Back at the Harper-Post’s house, Mrs. Harper-Post made every attempt to make it seem like nothing unusual had happened.  She carefully poured hot chocolate in three cups and centered large marshmallows (that she’d made that afternoon)  in each one.

“Mrs. Harper-Post,” began Henry.

“Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Harper-Post, spraying the counter with disinfectant.

“About the shed,” he continued, “Perhaps I  . . .”

“Are you hungry?” interrupted Mrs. Harper-Post, “I made cookies.”  She rushed off to the pantry and returned with butter cookies she had made that morning, shaped like little busts of famous composers.

“Here you go,” she said, cheerfully, “Care for a Beethoven or a Schubert?”

“Thank you,” he said, “It’s nice the way you have put coconut on Beethoven’s head for hair.  Now about my uncle’s shed, Mrs. Harper Post.  I really think we shoul---“

“Do you like that, Henry?” she beamed, “Let me go find the magazine where I saw them.  I’ll be right back.”
“No . . I . . .” But it was too late.  Mrs. Harper-Post was gone.

Henry nibbled off Beethoven’s lapel and tried to decide what to do.

The children drank without a word, each time they had tried to discuss what they had seen, Mrs. Harper-Post had interrupted them, discussing the new slipcovers she was making for the couch.

It was no use trying to talk to Dr. Harper-Post about the room, either.  He had been waiting for them in the doorway when they returned, but through a series of elaborate smiles from his wife, had quickly understood that something not nice had happened and that he’d be better off not knowing.  Shortly after he had appeared in attractive athletic gear and had started walking on his treadmill.
Mr. Harper-Post stands in the doorway in a pattern sweater, thinking he should be there, even if he has nothing at all useful to say.  He is well-muscled from frequent trips to the gym and from using the treadmill Mrs. Harper-Post gave him.  He exercises constantly to avoid contact with the family.  He is dressed by Mrs. Harper-Post.  He smiles at the appropriate times, pays all his bills in triplicate, always does his garden work on Friday afternoons.  He hates anything messy, stays immaculately clean even when painting or gardening.  He is a psychologist who parrots everything back to anyone.  *** Dr. Harper-Post felt it compelled to ask him how everything was going, but changed the subject anytime Henry said anything other than, “Great!” 

The house looks like something out of a magazine.  Mrs. Harper-Post strives to have it perfect.  She plans for the odd spontaneous touch.  Addicted to anything she sees on TV.  She brags constantly about being a vegan/lacto-ovo vegetarian.  Dinner is a Martha Stewart.  When someone says something she doesn’t like, her jaw sets in an ugly way, and she carries on as if she didn’t hear.  She gets what she wants by withdrawing affection and manipulates others in the family to be where she wants when she wants.  She is always the first one up and the last one to bed and always wakes up when anyone walks around the house.
Baby Billy is perfectly cute, but has the unfortunate habit of biting people in the leg.

The creatures are hanging around, too.  Rindskopf has joined them.  They can’t get too close because of the dog. They need more information about the uncle.
The children eat a perfect supper and go to bed.  The messengers are close by in the night.  Description of how Henry looks out the window at the stars.  He feels that “small against nature” feeling, connected, and hopeful.   Henry’s strand grows.

The creatures go through the back entrance of their cave and stumble on Uncle Oliver.

The next morning, the Harper-Posts are in rare form.  They have organized jobs and activities for every moment of the day.  Motivation for successful completion is very pleasing to Mark.  Upstairs, Anna pulls out the diary Mark took.  She recognizes the scrawls as a form of shorthand.

Anna sneaks the diary out to Henry.  Together they read the entries.  Figure out a puzzle.  The puzzle’s solution is silver strand. Anna agrees to cover for Henry.  Henry goes back to the field alone.
As Henry nears the cave, birds are very active.  They lure him into an area where he falls into a slide that leads to a cave.  
In the cave, there is a tremendous amount of money and gold.  His uncle is there, thin, but alive.  (Survival tips/ medical tips)

Talks to his uncle about what he’s seen.   Uncle tells him he has been to the summer camp again -- doesn't work because of his money;  he got the money, but got the worm (does he know he has it?).  [IMP: Uncle was motivated to find a lost friend – increase sympathy ---   

luckily Henry told Anna where he was going, so she arrives with help.
The Harper-Posts do the right thing, but are disgusted by the dirt and messiness of the situation.

Uncle Oliver tells them that he is thinking of sending Henry to this high endurance sports camp. The Harper-Posts, ever competitive, decide they will send Mark and Anna, too.

Advantage:  Settings changing

Maybe start with the kids at the Howard's house.

SITUATION RESOLVED IN FANTASTIC WAY

HUGE SECRET REVEALED

BUILDING BLOCKS FOR MAIN STORY

KEEP FEAR GOING – SENSE THAT SOMETHING MIGHT HAPPEN

Disks are the same shape  In book:

 (to determine –how does uncle know the shape??? Worms spoke of the structure, gave him a sense that he would be above others, he does not know it is something as tiny as the remnant in the bird’s beak.

Books

Plates

Shoes

The uncle has been trying to understand the secret of that shape

Long ago, he went to a summer camp (it will now be a rigorous outdoors camp) 

Henry notices a drawing.  An arc of silver, waving:  KNOWS WHERE UNCLE IS FROM THAT CLUE (in the field -- uncle looking for brick from the cave {when in fact it is a tiny strand})

Possible Structure

1.  Mrs Harper-Post’s intrusion –OR-start at Harper-Post’s “ideal” family and omit #2
2.  Heading back to the Harper-Post’s house

3.  Messengers?

4.  Creatures outside the ?

5.  Diary was pocketed by Mark

6.  Puzzle figured out
7.  Kids sneak out

8.  Find Uncle Oliver, wounded and almost dead (survival tips)

9.  STRAND begins to gleam. Henry HEARS the strand.
Henry suddenly knows where his uncle is --- (in the field -- uncle is getting brick from the cave)

Why is the boy so significant?  No one knows.

The other two children and the dog wait with him.

Could the uncle represent old world paganism?

Just before the boys had reached the mower, Rindskopf freed himself by using a sharp edge of the rock to cut off the tape. It had been just in time, too. The ducks had done everything they could to get him to fall into the water. As Rindskopf struggled to free himself, he made a mental note to never trust ducks.

As for the two boys,  Henry and Mark had been so close to Rindskopf that he’d felt sure he could do something. He thought he might try to trap Henry on the mower, with duct tape. Then he could send him to the bottom of the pond.  But nothing was working out very well for Rindskopf tonight.  The flashlight kept blinding him, and the best he'd been able to do was to wrap a little duct tape on Mark's head.  Then he’d stubbed his toe on the mower, hitting the ignition switch and scaring Henry away from the mower.

Now, as he tried to hide behind an apple tree, the ducks would not let him be.  He threw an apple at the biggest, loudest duck, but it wasn't much of a defense.  The duck just ate it while the others pecked at his toes.

Saw Henry and Mark in the distance, pulling the mower to the shed.  Perhaps he would have another opportunity to terrorize them there, he thought.  After all, flashlight batteries don't last forever.

As the boys left the shed, Mark picked up the diary and put it in his pocket.  It had already been good for a few laughs, he thought, it's probably good for more."
What Mark and Henry did not know was that only moments earlier, the apples on the ground had been in the trees.  Rindskopf had traveled through the orchards with such carelessness that he’d hit many trees along the way and shaken the apples off their branches. 

But the main reason why Henry was so unhappy staying with them was that their highly forced, scrubbed and organized lifestyle was so different from how he remembered real family life.  Two  years before, Henry’s mother and father and his two sisters, had been killed in a boating accident.  Henry had been the only one of his family to survive.  He tried not to think too often of that day when he had been left, floating in a life jacket in the ocean for hours, waiting for someone to rescue him.  But the crazy Harper-Posts, with their clamped crazed smiles, just made Henry miss his own mother and father very deeply.

Themes of mimicking should be important.

“In trying to understand why he was lonely,” answered Spectrum, “he convinced himself that he was smart enough to think his way into a life where everyone would like him.”

“He wanted to be liked by everyone?” asked Yellow, startled, “But if he was so clever, didn’t he know  . . .”

“No, there was no one to tell him it wasn’t his fault.”

“He started to question the good decisions he was making,” said Spectrum, “It seemed to him that if he was truly doing the right thing, life should be much better and easier. He was convinced it must be his own fault that he was so lonely. ”

“And it wasn’t?”

***“There was no one to tell him that there was no such thing as a perfect life?”

“No.  And even if there had been, he wouldn’t have believed them.  He was convinced that mathematics could prove there was.”
**** Life is made up of great joys but sometimes, pain and sadness is part of everyone’s life,” said Orange, “You’d think as smart as he was, he’d have seen that all around him.”

“He thought he was different from other people.  Not that there weren’t many people eager to tell him their opinions about his life.  They weren’t the kind of people that brought out the best in any person, and they certainly did not have Oliver’s best interests at heart when they told him what was wrong with him.  But he didn’t know that.  He made the mistake time and time again of trying to learn from that sort of person, but after a while he had been hurt and betrayed so many times that he found it difficult to trust anyone.  He stopped listening to anything, even when true friends came along.”

“The less he listened, the less he needed anyone, and before too long Oliver had no friends at all.  And by then he no longer wanted to find the truth out any more .”

“How could he no longer try?” asked Yellow, “People must still have been important to him.”

***“People aren’t numbers,” said Yellow, “and timing sometimes makes all the difference, too.”

“Math is the same on a Monday as it is on a Thursday,” agreed Spectrum, “and this is what he loved about it.”

“But what has this to do with the missing part of his strand?”

“His strand was still quite strong and brilliant,”  he continued, “For he still carried the will to do the right thing in his heart. But he grew more and more disconnected with the world. 

People no longer wanted to be around him, for as he tried to live his life mathematically, he grew more rigid with each passing day.

[ His real troubles began when he started to forget how to think about what the “right thing” means.]”

“Even the simplest things like brushing his teeth.  The dentist told him to brush twice, he would think that if he brushed three times that was wrong.  He’d lost the ability to see beyond anything other than a very, narrow set of rules.”

It was in this state that one day, he was offered a deal he couldn’t refuse.  

Much easier to turn the situation around, than to repent.  Good people are easier to manipulate!!!!

***********  

*****“How could a creature manage that?”

 “This creature recognized that Oliver Duncan was a very unusual boy. You see, Oliver had the ability to become one of the Earth’s great lights, so strong was his connection to his star, so brilliant was his strand.  But as he lived his life, that hope faded for he developed two great weaknesses.”

“And what were they?” asked Yellow.

“One was that he wanted everyone to like him,” answered Red, “Even those of much weaker character.”

“Did a lot of people dislike him?” asked Yellow.

“Unfortunately, yes.  Many times he was hated because he was such a talented, good-hearted person; it was impossible for others to ever be who he was.  They were jealous and it was easier for them to hate him.”

They shut him out, and he spent a lot of time alone at home and school.  After a while an idea came into his head.  He blamed his unhappiness on the very thing that made him special and magnificent: his loving heart.  And he vowed to change it.”

“Why didn’t he wait?” asked Indigo, “If he was so smart, why wasn’t he able to understand the problem was with his need to be accepted by everyone?”

“Ah.  That leads me to his second great weakness.  Oliver Duncan was very conceited about his intelligence.”

“Oh, what a miserable weakness,” groaned Yellow loudly, who felt it would be nice to be a little cleverer himself.

“Confused and unhappy,” continued Spectrum, “He made a plan.  He would harden his kind heart so he could never feel loneliness and pain again.”

“Which he did very effectively,” stated Red, “Day after day he told himself he didn’t care about people any more, and little by little, he stopped caring.”

“On the surface it did make things a little easier for him,” continued Spectrum, “But deep down he was hurting more than ever.  So he made a new goal. His new goal was to become rich, to move away from everyone and never to be disappointed or hurt again.”

The messengers listened intently.  They had observed the lives of many people on Earth, and understood well how strong the human need to be accepted and loved could be.  It did not surprise any of them in the least that Oliver’s troubles started this way.  

“Deep down, he probably knew he needed other people.  As he grew older, he turned to mathematics, for numbers didn’t let him down, the way he felt life had.”

“Numbers were more consistent than people, he felt,” continued Spectrum, “Every time you added two and two together, it equaled four --- unlike with people, who could be happy about something you said to them on Monday, but saying exactly the same thing on a Thursday could yield a completely the opposite reaction.”

“But what HAPPENED TO HIS STRAND?” asked Yellow a little impatiently, “How could this good, clever boy make such a mistake?”

“It will not surprise you to know that creatures, alerted to his goodness by the brilliance of his strand, quickly saw his weaknesses:  his pride, his loneliness, his disconnection with the world.  The creature began to communicate with Oliver’s brilliant mind in a way that had never been achieved before.  Yet, it was to disastrous consequence.”

“Which creature was that?”

“Not a creature you or I know,” answered Spectrum, “This creature is one who almost never comes out and has never been seen by any messenger that I know of.”

“What did the creature tell Oliver?”

“Oliver was convinced he was growing wiser, when in fact the creature was filling his mind with lies.  

At last, there came a day when Oliver had the chance to do something “right” --- it was one of the most important decisions of his life --- yet he lacked the confidence to do it on his own.  He relied on the creature to do his thinking for him.  In exchange for the “perfect solution”, his fragment was “Borrowed” --- the creature claimed it was necessary for Oliver to lend him a portion of his strand for one day.  Oliver was given all he had asked for in an “Easy life”.  “He knew he shouldn't have, but he did.  He had no idea how serious his actions were."

***************** EXTRA BITS 

He cupped it in his hands and smiled at them, "Here is what you must know." 

And because of his great role in the future, I have been authorized to share with you a secret that is known by very few messengers outside the Star Contingent."

The old messenger wore a prism around his neck.  

[LOCATION OF STRAND]

"Perhaps we can help Henry to lead his uncle to the missing remnant," mused Green.

"But how can we do that?  The remnant could be anywhere on earth!" exclaimed Orange.

"No, the Great Star has seen to it that the remnant can not stray too far.   Where he has walked on Earth, his strand will be."

"So Henry will need to retrace the steps of this man's entire life?"

"Everywhere he has been since the age of 10.  It seems formidable, but remember his uncle has been fairly reclusive his whole life.  Luckily, he really hasn't been that many places.  Perhaps less than a few thousand."

"A few thousand!" gasped Yellow, "That seems like a lot."

"It is not much when you consider if you fail, there will be no world of the peace."

"Of course we will do everything that we can to recover the lost remnant," answered Red.

. "Are you ready to see your young Henry battle for the peace of the entire world?" Spectrum suddenly asked

.  He was an extraordinarily kind human being; his character was strong, and generous and good.

“Yes,” Spectrum nodded, "Taken quietly, with great evil and trickery.”  

"If you don’t mind me asking," Indigo said, "What does ‘taken by great evil and trickery” mean?"

“I’ve never heard of anyone ‘loaning’ part of a strand,” said Indigo,

**** Red was puzzled.  He had been a messenger for over a thousand years, and knew that strands were returned to the star after a person died.  But the process was a well-guarded secret and every messenger knew not to ask about it.   It made no sense for Spectrum to travel so far to simply remind him of what they already knew.  

***********************.  He was an extraordinarily kind human being; his character was strong, and generous and good.

“Yes,” Spectrum nodded, "Taken quietly, with great evil and trickery.”  

"If you don’t mind me asking," Indigo said, "What does ‘taken by great evil and trickery” mean?"

“I’ve never heard of anyone ‘loaning’ part of a strand,” said Indigo,

**** Red was puzzled.  He had been a messenger for over a thousand years, and knew that strands were returned to the star after a person died.  But the process was a well-guarded secret and every messenger knew not to ask about it.   It made no sense for Spectrum to travel so far to simply remind him of what they already knew.  

********************* 

EXTRA BITS 

He cupped it in his hands and smiled at them, "Here is what you must know." 

And because of his great role in the future, I have been authorized to share with you a secret that is known by very few messengers outside the Star Contingent."

The old messenger wore a prism around his neck.  

[LOCATION OF STRAND]

The creature promised that he would only use it for one day, in exchange for a great favor.  But the next morning, the creature gave Oliver a scroll with directions to the missing portion of his strand, written in code.  Though he had kept his promise, he had made it as difficult as possible for Oliver to retrieve the missing strand.  The fragment is there for Oliver to find, but as of today, he still has not been able to crack the code.

 “And the code was . . .?” asked Indigo.

“It is quite simple, actually,”  he commented, “But even the great genius of Uncle Oliver cannot figure it out.” 

“How odd,” commented Red, “Why not?”

“He makes it more complicated than it needs to be,” answered Spectrum, “Until he learns to look at the situation with a pure and simple heart, he will not succeed.”

“Yet what’s even worse than that, he is convinced he has the right code.  He continues to use the wrong code.  Instead of believing that he can be wrong, though,“ continued Spectrum, “He believes he just has not waited long enough.”

Uncle established reclusive behavior because he knew that he needed to limit his wandering.*** Dr. Harper-Post was a dentist who disliked anything messy, unpleasant or complicated.  Since Uncle Oliver’s prolonged absence had quickly developed into all three of those things, he was miserable to be around and avoided Henry whenever possible. 

The storm’s winds were so strong, he could hardly pull it open.  Each time he did, another gust pushed it shut again.  This happened several times, until drenched and exhausted, he collapsed against the door.  “Don’t give up; you can do it. Keep trying.”  Then, as suddenly as they had begun, the wind subsided and Henry pulled open the door.  Henry quickly closed the door behind him
