Back in the Harper-Post’s family room, Mrs. Harper-Post made every effort to act like nothing unusual had happened.  She poured cocoa in three flowered cups.

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

“Mrs. Harper-Post,” began Henry.

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

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

“Wait,” interrupted Mrs. Harper-Post, “We have cookies!”  She sprinted off to the kitchen.

“She’s not going to talk about it,” drawled Mark, lazily from the couch, “She said so already --- that room of your uncle's is trouble.  She wants us to stay out of it and pretend we never saw it.”

Henry sighed and looked out of the window.  Mrs. Harper-Post had also said Dr. Harper-Post was heading over to his uncle's shed to padlock it.  Henry wasn't ever going to be able to get in the wonderful room again.

Mrs. Harper-Post returned with cookies shaped like busts of famous composers.

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

“Thank you,” Henry said, “But about my uncle’s shed, Mrs. Harper Post.  I think ---“

“Now, Henry,” said Mrs. Harper-Post, “That shed of your uncle's was full of worms and manure.  Not a very nice place at all.  Let's talk about positive things.  Like cookies."

“It’s really nice the way you used coconut for Beethoven’s hair.” Henry paused.

Mark smirked.

"Oh!  I can tell you more about these cookies, Henry,” said Mrs. Harper Post, “Let me get the magazine where I found the recipe.  I’m sure you’ll find the directions very interesting.  I’ll be right back.”

“No . . I . . .” Henry tried to stop her, but it was too late; Mrs. Harper-Post was determined not to talk to him about anything important.  

Henry nibbled off one of Beethoven’s lapels.  He stared out the Harper-Post’s perfectly clean windows into the night sky. 

High above him, the messengers watched.

“He’s forgotten the papers,” said Indigo, “And after Green went to all the trouble of helping him get them, too! Let’s move closer.”

In an instant, the messengers had traveled down the strand and stood on the other side of the Harper-Post’s windows.  There Henry stood, expressionless, gazing out into the sky.

 “Yellow,” said Red, “Maybe you should try . . . .just you . . . alone.”

Yellow, suddenly shy, bowed his head.  He moved very close to the window, as close to Henry’s ears as he could get.  “PAPERS,” he suddenly shouted.

The other messengers moved back and held their ears, “Oh, honestly!” scolded Orange.

“Wait!” said Red, “I think he got through.”

Henry looked around the room.  Somewhere deep inside him he had a sense of great strength.  His thoughts were so powerful; he felt he was almost glowing.  There didn’t seem to be much to suggest that anyone else in the room noticed anything spcial, though.  Mark sat idly humming, stirring his cocoa, while Anna fished marshmallow bits from her mug with her fingers.  Every so often a flip-flip sound came from the living room where Mrs. Harper-Post searched through drawers of perfectly organized magazines.  

Then, Henry remembered the papers he had taken from his uncle’s desk.  He glanced over at the peg on the wall where his jacket usually hung.  

"Does anyone know where my jacket is?" asked Henry.

 “Well done,” Red congratulated all of the messengers, “We’re through.”

“You think he heard me?” asked Yellow.

“I know he heard you,” Red answered, “Just wait.”

“Wait for what?” asked Yellow.

“The answer is above you,” said Red, “Look in the sky and you will see.  His quest has begun.”

*   *   *   *
Back in the forest, Rindskopf pointed to the sky.  

“What’s that?” he shrieked.

“Oh, no,” answered Bettelarm, “It’s a Burst!  Look away!”

But they were all too late.  A silver strand, [through the Harper Post’s roof] had been spinning gently in the wind, stopped abruptly and burst into glorious color.  When the color and light burst had finished, it was slightly thicker and shinier.

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

“Neither can I,” muttered Durst.

“Nor I,” said Bettelarm calmly, “We have all been blinded, Rindskopf.  The boy’s strand has grown stronger.  We will have to find our way home as best as we can.  We have a lot of work to undo in him if our quest to destroy the City of Peace is to succeed.”

*   *   *   *
Mark was staring down at Henry pompously again.  "My dad said your jacket smelled funny. He said it needed a good wash.  Must have been from the manure you swept up."

"What?" Henry cried, "When did he say that?"

"I don't know, maybe an hour ago; I don't know," answered Anna, "Henry, what's the matter?"

"Nothing," Henry answered very quickly, "I'm just need that jacket."

"Now?" said Anna, "Are you cold? Can I get you one of Mark's old sweaters?"

Henry was in a panic now.  If Dr. Harper-Post had washed the jacket, the papers inside the pocket would be ruined.  He stared blankly at Anna.  "Is my jacket in the laundry room?"

Just at that moment, Mrs. Harper-Post came around the corner. 

“I found the recipe, Henry,” she said, brandishing a glossy magazine in one hand, and balancing a full laundry basket on her hip, “Right here in this month’s issue of Meals That Teach.  Why don’t you take it for a little bedside reading?

Henry accepted the magazine unenthusiastically. “'How to make pancakes shaped like human organs?'"  he stammered in disbelief.

“Yes, look,” chirped Mrs. Harper-Post, ”Here's a blueberry pancake shaped like a spleen.”

“Uh, thank you,” answered Henry, miserably.  He could see the corner of his jacket, folded and clean, in the basket.
“Make sure you're down at 8, dear!" she continued, "It's Family Game Night!  We are playing Craft Charades tonight!  We act out our favorite crafts, and everyone else tries to guess what they are."

Charades based on knitting or decoupage were not exactly appealing for Henry.  "Do  you mind if I missed it just this once?" he asked, though he knew it would bring on Mrs. Harper Post’s I-could-throttle-you-but-I’m-smiling look.  "Tonight just took a lot out of me.  I don't know much about crafts, anyway," he added, "I'd probably just bring the game down."

Mrs. Harper Post surprised him, though.  Her face brightened at the thought of playing the game without him.  She missed the times when her family did not include him. [fix]
"Well, perhaps some extra sleep would do you good," she agreed, "We’ll be up later, dear,” she said, "But wait a moment.  Let me give you your clean laundry.  They certainly are freshened up considerably!"

Mrs. Harper-Post piled Henry high with the rest of his military-crisp, clean laundry.  His jacket was placed on the top of the pile.  Henry felt the pocket of his jacket.  It crinkled slightly.  The papers may have been washed, but they were still there.
"He's been worried about that jacket," said Anna, helping him put it over his shoulders.

Henry trudged up the stairs, wondering what could have happened to the papers.  Perhaps Dr. Harper-Post had found them and thrown them away.  Perhaps they had fallen out of his pocket on the way home. He might never know.  It seemed all was lost; there was no more to do but go to his room and start waiting for something to happen again.

From the foot of the stairs, Anna called him.

 "Henry!"

"What is it?”

“When you put away your laundry, I want to talk with you about something.” 

He shook his head.  "I'm going to bed early tonight," he said impatiently.  

“Henry,” she whispered, “I think I have what you were really looking for tonight”.
“You do?”

 “I'm sorry I didn't tell you, but I haven’t had a chance.  There always seemed to be someone watching or listening.”
Henry looked around to see if anyone was watching or listening now.  
“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, “When Mum is planning her Craft Charades, she is lost in her own world.  Mark is listening to music in his room and my dad isn’t back from your uncle’s yet.”  She bit her lip.  “Henry, I’m sorry about that.  He is only doing what he thinks is right.”

“Thanks,” answered Henry.  

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

“How did you get that?”

“When you and Mark were in the shed, I was outside the door for quite a while before Fidelis gave us away,” admitted Anna, “I saw you try to reach for it.  I figured it had to be important for you to want it. When my mother came in and Mark was telling her all about everything he did to help you ---“ she hesitated, “I’m sorry for that, too.”

Henry looked sour, “Well, I kind of expected that.” 

Anna nodded.  “Well, I just slipped it away when no one was looking.”
Henry was surprised, and looked at her with a whole new level of admiration.  

“I’m used to dealing with my family, but I could tell you weren’t,” she continued, laughing a little, “They’re not that bad, really.  They just like to do everything, absolutely everything, a certain way.”
“So I’ve noticed.”

“Most of the time, following the rules is a pretty good thing to do,” continued Anna, “But in this case, maybe we need to trespass and spy a little.”

Henry shook his head.  “Not ‘we.’ Anna,” he said, “Me.  I am going to figure it out.  Just let me go.”

“If you want the book you have to let me help you,” she said.

Henry closed his eyes in disbelief.  “Oh, you’ve got to be kidding!”

“No, I’m not,” said Anna, “You shouldn’t do this alone."

“Absolutely not,” insisted Henry, “I don’t want any help.”
 “Henry,” she said, “I don’t know your uncle, very well, but from what I saw, there is something  very strange going on.”

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

“I know,” said Henry.

“And I heard you say to Mark that you thought that room might contain a clue about where your uncle has gone,” she continued, “I think you’re right.  And from what I’ve seen in this book, I think we might have some information about where your uncle is now.”

“You’ve read it?”
“Not all of it,” said Anna, looking a little guilty, “I’ve been looking through the journal and here’s what I think . . “

“Let me see the journal, “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.”

"Sounds like him, actually.”  

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

Henry studied the old photograph.  His uncle stared back at him.  Henry was surprised at how much they looked alike.

”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."

"Oh, dear," said Anna, "Locked in the outhouse on his first day at camp?” 

Mark read for a while silently.  He sighed and looked up.  "This is a few weeks later," he said, "Sounds like he was bullied quite badly."  

Trapped in the outhouse again.  I need some peace.  I did, however, discover a fascinating specimen of annelid in the outhouse, which kept me entertained until the counselors came to rescue me at nightfall.’"

"A worm kept him company?" Anna asked.

"Yes, just this type of worm.  Like the ones in the shed," said Henry, "He still loves those worms.”

 ‘Good day.  Today we had Nature Walk.   . . my friends, the annelids, are like no others.  Peace is now mine, thanks to them.  

Whoa,"   Henry stopped reading. “Very weird.”

“I want to show you something,” said Anna, leafing through the journal.  “Look at this,” she said, "About halfway through the book, your Uncle Oliver stopped writing in regular handwriting and started drawing worms."

Several pages had rows of small squiggles and loops on them, each about the size of a worm.
 “Then after a while there's another entry in his regular writing,” continued Anna,  “I fainted again.  I was alone by the boathouse.  The school nurse found me.  They don't know how long I was out."

Henry leafed through pages.  

“At the back of the book, there are lots more of those weird drawings,” he said, “I think it's a code.  Some of them have words beside them.”

Henry remembered the papers he’d managed to sneak into his pocket without Mark’s knowledge.  When he pulled the paper out of his pocket, Anna breathed in with delight.

“Oh!” she cried,”What's that?”

“It's the paper by uncle was working on before he left,” answered Henry.

On the page, were several lines of the worm shaped objects.  At the bottom of the page, his uncle had drawn something. 

[insert drawing]

"What's that?" said Anna.

Henry stared at the shape.   "It 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.  

"Is it a fist?" she asked, "Or a hen?"

Henry stared at the shape.  For some reason, he felt very calm when he looked at it.  

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

Anna studied the paper, going back and forth from the back of the journal.  "Beside it," she said looking at both pictures, "There are the same symbols."

The first word is, "C-O_U_N_T"  She looked up.  "Count what?  It doesn't say."  Henry closed his eyes again.  It was something;  he knew it was something.

"Then there is a number," said Anna, showing him, "Whatever has to be counted, there are four of them."

[insert drawing]

Suddenly, there were sounds of heavy footsteps coming down the stairs, tha-thump, tha-thump, tha-thump.

"Oh, no!" said Anna, "It's Mark."

"Anna?" he called, "Are you down here?"

Henry and Anna looked at each other.  A few steps away from them was a gleaming bathroom.  Henry quickly flushed the toilet.

Anna grinned, "Be right there!" she called back.

After a moment, she got up.  "We're going to have to work on this later," she said, 

The sounds of waves lapping around him transported him back to earlier in the day.  There, on the October beach, when he saw the silver strand, rippling and shining above him.  He realized where he’d seen that shape before.  

“It’s a map,” cried Henry.  

“A map?  Why do you say that?  It doesn’t look like a map,” remarked Anna.

"The shape," Henry said, excitedly, "It one of the rocks at the cove.  I have sat on the beach looking at it hundreds of times.  You must have, too."

"Well, no, actually," admitted Anna, "We don't go there.  We go to a swimming pool.  My parents think it's more hygienic."

"Right," said Henry.

"What do you think about the word, 'Silver,'" asked Anna, "Is something down there silver?  Is there hidden silver, like treasure?"  Her tone sounded half-joking.

Henry knew he couldn't tell her about the silver strand he had seen. “Let’s find out tonight," he whispered, " We'll see what’s there."

Anna hesitated.  "Henry," she said, "It's dark.  We shouldn't be going down to the rocks at night."

Henry stared at her.  "Anna," he said, "I have to go.  You don't have to come with me

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.”

.  And if you go anywhere tonight, we need to leave a note to my parents where we are.

No matter how desperate you are to do whatever it is you are doing,” she said, “If you don’t tell someone where you are, no one can help if something happens.”

“But, Anna,”  he didn’t want to insult her parents, so he searched for his words carefully.

“I know my parents can be . . .a little difficult . . but that’s the deal.  Take it or leave it,” she said.  

Henry agreed.

Henry led Anna along the path to the ocean, to his beach.  He knew the coastline, every bend and curve of the rocks, every cove.  

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)

