The next morning, Mrs. Harper-Post acted like nothing unusual had happened.  She sang a happy song to Billy as she poured hot cider into three flowered cups.

“One for Mark, one for Anna, and one for Henry,” she trilled.

"Me! Me!" screamed Billy from his high chair.

"Oh, not for you, my little lamb," she answered, "You get a very special drink that I made myself."

Billy looked stricken.

“Mrs. Harper-Post?” began Henry.

“Yes, dear,” she answered, spraying a coffee table with disinfectant.

“Um.  About the shed . . .”

“Not now, Henry," she said, abruptly, “It’s time for breakfast.  Toast or pancakes anyone?”

“Toast,” answered Mark and Anna quickly.

“Tote,” cried Billy, “Nice!  Nice!”

“No, Billy,” she sang back to him, filling his bottle with a murky, dark  green liquid, "You get this nice drink.  Now what about you, Henry, pancakes or toast?"

“Pancakes, thanks,” said Henry, “But do you think after breakfast we could go up to my uncle's and ---. . . “

Mrs. Harper Post wasn’t listening.  “Toast and pancakes; coming up,” she called back, her voice fading as she fled to the kitchen.

“Face it.  You’re not going back there, Henry,” said Mark, “After seeing that shed, my mother thinks everything about your uncle is bad now.”

Henry sighed and looked out the window.  With Mrs. Harper-Post in charge, he’d probably never get to see the wonderful room again.  Last night she had even sent Dr. Harper-Post over to padlock the shed.  It was no use.  
When she triumphantly returned with an enormous platter, Henry was surprised to see each pancake was shaped like a bust of a famous composer.

More intensely than usual, she scrutinized Henry’s face, “Care for a Bach, Beethoven or Schubert?” she asked, rotating the unusual-smelling pancakes under his nose.
“Actually, I’m more interested in talking about my uncle,” said Henry, trying one more time to engage her, “I want to try to find him --- ”

“Tsk tsk. Henry,” she scolded, “We talked about this last night, remember?  And we decided we're not going back there again until your uncle returns; didn’t we?"  She didn't stop for an answer.  "We just all have to be patient and wait."

“But it’s been days,” cried Henry, "Maybe he's in trouble.  Maybe there’s a clue to where he’s gone in his shed."

“No clues there," she answered with a disgusted look, "Just worms, smells and odd, broken things."

"But  . .  ."
"And as far as him being in trouble; you have no proof of that," 

" . . he hasn't called," persisted Henry.

"I'm sorry to have to say it," answered Mrs. Harper-Post, "But your uncle not having the common courtesy to call us doesn’t mean anything.  These days most people are just plain rude.  They are mostly wrapped up in their own selfish interests and couldn't care less about inconveniencing others."

"But my uncle isn’t like that . . " protested Henry.

“Perhaps he is, more than you know,” Mrs. Harper-Post responded sharply, “After all, you are only a child.  You haven't had as much experience judging people's character as I have."

Henry fell silent.  His uncle was quite selfish and secretive, that was true.  But, he had also seen a side of his uncle that was kind and reliable.    He was still convinced that his uncle was in trouble.


“So it’s time to use your special listening ears,” continued Mrs. Harper-Post sweetly, though her fierce, steely eyes bored into Henry’s very soul, “In this house, we have reached the end of any discussion about your uncle and his shed.  Forever.  He'll be back soon.  Now turn your thinking around and focus on the positive." She continued staring at him expectantly. 

A long silence passed before Henry realized she meant her pancakes.

“Oh!" he said miserably.  He blurted out the only vaguely positive comment he could think of, "Uh.  Coconut for Beethoven’s hair . . . wow,” he offered weakly.

“Those are bean sprouts,” she corrected him, but his remark was still enough to satisfy her.  Mrs. Harper-Post placed two pancakes, a Beethoven and a Bach, on his plate.

"And I can show you the magazine where I got the idea, too, Henry,” said Mrs. Harper Post, “I’m sure you’ll find the directions fascinating.”

“No . . I . . .” Henry tried to stop her, but again it was too late; Mrs. Harper-Post had already dashed off in search of her magazine.  He looked suspiciously at the pancakes.
Mark smirked.  “If you think they’re bad, wait until you taste her syrup.  She makes it from wheat grass and beets.”
Fidelis walked over sorrowfully and lay at his feet.  He nudged Henry's fingers and whined for a pat.

Stroking the dog's closely clipped, wooly back, Henry tore off one of Bach’s lapels with his fingers and offered it to him.  Fidelis sniffed it politely and refused.  Henry stared out the Harper-Post’s perfectly clean windows into a cloudy morning sky.  Anna had left her toast untouched and was looking out of the windows, too.  Mark was already finished and gone. Billy stared at his bottle soulfully. Inside and out, Henry felt the world had a grey, hopeless quality.

*   *   *   *

[MENTION PEACE HERE]
High above him, the messengers watched through their Omnoculars.

“Oh, dear,” Orange noted sadly. 
"I know," said Yellow, "How  awful.  Wheatgrass and beets?"

"No, I meant Henry," scolded Orange, "He's feeling so hopeless."
“We'll have to move closer,” Red answered, "I wish his strand were thicker, but we'll go as far as we can."
Faster than light, the messengers traveled down the strand.  The closer they got to him, the thinner his strand became.  The group stopped only when it became too thin for all seven of them to travel any farther. The petal-like strips of light unfolded above the Harper-Post’s shake-tiled roof.  

 “Yellow,” whispered Red, “Someone must communicate with him . . . .you are small . . .can you try?”

“That close to him, his strand is quite thin,” said Yellow doubtfully, “But yes, I will try.”
Yellow walked out on one of the petals.  It lifted him, like a platform on to the side of the gently waving strand.  He climbed on top of the strand and delicately balanced along the thing edge of the strand, passing through the roof as if it wasn’t there and entering the Harper-Post's home with interest.

"Wow," he said, "These windows are very clean." 

Green and Blue exchanged grins as the small and agile Yellow inched closer and closer to Henry along his strand, until he was right beside his ear.
"I should have something interesting to say here!" Yellow said to himself under his breath, "But, what can I say?"   "HEY, YOU!” he suddenly shouted, "WAKEY WAKEY!!"
The other messengers jumped back holding their ears, “Oh, honestly!” scolded Orange, “Too loud.”

“Indoor Voice,” joked Blue.

"And what did he say?" complained Indigo, “WAKEY WAKEY?"

"Not very spiritual," said Orange doubtfully.
“Say what you will!” exclaimed Red, "Look at Henry's face.  We're through.”

Though Henry had no idea why, his mind suddenly felt very sharp.  All thoughts of grey hopelessness left him in a rush; those that remained were of great strength and clear purpose.  He knew he was no longer going to wait for the Harper-Posts to do anything about his uncle. As his mind raced ahead, thinking of ideas, the energy within him felt so powerful he felt he was almost glowing.  

Very quickly the scroll that he’d taken from his uncle's desk came to mind.  Could that be the place to start?  He glanced over at the wall where his jacket usually hung.  

All that remained there was a strip of putrid pink flowered wallpaper and an empty hook.  

*   *   *   *

“You're sure he heard me?” asked Yellow, as he climbed back into the strand.
“I know he did,” Red answered, “Wait a moment; you will see.”

“Wait for what?” asked Yellow.

“Next time it will be easier for you to reach him,” said Red, “His strand has strengthened; our quest has begun.”

“Awesome!” whispered Yellow, looking up.

*   *   *   *

Back in the forest, Rindskopf pointed to the sky.  

“What’s that?” he shrieked.

“No!  No!” exclaimed Bettelarm, “A Strandburst!  Look away, before it’s too . . . !”

But it was already too late.  Henry's silver strand, which until a few moments ago had merely been a thin thread of silver coming through the Harper Post's roof, had burst into glorious color.  Particles of silver, color and light showered over the house in clusters. The strand twirled and spun over them, gathering the colorful showers into a thicker taper that shone twice as brightly as it had before.

“My eyes!” screamed Rindskopf, “I can’t see!”

“Of course you can’t,” muttered Durst. ”None of us can.”

“Only temporarily blinded, Rindskopf," said Bettelarm calmly, "The Strandburst caught us unawares."
"This is my second time tonight!" sobbed Saumagen, "Oh, the pain!"

 “The effect will wear off in a day or two," explained Bettelarm, "Until then, we must find our way home.  We have a lot to undo if our quest to destroy the City of Peace is to succeed.”
And so stumbling along the path, clutching on to each other, the four creatures made their way slowly back to the cave.
*   *   *   *

Mark looked up and noticed Henry staring at the empty hook.

“Wondering where your jacket went?" he said, "My father thought it smelled bad. Must have been from all that manure you swept up."

"What?" Henry cried, "What did he do with it?"

"Washed it last night," answered Mark, “Said he almost passed out from the stench, too."   Mark smiled at the memory.  "You know, he can't get over how different you and I are.  Somehow, I always manage to get jobs done and stay clean.  It’s one of my gifts.”

Fidelis yawned loudly.

"Why do you want it anyway?" Mark asked, "Going somewhere?" he added hopefully.

“Maybe,” said Henry.

"Well, it's probably washed and folded by now," said Anna, "I'll find it for you."

"Thanks," Henry answered, trying to sound calm, although inwardly, he was beginning to panic.  If Dr. Harper-Post had washed the jacket, the scroll of paper inside the pocket was probably ruined. Or, if he’d found it, as soon as he or Mrs. Harper-Post realized where Henry had gotten it, it would be taken away.  Henry waited miserably for Anna to return.
But it was Mrs. Harper-Post who bustled around the corner, with a glossy magazine under one arm, and a full laundry basket under the other.  Henry saw his jacket, folded and clean, at the bottom of the basket. His heart sank.

“I found the recipe,” she announced grandly, sweeping the magazine triumphantly into his chest, “Right here in this month’s issue of Meals That Teach."  

Henry accepted the magazine as politely as he could. “'Vegetarian Lunches for Young Surgeons?'"  

“There’s an educational moment in every luncheon item,” breathed Mrs. Harper-Post, ”Just take a look at ‘Spleen Burritos.’  Who ever thought of something so clever?”  

“No one . . . well, no one I would know,” answered Henry, his voice trailing off unconvincingly.  

Mrs. Harper-Post’s smile slightly soured.

“Well, you’re in for a real treat later today.  I’ll be serving them for lunch after Family Game Hour!” 
She said this with great glee, looking over at Mark who gave her a thumbs-up.    “We’re playing ‘Name Those Teeth!" he said.
"What’s that?" asked Henry.
 "Oh, it’s a wonderful little game my husband picked up at a dental convention,” explained Mrs. Harper-Post, “Players identify all sorts of diseases of teeth and gums, misalignments, bad orthodontistry.  There’s even a celebrity section.  Hours of family fun."

Even if he hadn’t had a mysterious scroll to examine, Henry would have done anything to avoid spending the morning with the Harper-Posts looking at diseased teeth and gums.  

Guessing his response would bring on Mrs. Harper Post’s I-could-throttle-you-but-I’m-smiling look.  "I don't know much about teeth, anyway," he stated a little fearfully, "so I'd probably just bring the game down.  Maybe I’ll just stay in my room this morning.”
Henry was quite surprised.  Instead of rebuking him, Mrs. Harper Post actually brightened for a moment.  Playing the game without him clearly appealed to her.  Suddenly Henry realized she was as tired of having Henry around as he was of being there.  It further strengthened his resolve to find his uncle.

"Well, if you’re sure," she agreed, "But take your clean laundry up to your room first, though.  Yesterday was Laundry Day, and Dr. Harper Post and I noticed you’re the only one in the house that hasn’t put your clothes away yet.”

The Harper-Posts prided themselves on putting away clean laundry instantly.  Mrs. Harper-Post began to pile Henry’s things into his arms.  They smelled syrupy-sweet.

"Oh, there it is," exclaimed Anna, running over to the basket.  "He was worried about this jacket," she said, draping it over his head, since his arms were full.
“I don't see why.  It washed beautifully,” commented Mrs. Harper-Post, with a sniff.  She stomped purposefully down the basement steps to put away the laundry basket.

Under the huge pile of fluffy, perfumed clothing, sheets and towels, Henry staggered up the stairs.  His heart was light, regardless of his load, for he held on to the hope that the scroll might still be there.  He might still have a chance to find his uncle.  

From the foot of the stairs, Anna called him.

 "Henry!"

"What is it?” he said, a little impatiently.

“I have to talk to you.” 

He shook his head.  "Not now," he answered.

Anna seemed anxious, “But . . .”

Mrs. Harper-Post returned from the basement.   “Anna, don’t delay Henry.  It’s time to bring Laundry Day to a close.  And Laundry Day isn’t over until every single piece of clean clothing is put away.”

Henry noticed that her cheek muscles were trembling again.  Just knowing that Henry hadn’t put away his clothes yet was enough to drive her to distraction.

Henry shrugged at Anna and headed for his room.  As soon as his door was closed, he felt his jacket pocket.  The scroll was still there! He hurriedly put away his clothes and opened it on his bed.  

Miraculously, it seemed in perfect condition.  He unrolled it gently, revealing rows of strange squiggles and intricate drawings of birds with wonder.  He traced a finger over the odd designs.  What could his uncle have been doing?

A timid knock came at the door.

“Henry?” called Anna.

“Not now, Anna,” he answered, hiding the scroll under a blanket.
“Henry, it’s important,” whispered Anna, “I have something for you -- from the cauliflower room.”

Henry immediately leapt from his bed and opened the door. He looked down the hall twice to see if anyone was watching or listening, then gestured for her to come in his room.

“What is it?” he asked, though his heart already told him it was something he very much wanted.

Anna pulled a small, green book from behind her back.  It was the book from his uncle’s desk.

Henry tried to speak, but couldn't say anything; he was so astonished.

Mrs. Harper-Post burst into song downstairs.  

“We need to go somewhere else to talk,” Anna warned him, “My mother will be up here in a few minutes to check to see that you put away your clothes in the right drawers.  Let’s go to the laundry room. We can talk there.”

"The laundry room?  That doesn’t sound very private," answered Henry.  

"Actually, in a minute it will be the most private place in the house,” replied Anna, "As soon as you put your clothes away, Laundry Day will be over.  My parents are very scheduled.  It would completely throw off their routine to go down there until next week."

So Anna helped him put away his clothes, and when she was sure they were correctly folded and all in the right drawers, motioned to him to follow her.  They crept past Mrs. Harper Post, who had put Billy down for a nap and was engrossed in grinding winter vegetables into a paste for sandwiches. Down the wide staircase in the main house they tiptoed, and down another flight of steep basement steps to the Harper-Posts’ laundry room.   

Anna closed the door and slid down the hydrangea-bush wallpaper and sprawled out on the gleaming, white floors with a troubled look on her face.

“How did you know to get this book?” Henry immediately asked her, squinting in the bright fluorescent lights.
 “I watched you sneak over to the desk and try to get it,” said Anna solemnly
“You and Fidelis were there then?” asked Henry.

Anna nodded.

"I guessed the book had to be important," she continued, "Since you tried so hard to take it without my brother seeing you.  So when my mother got here and Mark was busy bragging to her about everything he did to help you ---"  She hesitated for a moment, “By the way, I’m really sorry about him.”

Henry shrugged, "It's not your fault."

"Well, I know.  But he is my brother.  I feel I should say something."

"Okay," said Henry, "I won't hold it against you.”

Anna smiled a little.  “Good.  Anyway, I grabbed the book when no one was looking."

Henry looked at her with a whole new level of admiration.  

“I’m used to dealing with my family, but I can tell you aren’t,” she continued, “You know, we’re not that bad, really.  We just like to do everything --- well --- a certain way.”

“So I’ve noticed.” 

“We aren’t exactly flexible,” she admitted.

“Yes.”

“And when there’s something that’s sort of nasty and complicated,” Anna bit her lip, “We avoid it.  My parents want us to be that way.”

“Uh huh.  So why are you helping me?”

“Most of the time, I do things the Harper-Post way, and life stays pretty easy,” continued Anna, “But lately I have been thinking.  . . and I . . “

“What, Anna?”  She hesitated and looked away.  Her Harper-Post smile was gone.  What she was about to say was very hard for her.

“Henry, I don’t know your uncle very well,” she said, lowering her voice, “but from what I saw in that room and this book, there is something really unusual going on.”

Henry blinked. Not only was a Harper-Post talking about something unpleasant and complicated, but a Harper-Post was making perfect sense.

“I think so, too,” agreed Henry, "What did you read in the book?"
“It's a journal,” said Anna, “from when your uncle was ten years old.”

Henry felt his heart sink in disappointment, “Well, that doesn't seem like it would be that helpful."
“Not true.  You'll need it to read the scroll that's in your pocket." 

"You know about that, too?" said Henry.
“Of course.  I was there.  Saw you take it,” she answered, "So when my father took your jacket last night, I followed him down here and took it out of your pocket.  Then I put it back when my mother before I gave you your laundry.”

"Amazing!" exclaimed Henry, remembering how Anna had been the one to put the jacket over his shoulders.

Henry unrolled the paper on the gleaming, vinyl floor.  The entire page was about six feet long.
"There are one or two things you need to know right away,” began Anna, pointing at the first row of designs on the paper, “These squiggles are actually mostly drawings of worms," said Anna, "Rows and rows of . . worms."  She shuddered.
"He draws worms?”

“Yes,” answered Anna, “He records their shapes --- curled, looped, all sorts of different shapes.”

Henry looked at the drawings again and thought of the rotating trays of worms in his uncle’s secret room.  He was able to form a picture in his mind of his uncle sitting at the desk, recording the shapes of the worms in long, even neat rows, recording new rows as the trays turned.  But why?   

 “Here in his diary,” she said, opening it and flipping confidently to the middle, "About halfway through, your uncle started sketching worms.  Pages and pages of them.”

She showed Henry a page that was covered with small, even rows of worm drawings.  
“And at the back of the book, the shapes the worms make have been labeled,” she said, “There are words that correspond to each of the shapes.”
Henry carefully examined the pages of the diary.  He noticed that his uncle had stopped putting any sort of detail in the worm drawings but instead recorded their shapes as a series of simple loops and slashes, like the designs on the scroll.
Together Henry and Anna opened the scroll to its full length on the floor and Anna anchored each end with huge, economy-sized bottle of fabric softener and detergent.  At the top of the scroll, his uncle had drawn an odd fist-shaped object several times.  Beneath it, several lines of the worm code and the dates:  10/20. 10/21. 10/22.
[insert drawing]

“October 20, 21, 22!”  cried Henry,  “The three days before he left.”  

Henry pointed at the drawing.   "That fist-shaped thing looks familiar," he said.

"To me, too," agreed Anna, "There's another one in the journal."

She thumbed through the pages and stopped at a page where the drawing was rendered again.  

Henry stared at the shape.  

"It's the strangest thing," said Henry, "I can't place it.  But I know I've seen it before."

Anna was more interested in the code.  She studied the paper, going back and forth from the back of the journal.  "Underneath it," she said looking at both pictures, "Are the same symbols."

She checked the back of the journal.

“And the same word written seven times.  It’s one of the words your uncle has recorded in the back of the book.  S-I-L-V-E-R."  

Henry looked up.  The word “silver” caught his attention.  
"Silver what?"  Henry said softly aloud, and closed his eyes again.  

“It doesn't say," said Anna, showing him, "But whatever it is, there are seven of them."

[insert drawing]

“I wonder what he was doing?” asked Henry, “Why did he pay so much attention to worm shapes?”

“The diary explains how the worms get to be such a huge part of his life,” began Anna, opening the book and beginning to read:
 “Camp Patagonia, July 1. Today is my first day of camp. Good thing I brought my geometry book." 

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

"I guess your uncle did.”

"Well, I guess if I think about it, it sounds like him, actually.”  

“Look, there's even a picture of him on the next page,” said Anna.

Glued neatly on to a yellowed page, was an old black-and-white photograph with beveled edges.  A boy’s thin, tentative face stared back at him.  
”Same glasses, same brainy look. Is that really short hair, or was he bald when he was a kid?” asked Anna.

Henry continued reading. 

“Today I was locked in the outhouse.  One of the other boys nailed it shut while I was inside.  Fortunately I had my geometry book."

Henry sighed.  "Locked in the outhouse on his first day at camp?” he muttered, "Sounds like a camp for bullies."  

“Yes, it was,” Anna said, “But here’s where the worms come into the story.  Let me find something for you.  She flipped through a few pages and returned the journal to Henry.

Trapped in the outhouse again.  No one noticed I was gone until dark.  I did, however, discover a fascinating specimen of annelid, which kept me entertained until the counselors came to rescue me at nightfall.

Still a good day.  At night I took a nature walk.   . . my friends, rare annelids, are like no others. 

"The worms kept him company." Anna stated sorrowfully.

Whoa,"   Henry stopped reading. “Pretty sad.”

*    *   *

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 a human visitor in our cave.”

*    *   *

As they sat puzzling over the drawings and words, heavy footsteps came down the stairs.

"Oh, no!" said Anna, "It’s Mark."

"Anna?" Mark bellowed officiously, "Where are you?  Family Game Time is starting."
“Oh, I forgot,” she whispered to Henry, “I have to go.  Why don’t you stay down here and keep reading?  See what else you can find?”

Henry nodded.   They waited until all was quiet and then Anna slipped away.
Alone in the sterile surroundings of the laundry room, one by one, he began to look up more markings on the scroll.

White  . . . birds . . . and 
silver . . .
Silver again.  Henry heard the sounds of the game to begin upstairs ---bursts of laughter and the sounds of a happy family filtered down the stairs.  
He took out a pencil and began to translate the odd symbols,

Strands . . .

Chalky  . . . grey . . . stone. . ., 

Barren. . .  scrubbed . . . clean . . .
Water . . .  lapping. . .  one . . . two. . .  three. . .  four. . .  five . . . six . . .
And seven . . .  seven . . .  seven . . .
Anna had said something about the number seven and silver, he remembered.

He looked at the list again.  White birds and silver strands.  Henry gasped.

Barren, grey stone.  Water lapping.  It sounded like a description of the beach.  He realized where he’d seen that shape before.  He knew why the word "silver" had filled his heart with excitement.
“There are rocks by the cove that form a shape just like that,” cried Henry out loud.
Crest . . . impossible . . .tree . . . ~~
Then came a worm shape he couldn’t find in the book.  He flipped through the pages at the back of the book over and over again.

“It looks a little like the shape for snow. . “ he noticed.
But snow? There was no snow nearby. Was there something that looked like snow there?  Henry knew he had to get to the cove to make sense of what he was reading.  He slipped on his jacket and wrapped the scroll up again.  
Without stopping, Henry ran down the Harper-Post’s basement hall into their garage, passing neat pegboard walls where myriads of useful possessions hung labeled and meticulously organized.  He slipped past the garden supplies, household cleaners (a huge section), sports equipment and camping gear on either side of their huge, shiny cars into the cool, fresh morning.  As he disappeared into the trees behind the Harper-Post’s house, he heard Mark’s voice in the distance saying, “Trench mouth!  I win!” and a burst of laughter. 
In the forest, it was an entirely different, peaceful world.  Henry was glad to feel the fresh sprinkling of rain on his cheeks and the shadowed, dark green trails were a rest from the bright colors at the Harper-Posts.  It was such a relief to be in the muted, comfortable clutter of nature again.  The forest trail linked up with a small path that followed an inlet to the sea.  He had traveled it so many times he knew every bend and curve of the rocks, but this time he was looking at them with different eyes.  Anything unusual might be a clue on the way to the rocks depicted on the scroll.  His eyes took in everything.
About halfway to the ocean, he passed the fallen tree and the blackened bushes left from the night before.  The air still smelled acrid and heavy from the fire the night before.  He looked up for the cloud, but it was gone.  However, above him was a flock of huge, white birds.  Along the rocky inlet that led to the cove, hundreds of birds --- large, white ones, were flying along the inlet.   
The rain had stopped by the time he reached the shore. He climbed up to the rock and peered all around it.  Slightly behind it was a hole, the entrance to some sort of cave, just big enough for a boy to fit through.  Henry peered through.  It was extremely dark.  Sheepishly, he realized how ill-prepared he was for any sort of exploring.  Henry had no flashlight with him, and had no way of seeing into caves.
He walked down to the beach again, to look at the rock from another angle.  Nothing.  

He sat on a damp log and stared at the rocks for a long time.  Nothing out of the ordinary was there at all.  The rocks looked . . well, just like rocks.  The waves poured in, and in the distance, Henry suddenly became aware of the birds calling each other.  Had they been calling all that time?
He looked west, and saw them flying in formation, back and forth to the mouth of the inlet.  Henry couldn’t look away.   There was something so odd about how they each flew at a precise angle, up and down.   Without realizing it, Henry stood up and began to walk towards them.  As he descended the long, steep shoreline to the shore of the inlet he found himself much farther along the rock face than he usually walked.  He was very close to a ledge where more rocks cascaded sharply downward to the water.  They fanned outward from a small opening, that seemed to be the entrance to a small cave.  To one side of the entrance grew a small tree; it seemed impossible it should be able to grow in the middle of solid rock, but it was.
The morning sun coming lit the flying birds their white feathers gleaming gold along the edges where their wings were tipped in black.  It seemed to Henry the great white birds were flapping their wings in unison --- as if in time to music only they could hear.  The sight was hypnotic, and trance-like, Henry stood and watched them, unaware that he was walking nearer and nearer to the sharp, steep edge of the cliffs.  As he drew closer to the birds, the grass beneath his feet grew yellow and dry.  
Dark, choppy water
Henry knew the place from the description on the scroll.  As he grew closer to the edge of the cliff, more of the ledge became visible.  He saw what the birds had been doing.  They had been dipping low to eat something --- something live and wriggling.  
In a deep opening in the side of the cliff, there were thousands of yellow worms being pushed out from beneath in neat, even rows.
Something about the sight of the writhing mass of yellow worms made Henry suddenly come to his sense.  Even more, Henry felt afraid.  Yet he could not walk away.

Row after row, the worms came up from the hole and lay in the same shape.  Each worm had the same shape  ---
He pulled out the diary --- and looked up the shape – 

tree tree tree tree tree
Henry hurried to the small tree growing in the rock.  He climbed up the rocks that led to it, and with one hand, touched the base of its small, but sturdy trunk.

The ground suddenly began to shake.  Beneath him in a small clearing, a crack emerged in the dry, crumbled earth and began to split apart.  Two large slabs of earth jutted out before him and stopped his fall.  It diverted his path toward the opening in the rock, which he soon realized was the mouth of a cavern that had appeared as the ground split silently open--- 
An old ladder lay on one side of the entrance, beside a desk and many boxes and trunks.  
Henry looked up at the roof in astonishment.  It was curved upward, like a dome, covered in deep green tiles with a silver bird hanging from its center point.  
.  He could still hear the birds overhead; two sets of beautiful, white wings took flight above him.
.
