice came through all the speakers in the suite.  It was such an odd, intrusive sound that Little Billy looked up in alarm. 

"Oh, no!" exclaimed Mrs. Harper-Post, "That won't do at all.”

“Order cancelled,” the speakers said.

"I want something more . . more traditional."

"Something a little trendy," she said.

"It has to be recognizable," she added.

"And fiber-rich," said Mrs. Harper-Post, "With no sugar, white flour, saturated fats, dyes, chemicals, or garlic."

Franz sighed impatiently.

"Anything else, Madam?" said Franz.

"Let me think ---" stalled Mrs. Harper-Post.

"Send up the Fabulous Fakes platter," ordered Franz into the speaker, not waiting for the last request.
Mrs. Harper-Post scowled at him.  

“Do the rest of you want something?” he asked.
Henry shook his head.

As Franz had promised, the platter and Virtual Toddler unit were delivered to the suite in a matter of minutes.  When the waitress removed the covers from the enormous platter, there were plates of fried chicken, hamburgers, hot dogs, and French fries, as well as numerous delicious-looking, colorful salads and a tall, pink cake.
“Junk!  Junk!” cried Billy delightedly, while Franz strapped the device to his head.
“There must be some mistake,” cried Mrs. Harper-Post, “I asked for vegetarian food!”

“They’re Fabulous Fakes, ma’am,” answered the waitress, “Everything here is healthy and natural, made from pure vegetable proteins, whole grain or legume flours, and fruit Fortified with [sea silver ad].  The French fries are actually made from apples, with a caramel dipping sauce made from seven different types of natural sweeteners. Even the cake is made from pureed fruits and a special brown rice flour.”
had never imagined that vegetables could look so good.  Cautiously, he broke off a piece from the fried chicken --- 

“Wow,” he said, “This is delicious!”

Mrs. Harper-Post eyed him suspiciously.

“I’m still concerned about this,” she said, “I’m sure I detect the scent of cinnamon in those apple fries.  Cinnamon is very irritating to the stomach!”
She reached out and nibbled a piece of the apple.  Her eyes closed in ecstacy, “But perhaps I could be mistaken about that.” She added, rapidly tossing a variety of items on her plate.

Meanwhile, Billy was wandering around looking through the goggles and calling everyone Mama.  As Mrs. Harper-Post wolfed down her plate, the waitress picked Billy up and began to silently feed him bits of fake fried chicken which he gobbled down ravenously.  He looked into her face with an odd expression.
“Mama?” he said, looking from her to the real Mrs. Harper-Post who was so absorbed in her Fake Hamburger that she didn’t notice.

“Yes, that’s right,” cooed the waitress.

  Zannah, Zaine, and Henry had never seen her eat with such gusto.  It struck Henry that all this time she had seemed to love cooking her vegetable creations, he’d never actually seen her eat anything before.

Henry most of the platter and sat contend
Name had stayed in the room while they ate.

“Ma’am, I’m afraid you really will have to go.  It’s time for the children to attend their first meeting.”

After a tearful goodbye with Mrs. Harper-Post, where she promised to postpone her Thanksgiving dinner until they returned so they would all have what the pilgrims would have eaten at Thanksgiving if they could have: a Millet/Legume Loaf, with cranberry/gorgonzola stuffing . . . and an eggless, dairy-free pumpkin pie spiced with cumin that would have made the Native Peoples [or ____ himself] cry,”  the three were escorted by Name to the meeting hall.

*               *                       *                              *
On the strand, the messengers were even busier than usual
Airin was more vigilant than ever, weighing the options of everything Henry did, and making copious notes their implications.  Vim had spent a great time looking through his Omnoculars at the dogs, making sure they were fully recovered from eating the piles of meat.  Once he was sure they were going to be all right, he had turned his attention to the upwardly Mobile camp itself, touching the children imperceptibly with his soft clouds.
Aikon looked better than any of them had seen him for a while --- 

As for Zil, it was Airin who first noticed how Henry’s journey had affected him.  She glanced up from her Omnoculars to see Zil standing beside her.

“You’re taller,” she noted.

“I thought I was,” Zil said, “Quite the growth spurt.”
“It’s a sure sign that Henry is growing up spiritually,” she said, a rare smile crossing her face, “That’s wonderful.  He’ll need all the spiritual maturity he can get at a place like Upwardly Mobile.”

Zil had followed the goings-on at the camp with a great deal of interest, 
As elegant as the lobby and Turf Suite had been, the dining hall was by far the most impressive room they had seen yet.  Walking into it was like walking into one of the great temples and cathedrals of the world. Henry felt instantly small, and hungry.
The hall itself was round, and had a floor inlaid with twelve different woods dividing it into twelve wedge-shaped sections.  Each wedge-shaped area created a seating area for four people, surrounded on each side by a frosted glass barriers. 
In the middle of the room stood a miniature forest with a very natural looking pond. A huge birch tree grew from the exact center, where a flock of sparrows   hopped from branch to branch.

Twelve cubicles were positioned evenly around its perimeter, each with waiters and chefs standing in attendance.  Behind highly polished wood screens, marvelous smells and wisps of steam rose from behind the cubicle walls.  Even though the three of them had just eaten the food Mrs. Harper-Post had ordered, they watched 
Henry noticed that some campers were already eating; as Franz led them to their section, he passed a table and his eyes met those of a haughty-looking girl.  She stepped on a button in the floor, and a wall of frosted glass came up through the floor, giving them complete privacy.

A low table for four people was positioned on the wedge.  
“Here is your table”
In the center of each table lay a tiny projector, showing the facilities of the camp.  The pictures hovered in the air, showing the activities of the camp.  The method could lead to pocket-sized, battery-powered video projectors that produce images whose quality matches that of today's full-sized projectors,
Key to the device's diminutive size is the lack of lenses and high-power light bulbs. Conventional digital video projectors form images by generating a small picture on a transparent microdisplay inside the projector, then shining a high-power light through the microdisplay to a large magnifying lens.

[Intro to other campers]
“What are you in here for?” seemed to be the most common form of greeting in the commons room.
Henry blinked.  "In here for?" he said, "What do you mean?  We wanted to come."

Overhead the music stopped coming out of the speakers and Miss _______’s voice announced, “Ladies and Gentlemen, Madames and Monsieurs, I present to you the country’s finest . . . . your counselors.”

A huge gong sounded, and the huge dining hall doors opened.  At first, Henry thought he had recognized Franz, but it was only someone who resembled him.  The counselor who followed the first man looked like Franz, too.  Even the woman who followed the second man looked like him with her close-cropped hair and bulging muscles.  The procession of counselors kept filing in, until twelve people stood before them, every person of similar height and build to the one before, all dressed in tight-fitting black clothing.

“Which one is Franz?” whispered Zannah to Henry.
Henry stared at the line of people and shrugged.  Then from behind one of the kitchen screens came a huge crash, as if someone had dropped a spaghetti pot on a cat’s tail.  All of the counselors glared in unison disapprovingly, but only one ____________.
“That’s him,” he said,
The tables and chairs were gliding into the center of the room.   The fountain in the center of the room disappeared into the ground, and tree, birds and all were covered by a sliding floor.
“Poor birds?” wondered Zannah aloud.

“They aren’t real, you twit,” said a boy from one of the tables, now close enough to hear.
Zannah had little time to react, “Each group will now prepare for our first Team Building Exercise,” said the voice from the speaker, “Toss the monkeys.”

The room burst out into applause, Zaine joining in as if he understood a private joke.  Henry and Zannah looked at each other uneasily.

Six counselors, each holding a stuffed monkey, stepped into the center of the room.

 “You will now learn how to monkey juggle,” announced one of them, “A monkey will be thrown across the circle to one of the participants. He or she then throws the monkey to another participant and so on until monkeys are flying everywhere. All of you are hereby challenged to juggle the cats without dropping any.”
“A team building game!” cried Zaine, delighted, “My family plays a version of this regularly . . . with cats.”

In unison, the row of counselors looked at Zaine approvingly and applauded.

“Begin!” cried the one most like Franz.
Each counselor flung a monkey to a camper --- the boy who had made fun of Zannah caught one.  The monkey appeared to come to life, its face as mean and hostile as the boys.  

Zannah hadn’t tried to catch monkey, but one landed on her and began clinging on, frightened and disoriented.
“Throw it!  Throw it!” screamed the counselor to Zannah.

Zannah tried to peel the terrified animal away, but it shrieked wildly and buried its head in her shoulder.  The boy threw his monkey, as hard as he could to Zannah, but Zaine, star-athlete that he was, intercepted easily.  Once in Zaine’s arms, the monkey’s face assumed a rather pompous air.  Zaine tossed his head proudly.  The monkey did the same. 

“Off you go, my simian friend,” he said --- It flew through the air, arrogantly, landing in the arms of [Francine] .  The monkey then became as cute as could be, waving and smiling.  It kicked Francine in her face, though, as it she tossed it away.
Zannah was still holding her frightened little monkey.  “You’ll have to throw it,” said Henry, “Here, let me see if I can help.”

Henry held his arms out to the monkey, who hopped over to him without protest--- the monkey turned and looked deeply into Henry’s eyes.  
“Trapped in the caves.  Please help.”
Then, it shut down and looked like a toy monkey again, frozen with a calm peaceful expression on its face, pointing to the sky.
The counselors had brought in more monkeys who were flying around furiously.  They urged the campers to toss the monkeys to one another in less and less time. What had started as vicious chaos had end up with a highly functional and efficient vicious team process.
Henry, stunned by the message from the monkey, stood oblivious to all that was going around him.  
“Why are you not participating?” scolded Franz, “Are you ill? And what’s wrong with this monkey?”
“It said something,” answered Henry, “It said something to me and then shut down.”

“That’s ridiculous,” snapped Franz, ”These monkeys are not programmed to speak.”

“I didn’t hear anything, Franz” interrupted Zaine, as he tossed monkeys at a furious rate.
“You must be ill,” insisted Franz, pulling out a gun thermometer and pointing it at Henry.

“I’m not sick!” exclaimed Henry, but it was no use.  The blue “x” appeared on his forehead.  

Franz scratched his head.  “It says your temperature is normal.  Perhaps you have mental problems?”

“Now you’re getting somewhere,” said Zaine,”
Henry handed the monkey to Franz, who carted it off.  
“What did it say, Henry?” asked Zannah.

“It said [               ],” said Henry, “Zannah, I think my uncle is communicating with me, using these animatronic animals.”

Another monkey landed on Henry.  “The caves.  Come quickly,” it said, before it broke.
 Zannah looked at Henry as one of the counselors appeared in the projector on their table.
“As the group you will be challenged to improve your performance barriers as identified by us as creative solution facilitating strategies are introduced to overcome self imposed limitations.”

All three of them blinked non-comprehendingly.

“What does that mean?”

Franz sighed and ignored her, “As a participant you will be opened up to experiential learning as you enjoy having fun together and gaining insights into real world business issues.”
Zannah curled her legs under her unhappily.

 “Our next activity,” he said, “Is the Trust Walk. 

We will divide into groups of four.  Each team will have a leader, and the other three members will be blindfolded”
