Henry gazed up in astonishment at the wide, domed ceiling that rose above him.  Two levels had been created by the clever use of platforms, compartments, stairways, steps and ladders.   Everywhere there were shelves of books.  
Sunlight filtered through long glass tube windows that snaked around the outer wall.  Surrounded by an overhanging lip of sandstone outside, the windows were concealed them from anyone looking up at the cliff from the inlet.   The light shining through the many jagged holes in the rock gave an odd, polka-dotted effect to the interior of the cavern.
A large, wooden desk stood near the entrance of the room.  Behind it, a red sweater of his uncle's hung over a chair.  Henry's heart began beating hopefully inside his chest.  
"Uncle Oliver?" he cried several times, though his voice only echoed through the large, empty room without a reply.
Henry wandered further into the library.   It was a more extensive and sophisticated collection of worm drawings and writings than had even been in his uncle’s shed.  Worm codes were evident wherever he looked --- shelves, surfaces, walls and floors --- all were covered with his uncle's drawings, writings and paraphernalia about worms.  

As Henry crossed beneath the center of the cavern’s ceiling dome, his hair brushed against a silver chain that hung from the center of the dome like a pendulum.  Midway up the chain was an odd-looking ornament, a brass monkey with a thick, extended neck entirely out of proportion to the rest of its body.  Its cheeks seemed oddly large and bulbous, too, as if they were about to explode.  
As Henry passed beneath it, the ape's mouth suddenly opened and a nasty-looking pointed green tongue thrust out at the world.  A platform in the floor rose from the ground and sealed off the entrance.  

Fearing he’d been trapped, Henry stepped back in alarm, bumping into the chain one more time. The monkey's tongue retracted, and the platform lowered obligingly again, revealing the entrance.  Henry tested the chain several times; thankfully, it seemed quite reliable. Each time the monkey’s green tongue went out or in, and the passageway was revealed in the rock, or sealed itself off.  
Once Henry was completely sure he could leave the cave whenever he wanted to, he continued exploring.  
Beyond the centre of the dome, the floor dipped downward and the second half of the cave was divided into three levels. Each level had two cubicles with doors painted a different color: red, orange, yellow, green, and two shades of blue.  Inside each cubicle the boxes color coded to match the color of the door--- 

At the end of the room, past the colored cubicles, beneath a stairwell, was an arched doorway.  Above it, hung a sign:

Count to seven before you slip under the rainbow
In one corner of the narrow passageway sat three trunks.  Henry cautiously pushed open one of them. It sprung open, releasing a horrible, fishy smell.  He slammed the lid shut, but not before he noticed the trunk was full of money.  

Holding his nose, he opened the trunk again and had a good, hard look at the money --- the trunk was about 3/4 full of bundles of large bills.  It was more money than Henry had ever seen at one time.

Through the doorway Henry saw a circular stairway, with lead deep into the earth, as far as he could see.  Something about the darkness beyond the cold metal spirals made him shudder.
He suddenly felt very cold, and hurried away from the staircase, back down the hall to the first part of the cave, where he sat down under one of the tube windows beside a free standing bulletin board with a map pinned to it.  A large telescope hung on a wall nearby, next to a comfortable chair, a table, a kettle and several cups. An uneaten tomato sandwich was left on a plate, untouched and dry, beside a clean cup.  

Henry wondered what could have happened that made his uncle, or whoever made that lunch, leave before he finished it, and even before he made one cup of tea.

Henry heard a soft tapping sound that at first he might have thought was a hailstorm or very heavy rain, had it not been for the fact that the sound came from deep within the walls, not from above him.  Suddenly, the room grew darker and Henry glanced up at the windows where yellow worms were spilling into the long window tubes by the hundreds.  In neat, straight lines, they crawled up the glass, creating thin, even layers along the surface of the tube.  The worms’ patterns looked just like those in the diary and the scroll. 
Then, as suddenly as they had appeared, the worms scurried back through the tubes into the rock again.  Sunlight streamed into the room again and everything was silent for a moment.
Henry looked up to see the monkey’s tongue retract into the bulging cheeks -- and  --- to his surprise --- a grin at the corners of its mouth that he had not noticed before.  As the platform opened, Henry’s mind jumped to the best possible explanation, and he visualized his uncle walking through the door --- a joyous reunion followed by Henry going home and finding out all about his uncle’s work.  He listened for his uncle's slow, shuffling gait, but instead, tiny, brisk footsteps pattered towards him, followed by a small, white, curly poodle body. 
“Fidelis!” he exclaimed.

There was a long pause.

"Is that you, Henry?" a familiar voice called from outside the cavern.

"Come in and see for yourself," he said.

“Is it safe?" Anna asked.

 “Yes, as far as I can tell,” he answered, “I’ve tested the entrance a couple of times at least.”

Anna cautiously stepped into the room and the platform slowly rose behind her.

“Henry,” she said, looking up at the domed ceiling, “This is incredible!”

“I know,” agreed Henry, "How did you find it?"
“It was Fidelis . . . I was headed for the cove, but suddenly he ran off,” she said, still looking up at the tiles, "The next thing I know, the ground is opening up and he's gone off running into a cave."

Anna's eyes fell on an intricate drawing of worms on the wall.

“Oh, wow.  Another worm place?” she cried, her eyes growing wide.

Henry nodded.

“More worm drawings!  And the domed ceiling!” she cried, looking around, “it's just like your uncle's shed . . . only . . .more so.”
Henry nodded.  "And that’s not all."  He showed her around the library, doing his best to describe all he’d seen, especially the worms in the tubes.  He finished the tour by opening the trunk full of money.  
Anna clutched her nose and gestured to him to follow her to the other side of the cave, away from the trunk.  They sat down at the two chairs near the window.
“Did you have any idea he had so much money?” she asked.
“None at all,” answered Henry, “His old clothes, his old house, his old . . .everything.  He’s the last person you’d think would have money.”
Anna stood up and looked more closely at the map by the window.

"Look at all the notes he’s made on this map. He’s been watching the shoreline and recording some sort of information about it.”

Henry nodded.  “Probably through that telescope,” he theorized.
“On this map,” she said, “He's drawn some caverns and tunnels that lead from this cave.  According to this, some of them go right under the water, to the other side."  

Henry noticed a crumpled paper in the wastebasket, and pulled it out.
"Looks like he started to draw a map of them," she said, "But ran out of space on the page.  I suppose he started another map; threw this one away.  There are worm phrases on it, too."

"Really?" asked Henry excitedly, "Let's see if we can translate them."

Henry stared at the small, wiggles on the paper.  Such a strange code.

Curls Head = Oliver
Silent mound = gift

under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

worm burn = worm love

For the last phrase, “useless game,” –-- they had no translation. 

“Find the person's gift under water, then 'something' -- and signed, 'worm love,' Ugh, worm love.  No thank you ---"

"Find a gift under the water," said Henry, looking through the telescope over the inlet, "Under that water,” said Henry, looking out the window, "I'd like to get over there."

“Impossible,” exclaimed Anna, “You have to be somebody much more important than we are, to even get through those gates.”

Henry looked at her, puzzled.
"It's part of the Upwardly Mobile Property," explained Anna.  

“Upwardly Mobile property?” he repeated, as their eyes met, "I hadn't realized that the property extended so far down the inlet."

Upwardly Mobile was a very expensive oceanfront resort for teenagers that Anna and Henry knew only by its reputation; no one but the most elite children in the country had an opportunity to go there.  Henry had heard that the property had its own small airport where helicopters and small planes flew participants in on weekends for backpacking, camping, rock climbing, hang-gliding adventures --- all with only the finest and newest equipment.   

But both Anna and Henry knew that everyone but its very rich clients were kept away from the premises. Along its boundaries were nasty-looking electric fences, observation towers, and thick-necked, bushy-furred, guard dogs who even snarled at the wind if it blew too loudly for them.  Rumor had it that once a group of teenage boys managed to get inside the fence, but they'd been instantly by the dogs, dragged off by guards and their parents threatened with hefty fines and jail time for even daring to set foot on the furthest outskirts of the grounds.  

“Can you think of any reason your uncle would be watching the Upwardly Mobile property?” asked Anna.

Henry thought about it for a moment.  Everything about his uncle had always suggested a total lack of interest in the outside world. The thought of this shy, unworldly man with his old, worn-out shoes and dirty gardening pants having any interest in the high-tech, glamorous Upwardly Mobile seemed absurd.  

“No, it has to be something else.  He’d never care about a place like that.”

“Oh, yeah?” said Anna, pointing to a stack of dark blue leather folders on a shelf.  She pulled one down, and opened it with an impressive stiff crack.  A silky tissue fluttered out on to the floor as she pulled a long ribbon of gold silk from the first page.

“What’s that?” asked Henry.

“A stack of Upwardly Mobile brochures,” answered Anna, “I recognized the fancy covers right away.  My mother gets one every year, too.  She’d love us to go.  But, without connections you can’t get in.”

“Lucky for you,” commented Henry, “Probably a bunch of snobs there, anyway.”

“A few maybe,” agreed Anna, “Looks like your uncle has been collecting a brochure every year.  Look at this stack.”

Henry was quickly realizing there were many, many things about his uncle that he didn't know.

“Think, Henry.  Why would he care about a place like that?” repeated Anna.

"I don't know," he said, "Really, I can't think of any reason."

Anna sighed and tapped the brochure's cover thoughtfully.   It made no sense to her, either. Henry’s uncle was NOT the type of rich socialite who would send a child to Upwardly Mobile.  Plus, one would think that after the terrible experiences he’d had a camp himself, he . . . Then all at once it hit her.

“Henry.  Wait . . . Camp Patagonia!" she cried, thumbing through the brochure,  Oh, Henry, that’s it. . Listen to this . . . I’ve read it lots of times . . .

The Upwardly Mobile Youth Program is situated on the grounds formerly known as Camp Patagonia,. . . 

Henry, that's where I'd heard of Camp Patagonia before!  Upwardly Mobile is on the same grounds as the camp your uncle went to! The one in the diary.”

“Over there?” answered Henry, pointing out the window, “The property this room looks at?”

“Yes.”

He thought for a moment.   “Anna, you know I've been looking for a clue where my uncle has gone.  I think we have it.  Everything is too much of a coincidence.  The diary from so long ago --- left open on his desk --- still being used --- .  And look around you --- sixty years later, he’s still writing in some strange language that all started at that camp. He lives on a farm as close to the camp as he can get.  And here, he has a secret observation place ---  in a rock --- It’s as if he has been looking for something since he left that camp.  But what?”

Anna couldn’t think.  As she was trying to make sense of what was happening, an odd plinking sound started up inside the windows.  The worms began rapidly spilling into the tubes and making their way up the glass.  As always, the worms made neat, elegant rows.

Henry exchanged a look with Anna.

"Ugh!" shuddered Anna, "They're lining up in shapes.  Just like your uncle's papers!"

“Ready to see what they have to say?” Henry asked.

“I’m not sure,” she answered, “Part of me just wants to go home.”

"Well, even if you’re not going to help, I’m ready to see what they have to say," Henry said, and grabbed a pencil and a notebook from the table.
Anna hesitated a moment, looking at the worms in disgust.

“You write, and I’ll translate,” she said, "Okay?"

Anna nodded.

“The first symbol is ‘small’” said Anna, “Small Curlshead.”

“Small Curlshead,” said Henry, “They know who I am?”
Henry looked at the worms and didn’t know what he felt.  There was something so disgusting about the ugly little yellow creatures, yet to be addressed in their mysterious code was fascinating.

The worms wriggled with pleasure as they lined up in rows, but they were clearly impatient little creatures, for they often dropped off the glass before Henry could record all their shapes.  Henry tried to record them as fast as he could; while Anna looked them up in the back of the book.  It wasn’t easy, because Henry had never drawn in worm language before, and sometimes the combinations of characters looked so similar, Henry couldn’t tell if he’d made a mistake or if the worms were using phrases they'd never heard of before.

After a few moments, though.  Henry stopped translating.

Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  gift

under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

wormburn = worm love

"It's the same message," whispered Anna, "Oh, Henry.  This is creepy."

“Anna,” he said, walking over to the map, “Do you see how this map lists caverns and paths that go over there?"  He pointed to Upwardly Mobile property.

"Yes."

"Suppose that's where my uncle has gone?" he said, "Someone was here not too long ago.  Look at the food . . .the sandwich there ---dry, but not moldy  --- the fruit, old, but not decayed.

Anna shook her head. She knew what he was thinking.  “We don't know it was your uncle who was here,” she said, "Maybe he shares this place with a friend . . . or a . . .

Henry looked at her intently.  "Anna," he stated quietly, "Other than the worms, my uncle has no friends.  And he’s not one to travel --- but to go to this camp --- I can see him trying that.  Perhaps he took one of the passages that lead under the inlet."

“I’m not following any homemade map of your uncle’s through the caves.  

"But, what about the ________"

"Well, I suppose it's time to go to the police," answered Anna, "It's not for us to go wandering into caves we don't know."

“All right,” he reluctantly agreed -- 

Henry nodded.  He stood up and walked beneath the bird.  The platform didn’t move.  He walked back and forth several times, each time more purposefully than the time before,

“Oh, no!” cried Henry.

“What’s wrong?” cried Anna.

“The platform,” he said, “It’s not coming up”

“Henry, what are you talking about?”

“The entrance,” he said, “Is controlled by a platform and the thing isn’t moving.”


Henry and Anna turned their heads  Fidelis looked up at them guiltily; he dropped a small silver tongue on the floor. 

“Oh, Fidelis!” cried Henry, “Anna, he has the little artificial tree in his mouth.  That’s the mechanism that opened the door for me.  Now he has it and the platform isn’t moving.”


“There must be a way to move the platform!” cried Anna, but as they looked around, the mechanism could not be found anywhere.

Now there’s one way out,” said Henry, moving toward the map, “Through these caverns --- “

“Anna,” said Henry, “Can’t you see?  

[trans]Henry eased himself along the narrow path that led into the crevasse.  As he walked deeper into the earth, the steep rock rose higher on either side of him, creating a high-walled passage.  At its end hung a silver bird.

*    *   *

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.”

*    *   *

Anna and Henry 

They both knew they had to somehow sneak in.  To their delight, guard dogs being loaded into the van.

“I don’t understand it,” said [old helper], “They all seem to be coming down with something.  Better talk to the vet.”

“What luck!” exclaimed Henry,

Description of the camp – old helper outside, sweeping.

Maybe throw something inside --- go to get it --- sparks come up around an invisible gate –robotic guard device comes out.

The followed the old helper up a thickly wooded trail until they reached a clearing, where the path dipped suddenly downward again.  At the bottom of the path stood an imposing steel and glass structure of four or five stories.  Above the entrance hung a circular sculpture with jagged points.

They go to the admissions room.  Very snobby.  Mrs. Harper Post is called.

About to write up report, when Oliver’s name comes up.  Total change of attitude.  (Should be messenger’s doing).    They know him, and it turns out he is a wealthy benefactor.  {insert a little info about Uncle Oliver’s character here} 

My uncle has had such a keen interest in this camp,” said Henry, “I’d like to come back as a camper some time.”

Immediately accepts Henry. 

Henry feels uncle has been vindicated.   

Offers to accept Anna to go, too.  Despite the cost, Mrs. Harper-Post can’t say no because of the honor.  When all looks good, she remembers to ask for Mark to go, too, and Anna and Henry are stuck with Mark going along, too.

Creatures:

Bathing their eyes

Aware the children are at the cavern

Not sure if this is a good thing or a bad thing

Messengers

Discussing the camp

Uncle facing fears to return

Could never find the strand because he’s fooled by the creatures lie

Should begin with a description of an Outward Bound brochure.

Must be an old helper there; someone to look up to

Also the energetic camp leader

ZAPPED “I’m not talking about sneaking in,” he said, “I am going to sign up.  Look at these applications.  I think my uncle wanted me to go.”

“Look at this money,” Henry answered, “It is my uncle’s and I am using it to find him.  If I make a mistake, I’ll pay him back if it takes the rest of my life.”

You are going to need a parent or a guardian to sign the permission form.  Henry was almost ready to give up at once, but Anna picked up the brochure knowingly and linked arms with him.

“If you provide the money,” she said, “I think I know how to convince my mother to  END OF ZAPPED
Dark of the world

drown in the inlet.

Fall off a bridge without water
choke on 
Hollow bird’s ribs 
stab you as you fall.

Many of these file cabinets, boxes and shelves were so full they spilled over on to the cave floor into new, precariously balanced piles.  But with all the worm-related materials everywhere, Henry realized he’d seen no actual worms in the cave so far.  Where were all the elaborate worm trays that the shed had had?  

Maybe tuck into chapter in uncle's house: It had taken Henry a long time to get used to his uncle's reclusive, quiet ways, but Henry had come to appreciate them, and while they didn’t talk much, he knew he was a good man.  

