{insert: more stuff about peace}

A deep, high cavern was hidden inside the cliff.  Ahead of him, in an odd, spotted patches of light, Henry saw wooden platforms, stairways and ladders.  Enormous glass tubes, set into the outer rock, functioned as windows, though the light that filtered in came through jagged holes in an overhanging lip of sandstone, giving an odd, polka-dotted effect all to the walls.  
Henry realized that the tubes were so well-hidden by the ledge that anyone looking up at the cliff from the other side could probably see nothing more than an interesting rock formation.  Certainly few would imagine such a place could exist behind it.

Henry walked through the entryway, and a squeak directly over his head made him jump. He bumped his head against an odd-looking ornament suspended from the ceiling on a chain.   It seemed to be some sort of a whale, with an odd, bloated head and bulbous cheeks that looked as if they were about to explode.  

The figure's mouth sprung open and a nasty-looking pointed green tongue thrust out. Immediately, a platform appeared from the ground and sealed off the cavern entrance.  

Fearing he'd just been trapped, Henry stepped back in alarm, his hair brushing against the whale again. Its tongue immediately retracted, and the platform lowered back to the ground, revealing the entrance.  Henry looked outside; the branches of the little metal tree were shaking.  He glanced up at the whale; its cheeks and head seemed a more proportionate size, and there was a slight expression of relief in its face.  
The last thing Henry wanted was to be trapped in the cave so he tested the device several times. As far as he could tell, whenever the whale was tapped, the green tongue went out or in, and the passageway opened and closed.  Henry couldn't help noticing that the whale’s face began to look more and more bored, until after the tenth or eleventh trial, it started to look really quite hostile.  Thankfully, the whale continued to be quite reliable, though, opening and closing the cavern each time, until at last, Henry felt relaxed enough to start exploring.  

The first thing item that caught his eye was hanging on a chair behind a large, wooden desk.  It was his uncle's sweater.  Henry's heart began beating hopefully inside his chest.  

"Uncle Oliver?" he cried several times. 

The cavern was silent.

Henry wandered between two sets of wooden platforms, calling for his uncle.   As he looked around, he realized that these secret libraries contained more extensive and sophisticated collections of worm drawings and writings than had even been in his uncle’s shed.  Worm codes were evident wherever he looked --- the shelves, surfaces, walls and floors --- all were stacked high against the polka dotted walls and shelves.
Halfway down the hall, the floor dipped downward; the second half of the cavern was divided into six cubicles. Henry noticed that each had been color-coded: 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.  Beside it, sat three trunks.  Henry cautiously pushed open the lid of one of them. It sprung open, releasing a horrible, fishy smell.  He slammed it shut, but not before noticing the trunk was full of money.  

Holding his nose, he opened each trunk in turn.  Each contained bundles of the tremendously pungent, putrid-smelling bills.  It was more money than Henry had ever seen in one place at one time.
Past the doorway was a circular stairway, leading deep into the earth as far as he could see.  Something about the darkness beyond the cold metal spirals made Henry shudder.

He suddenly felt very cold, and hurried away from the staircase, back down the hall to the first part of the cave and the tube windows.  A large telescope hung on a wall nearby, next to a comfortable chair, a table, and a bulletin board with a map pinned to it.  On the table were several cups and a kettle. An uneaten tomato sandwich was left on a plate, untouched and dry.  

*   *   *   *   *   *   *

Along Henry’s strand, the messengers watched.

“This place again,” indigo murmured, gazing down at the cave, “How strange it is to be back here.”

“Those color-coded cubicles!” exclaimed Orange, “A whole section about us?”
Indigo nodded.  “Yes.  As you can see, we established a very close relationship with him, and he, for a time, was very interested in us . . . yet . . .”
Zil pulled out his Omnoculars and examined the building. 
“What?”

“He always seemed to miss the point of every interaction with us,” Indigo said, “The cubicles  . . . “ she sighed, “just useless.”

“I can see that,” Zil said, “You’d think to look at this place, with all its information, that it would have some significance.  But the Omnoculars register very little.”

Indigo’s voice shook a little . . .”He was a good one for memorizing facts.  But he never seemed to be able to apply them to any sort of understanding.
Indigo’s eyes rested on the tubes in the wall.

“That’s why he grew so fascinated with the worms,” she commented, “They let him feel smart, led him to money, gave him companionship, without him ever having to make the effort to think.”

Airin’s face looked even some severe than usual.  “Bah!” she said, “The worst of the human foibles.”

Ranthir smiled.  “Of course, Airin,” he said, “For no one can discern the best of many choices when their ability to think is impaired.”
“Those worms caused great errors in his thinking.  But none of us could have imagined that part of his strand was missing . . . perhaps if we had . . “
Indigo’s voice trailed off.

*   *   *   *   *   *

A small noise above him from the whale indicated the entrance was opening.  The whale was grinning.  Henry listened hopefully for his uncle's slow, shuffling walk, but instead, tiny, brisk footsteps pattered towards him, followed by a small, white, curly poodle body. 

“Fidelis!” he exclaimed.
"Is that you, Henry?" Anna's cautious voice called from outside the cavern.

"Yes," answered Henry, "Come on in."

“Is it safe?" Anna asked.

 “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, wearing an enormous backpack.
“Henry,” she said, looking around in awe, “This is incredible!”

“I know,” agreed Henry, "How did you find it?"
“It wasn’t me --- it was Fidelis . . . I was headed to the cove to find you --- I brought you some lunch, and a few things if we wanted to go exploring . . "

Her voice trailed off as she looked 

but suddenly he ran off,” she said, still looking up at the roof, "The next thing I know, the ground is opening up and  ---
Anna's eyes fell on an intricate drawing of worms on the wall.

“Oh, wow!” she cried, her eyes growing wide.

Henry nodded.

“More worm drawings!  And the tubes!” she cried, looking around, “it's just like your uncle's shed . . . only . . .more so.”

Henry nodded.  "And that’s not all.  Come see what else is here.”  

He led her through the narrow passageway to the money trunks, opening the lid with a flourish.  

Anna’s face turned a ghastly shade of grey.  With one hand over nose and the other around her stomach, she hurried to the other side of the cave, away from the smell.  

 “That smell is so putrid," she gasped, bending over a wastebasket as if she was going to be sick.

"I’m sorry," said Henry, "I forgot strong smells had such an effect on you."

It was several minutes before Anna’s skin was a normal color again.

"I'll be okay now," said Anna, still staying very close to the wastebasket, "But I do have some questions about your uncle.  Did you have any idea he had so much money?”

“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  . . ."

"Oh!" cried Anna.

"Anna, are you going to be all right?”

Anna's head suddenly dipped into the wastebasket.

"Oh!  Oh!" said Anna.

"Are you throwing up?"

"No!  Oh!  October 22!" she squealed.

"What?"

"Look what I found."

Anna brandished a roll of paper from inside the can.  

"It's the same kind of paper as the scroll.  And look, it's dated October 23," she said, excitedly, "The day after he left."

"Really?" asked Henry, "Then that means . . ."

Anna and Henry's eyes met.  

"This is where he went," said Anna, "But if that's the case, why would he have asked my parents to look after you?"

Henry thought for a moment.  "He must have known he was going somewhere.  Probably wherever this map leads.  But I wonder why he threw this away."

Anna pointed to the edge of the scroll where the lines of the map were cut off.

"He ran out of space," she noted, "So, he threw it away and started again."

"Makes sense," agreed Henry.

He looked at the map.  "I'll bet this is a map of the beginning of my uncle's trip.  Well, at least it's a start."

"There's worm code underneath," commented Anna

"Let's see if we can translate it," answered Henry.

Together they sat down with the diary and began looking up the shapes.  Henry noticed that Anna had become quite good at translating the worm code.  

Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  peace

under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

wormburn = worm love

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

“Find some peace under water, then 'something' -- and signed, 'worm love,' Ugh, worm love.  No thank you ---" grumbled Anna.

"Peace under the water," said Henry, looking through the telescope over the inlet, "Under water,” repeated Henry, "Under that water?"

“Impossible,” exclaimed Anna, “You have to be somebody much more important than we are, to get over there.”

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.

“But that is what my uncle was looking at.”  

“Can you think of any reason your uncle would be watching a ritzy place like 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.

“It's an Upwardly Mobile brochure,” answered Anna, “I recognized the fancy cover right away.  My mother gets one every year.  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 an interest in those snobs, though. He’s been collecting a brochure from them 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."

Henry sighed and tapped the brochure's cover thoughtfully.   His uncle was NOT the type of rich socialite who would send him 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!" he cried, thumbing through the brochure,  Oh, Anna, that’s it. . Listen to this . . .. . .

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

"Of course, 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."

Anna and Henry looked out the tube windows at the cliffs on the other side of what was once Camp Patagonia.  

The diary from so long ago --- left open on his desk --- still being used --- .  And sixty years later, 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?”

No sooner had Henry said that, than they both heard a soft, tapping sound.  At first they might have thought it was a hailstorm or very heavy rain, had it not been for the fact that the sound came from deep within the cave walls, not above them.

As the room grew steadily darker, something caught Henry's eye. Yellow worms were spilling out into the long tubes.  They crept up the glass surface in neat, straight lines, blocking out the light to twist their little bodies into row after row of shapes like those of the diary and the scroll. 

“Look!”  Henry exchanged a look with Anna.  “It’s them.”
"Ugh!" shuddered Anna, "It's creepy the way they hang on to the glass, looking at us!”

“My uncle felt they communicated with him,” said Henry, “Maybe they are trying to communicate with us.”

“Henry,” said Anna, looking away from the worms, “They are WORMS.  They can’t communicate with anyone.  They can’t think.  Or reason.” 

“Well, I'm ready to see what they have to say,” Henry said boldly.

“This is just too weird,” she answered.
"Well, I’m going to write down their shapes," Henry said, and grabbed a pencil and a notebook from the table, "And just see what happens.  If it’s nonsense, I won’t try again.  But, if it’s not . . . it could be a message that could help me find my uncle.”
Anna hesitated a moment, looking at the worms in disgust.

“Looking at them makes me feel sick," she said, "But if you write, and I’ll translate,” she said, "Okay?"

Henry nodded.  
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, their message was clear.  One row after another, spelled out the same message.
Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  peace 

under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

wormburn = worm love

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

“Anna,” he said, walking over to the map, “Did 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.

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 with all we’ve learned --- to go to this camp --- I can see him trying that.  Perhaps he took one of the passages that lead under the inlet."

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

Henry thought for a moment.  “Maybe we don’t have to.  There is a door at the other end of this library.  Maybe the path is there for us. 

"Henry, it’s not time for us to do this, it’s time to tell the police," answered Anna, "Let them go looking for him down these passages. It's not for us to go wandering into caves we don't know."

“All right,” he reluctantly agreed --  “But let’s go call them now.  The sooner, the better.”

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 green tongue on the floor. 

Henry looked up at the whale --- who appeared to have been recently attacked by something.  A portion of its tongue lay on the ground and it had a solemn, determined look on its face.

“Oh, Fidelis!” cried Henry, “Anna, this is a part of the whale in his mouth.  That’s the mechanism that opened the door for me.  Now the platform isn’t moving.”


“There must be another way to move the platform!” cried Anna.

But as they both looked around, the mechanism could not be found anywhere.

“Now there’s only one way out,” said Henry, moving toward the arched doorway, “Through the caverns --- “

“No, Henry,” exclaimed Anna, “We have to find a way to open this door.”

“Anna,” said Henry, "We don't have a choice."

Anna looked around uneasily.  “I don’t want to go down there.”

“We have to,” he said, “All I have to do is find a flashlight.  There must be one somewhere around here.”

Anna opened her backpack.  Perfectly packed from the Harper-Post’s garage, she had a complete survival kit with her, complete with two flashlights and extra batteries.  

“I’ll keep one of them,” she said, zipping it up again, “But , Henry, please wear this.”  She took a silver whistle from the pack.

“If you get into trouble, the sound of a whistle travels much farther than screaming.”

Henry hung the whistle around his neck and slung the backpack over his shoulders.  He headed toward the door.

“Keep your wits about us, Henry,” said Anna, “We don’t know where the steps lead.   I will come back if it gets too dangerous and keep working on finding a solution to the door problem.”

*    *   *

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  human visitors somewhere in the network of our caves.”

*    *   *

Henry and Anna began the slow, circular descent down the staircase, led by Fidelis.   At first they did not need their flashlights, for the stairs were lit with dim specks of light they could see disappearing into the depths below. When they reached the first speck, they discovered a small section of tubing set into the rock.  The stairs were leading them down to the bottom of the cliff.  A single yellow worm sat in the tubing and wriggled away when it saw Henry.

The staircase coiled down a very long way, lit strategically by sections of tube windows, each with a lone sentry worm, that scurried away when Henry passed by.  Finally, the tube lights stopped.  The staircase continued to descend until the specks of light were barely visible.  Henry turned on his flashlight.   They continued to climb down the stairs until he stopped with a jolt.  The staircase had ended.  

Henry scanned the dark rock with his flashlight.  Ahead of them was a tunnel.  

The passage led in the same direction as the tubes in the cliff.  

 “The passage,” commented Anna, “Isn’t going in the right direction if we want to get home.  It will lead us under the inlet.”

“But we have to take it,” said Henry, “There is no other choice.”

“I have a compass here somewhere,” said Anna, “I want to keep track of what direction we are going.

And so they set off into the tunnel, uneasily at first, without speaking.  Only sounds of their footsteps and the occasional soft sound of the water overhead was heard.  Every one hundred yards into the tunnel, they came upon an indentation in the rock.  

Henry shone his flashlight on each one.  The yellow worms, attracted to the light, came up to examine Henry’s light one by one, and then scurried back into the rock.

“Do you feel like the tunnel is sloping downhill?” asked Henry.

“Yes.  But it is still going north,” said Anna, after they had walked a while.

Padding along in the quiet conditions, they both jumped, when above them came a sudden scraping sound like enormous creaky door.  It echoed down the tunnel and faded away.

“Listen,” said Anna, wide-eyed, “Whales”

“Grey whales come into this inlet a lot.  They must be directly above us.”

They walked on, until the tunnel began sloping uphill again.  

“Hang on,” said Henry, “I think I see something.  I’m going to turn off my flashlight.”

The Harper Post’s flashlight turned off with an efficient click.  They were plunged into utter darkness for a moment, then as their eyes adjusted, saw some light at the other end.

“I see daylight,” said Anna. “We’re almost there,” 

“The dogs,” said Anna, suddenly remembering where they were going, “I don’t have anything to protect us from them!”

Anna looked into her backpack and removed a package of beef jerky.  Fidelis came up to her, wagging his tail.   She handed him a small piece, and put him in the backpack, with his head sticking out a side zipper.

“Here,” she said, handing Henry several strips of jerky,  “If a dog comes up to you, throw this beef jerky as far as you can.  When he starts to run, go the other way and try to climb up a tree.  

Henry unscrewed the bottom from his flashlight and took out three batteries.

“And if the dog still comes after us,” he said, “I’ll throw one of these at him.”

As they approached the end of the tunnel, the light they saw was actually a white globe, sitting at the entrance.  Over it, hung a brass whale, hanging from a chain exactly like the one at the library’s entrance.  

Henry pulled on the chain and silently the rocks parted at one end, and daylight flooded the tunnel.  They heard a car motor and voices.  

“I don’t understand it,” said [old helper], “Every dog came down with something this morning.  We’re taking them to the vet.”

Several doors slammed, and the car drove away.

Henry and Anna peered out of the tunnel.

“What luck!” exclaimed Henry, “He’s driving the dogs away!”

Anna and Henry breathed a sigh of relief and crept up a steep bank of rocks which the entrance to the tunnel was hidden.  At the top of the bank, a lone tree grew from a rock.

“I’ll pull a branch of that tree,”  said Henry, “That will close the tunnel again.”

And just as the other tree had done, the rocks silently closed up again.

“Let’s continue heading north,” suggested Anna, “The highway is north of the camp.  Maybe we can find a part of the wall that we can scale and walk back to my house along the highway.

Henry nodded and they struggled through thick underbrush until they saw an eddy, leading north.

“Let’s walk along the eddy,” he said,” It would be a lot easier.”

The moment Henry’s leg touched the stones of the eddy, however, a shower of sparks appeared in the air.  A metallic device came whizzing down the hill, suspended from a metal cable concealed in the plants along its border.   A shiny baton that stuck out from its head had a lens on its end that looked Henry up and down. It paused, then emitted a small, questioning tone.  Another pause.  Then, a shrill alarm sounded from two loudspeakers, mounted in the rocks.

“Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” repeated a monotone robotic voice from the speakers.

“Run north?” called Henry.

“Maybe we don’t need to run,” answered Anna, gesturing at a friendly-looking old man smiling down at them from the top of the hills, “He doesn’t look too scary.”

The old man in overalls stepped on to a flat car that was attached to the same cable the robot moved up and down on.  He glided down the hill.

“So,” said the man, scrutinizing Henry with a twinkle in his eye, “You’re here.”

“I can see a lot of your uncle in you, Henry” he said. 

“My uncle?” said Henry, “You know my uncle?"
“Course I know him,” said the old man, “He’s only been my boss for the past twenty years.  C’mon, climb aboard.  I’ll take you up to the house.”

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 was a gate of heavy bars.  The old man pressed a button on a remote control and the bars lifted --- revealing that they were a circular sculpture with jagged points.

They walked along polished marble floors past shining gold staircases, fountains and an enormous aquarium wall that took up most of one wall.  

"Please wait here," said the man, leading them into a room with the sign ADMISSIONS on the door, "The director will be in to see you shortly."

With that, he closed the solid wood, highly glazed door behind him.

Anna and Henry sat down on the cool leather sofas and looked around the room.  Everything was new and expensive.

"Henry, he said ---"

"Shhhh," said Henry.

"But . ."

Henry motioned to her with a finger on his palm that she should write whatever she wanted to say.

Anna reached into her backpack and pulled out a small pencil and a notepad.

"BOSS?" she wrote in large capital letters.

"NO IDEA," he wrote back, "PLAY ALONG."

Anna nodded and the two of them waited in silence.

The door opened and a tall, very elegant woman swept in.  Everything about her was extremely shiny, as if it were heavily coated in oil --- Her cold, brown eyes were wide-set and haughty.
"Thank you, Theodore," she said to the old man in the doorway, as she slammed the door in his face with her feet.  

Barely looking at either child, she sat down in a chair behind a huge desk.

"I suppose you're here to finally attend your first retreat weekend," she began.

Henry let this statement sink in for a moment before responding.  

"Your uncle has been filling out applications for you for several years now," she said, "Always something coming up at the last minute that prevented you from showing up, I hear."

Henry shrugged at Anna.  He had no idea what she was talking about.  His uncle had never mentioned camp to him.  

"I do wish your uncle had given us some advance warning that you would be showing up," she grumbled, "He often spoke of you attending the camp, but didn't . ." Her voice trailed off.  "But, never mind . . . I suppose you were hoping for the retreat next week.  Let me see if there is a place for you."

She spun around in the chair and a powerful cloud of perfume enveloped the room.  Henry coughed slightly from the effect.

"Are you ill?" she asked, glancing around the chair and down her long, but perfectly formed nose with hostility.

"No, ma'am," stammered Henry.

"I hope not," said the woman, "Just to be on the safe side, let me check."

She pulled something like a small red, revolver out of the top drawer of her desk.  It shot a beam of blue light on Henry's forehead.

"Normal," she said, reading the top of the gun like a thermometer, "That's good.  You certainly can't participate in a retreat weekend here with a fever."

"So I can participate in a weekend here?"

"Of course, you can," she snapped, "If we have room.  Can't very well say no -- your uncle owns the place, doesn't he?"
"I suppose," mumbled Henry.  He looked over at Anna, whose eyes were growing larger by the moment.

"I do wish he'd given us more warning, though," she said peevishly, "Is that your gear?" she said, pointing to the backpack.

"It's  . . ah . . " said Henry, glancing over at Anna.  She looked quite dejected that Henry was getting a chance to go to the camp.
"He might need a few more clothes," Anna blurted out suddenly, "I packed for him."
The woman gave Anna a long, hostile look.  "And who are you?" she said, "And why are you packing clothing for Henry?"
"I'm . . .just . . um . . " Anna looked down.

"Henry," said the woman, "Was it your intention that your friend [she said the word "friend" in an odd, slightly cutting way] should accompany you?"


He glanced over at Anna, whose eyes had lit up.

"Yes, she's someone my uncle thinks very highly of," answered Henry, which was true.
"Well, I do have several openings.  [season] is an odd time for us.  Many of our clients have skiing engagements at this time of the year."

Anna looked as though she might faint. 

"Her parents will have to approve," said the woman, "Do you think you could get them to sign the consent forms in the next couple of hours?"
 *         *           *           *

In the history of the school, there had never been such record-breaking speed in completing application papers.  One could only imagine the look of delight on Mrs. Harper-Post's face as Upwardly Mobile camps telephoned the home to allow her daughter to attend a seminar.

How Mrs. Harper-Post managed to arrive at the office with three completely packed survival backpacks was in itself among one of the many astonishing miracles of the world.  
The only drawback was that somehow, Mrs. Harper-Post had talked her way into convincing the intimidating Miss ________ into allowing Mark, completely outfitted in khakis and an enormous.  

.  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

********************************************************************************************
{idea: more stuff about peace}

Within the deep, high cavern a room had been ingeniously created from wooden platforms, stairways and ladders.  Enormous glass tubes, set into the outer rock, functioned as windows; sunlight streaming through the jagged holes of an overhanging lip of sandstone gave an odd, polka-dotted effect to everything inside the room.  The ledge concealed the glass, and the whole cavern, from the outside world.   
Though Henry could easily see out, anyone looking up at the cliff from the other side would probably notice nothing more than an interesting rock formation.  Few would imagine such a place could exist behind it.

A silver chain hung from the entrance, and as Henry walked beneath it, his hair brushed it ever so slightly.  He heard a slight squeak overhead; there, hanging from a domed ceiling, was a chain.  Halfway up the chain, an odd-looking little brass figure --- with the body of a monkey, but an extended neck and head, like a giraffe --- rocked back and forth.  Its cheeks were oddly bulbous, as if they were about to explode.  

Eventually, the figure's mouth opened and a nasty-looking pointed green tongue thrust out. The entrance to the cavern began to seal off as a platform lifted up out of the ground.  

Henry stepped back in alarm and bumped into the ornament again. The brass animal’s tongue immediately retracted, and the platform lowered again, revealing the entrance as before.  Henry tested the chain several times; thankfully, it seemed quite reliable. The last thing he wanted was to be trapped in a cave.  As far as he could tell, each time the green tongue went out or in, the passageway opened or closed.  

Soon Henry was completely sure he could leave the cave if he needed to, and he continued exploring.  

He headed for a large, wooden desk that stood just past 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. 
Only his voice echoed back to him in reply.
Henry wandered down a long hall, calling his uncle’s name as he went.   He soon realized that contained within these rooms 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 stacked high with his uncle's drawings, writings and paraphernalia about worms.  
Halfway down the hall, the floor dipped downward; the second half of the cavern was divided into six cubicles. Henry noticed that each had been color-coded: 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.  Beside it, 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, which led 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 whomever had made that lunch, leave before it was finished.
As he looked at the food, a soft tapping sound started up; at first he might have thought was a hailstorm or very heavy rain, had it not been for the fact that the sound did not come from the roof, but instead, came from deep within the cave walls 
The room grew increasingly darker and Henry glanced over to the windows. Yellow worms were spilling out of the rock into the long window tubes.  In neat, straight lines, they hung along the surface of the glass tubes.  Their patterns looked just like those in the diary and the scroll. 
But 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.
*   *   *   *   *

Along Henry’s strand, the messengers were watching listening.
“It’s funny seeing this place again,” said Indigo, “How close Oliver comes to knowing us, and yet always misses the understanding.”

“What are the colored cubicles about?” asked Yellow.

“Oh, at one time, Oliver had a very close relationship with his messengers,” said Indigo, sadly, “After 

Henry heard a small noise above him and looked up to see the monkey’s tongue retract into the bulging cheeks -- and  --- to his surprise --- there was a grin at the corners of its mouth that he was sure 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; she of course was most horrified by the worms in the tubes.  That was, until he finished the tour by opening the trunk full of money.  
Anna’s face turned a pathetic shade of grey.  With one hand over nose and the other around her stomach, she hurried to the other side of the cave, away from the smell.  
“Did you have any idea he had so much money?” she gasped, bending over a wastebasket as if she was going to be sick.
“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, are you going to be all right.”
“Oh, probably,” she said, “That smell was so putrid, I just thought I was going to be sick there, for moment.  Hey, what’s that?”

Tucked just behind it, she noticed a crumpled paper that had missed the rim, and pulled it out.
“Are you 

"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."

Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  peace
under= under

drowner = water

our useless game = 

wormburn = worm love

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

“Find some peace under water, then 'something' -- and signed, 'worm love,' Ugh, worm love.  No thank you ---" grumbled Anna.
"Peace under the water," said Henry, looking through the telescope over the inlet, "Under that water?” repeated Henry, "To get to the other side?”
“Can’t go over there,” exclaimed Anna, “You have to be somebody much more important than we are, to do that.”

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.
“But that is what my uncle was looking at.”  

“Can you think of any reason your uncle would be watching a ritzy place like 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 an interest in those snobs, though. He’s 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.  “It’s them.”
"Ugh!" shuddered Anna, "They're lining up in those shapes from the diary!”
“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.

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, their message was clear:
Die and Seek = find

Snuff out =  peace 
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.
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 with all we’ve learned --- to go to this camp --- I can see him trying that.  Perhaps he took one of the passages that lead under the inlet."

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

Henry thought for a moment.  “Maybe we don’t have to.  There is a door at the other end of this library.  Maybe the path is there for us. 

"Henry, it’s not time for us to do this, it’s time to tell the police," answered Anna, "Let them go looking for him down these passages. It's not for us to go wandering into caves we don't know."

“All right,” he reluctantly agreed --  “But let’s go call them now.  The sooner, the better.”
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 green tongue on the floor. 

Henry looked up at the monkey --- who appeared to have been recently attacked by something.  A portion of its tongue lay on the ground and it had a solemn, determined look on its face.

“Oh, Fidelis!” cried Henry, “Anna, this is a part of the monkey in his mouth.  That’s the mechanism that opened the door for me.  Now the platform isn’t moving.”


“There must be another way to move the platform!” cried Anna.

But as they both looked around, the mechanism could not be found anywhere.

“Now there’s only one way out,” said Henry, moving toward the arched doorway, “Through the caverns --- “

“No, Henry,” exclaimed Anna, “We have to find a way to open this door.”
“Anna,” said Henry, “Can’t you see?  Some things are meant to happen.  This is one of them.”

Anna looked around uneasily.  “I don’t want to go down there.”

“We have to,” he said, “All I have to do is find a flashlight.  There must be one somewhere around here.”

Anna opened her backpack.  Perfectly packed from the Harper-Post’s garage, she had a complete survival kit with her, complete with two flashlights and extra batteries.  

“I’ll keep one of them,” she said, zipping it up again, “But , Henry, please wear this.”  She took a silver whistle from the pack.

“If you get into trouble, the sound of a whistle travels much farther than screaming.”

Henry hung the whistle around his neck and slung the backpack over his shoulders.  He headed toward the door.

“Keep your wits about us, Henry,” said Anna, “We don’t know where the steps lead.   I will come back if it gets too dangerous and keep working on finding a solution to the door problem.”

*    *   *

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  human visitors somewhere in the network of our caves.”

*    *   *

Henry and Anna began the slow, circular descent down the staircase, led by Fidelis.   At first they did not need their flashlights, for the stairs were lit with dim specks of light they could see disappearing into the depths below. When they reached the first speck, they discovered a small section of tubing set into the rock.  The stairs were leading them down to the bottom of the cliff.  A single yellow worm sat in the tubing and wriggled away when it saw Henry.
The staircase coiled down a very long way, lit strategically by sections of tube windows, each with a lone sentry worm, that scurried away when Henry passed by.  Finally, the tube lights stopped.  The staircase continued to descend until the specks of light were barely visible.  Henry turned on his flashlight.   They continued to climb down the stairs until he stopped with a jolt.  The staircase had ended.  

Henry scanned the dark rock with his flashlight.  Ahead of them was a tunnel.  
The passage led in the same direction as the tubes in the cliff.  
 “The passage,” commented Anna, “Isn’t going in the right direction.  It’s will lead us under the inlet.”

“But we have to take it,” said Henry, “There is no other choice.”

“I have a compass on my keyring,” said Anna, “I want to keep track of what direction we are going.

And so they set off into the tunnel, uneasily at first, without speaking.  Only sounds of their footsteps and the occasional soft sound of the water overhead was heard.  Every one hundred yards into the tunnel, they came upon an indentation in the rock.  

Henry shone his flashlight on each one.  The yellow worms, attracted to the light, came up to examine Henry’s light one by one, and then scurried back into the rock.

“Do you feel like the tunnel is sloping downhill?” asked Henry.

“Yes.  But it is still going north,” said Anna, after they had walked a while.

Padding along in the quiet conditions, they both jumped, when above them came a sudden scraping sound like enormous creaky door.  It echoed down the tunnel and faded away.

“Listen,” said Anna, wide-eyed, “Whales”

“Grey whales come into this inlet a lot.  They must be directly above us.”

They walked on, until the tunnel began sloping uphill again.  

“Hang on,” said Henry, “I think I see something.  I’m going to turn off my flashlight.”

The Harper Post’s flashlight turned off with an efficient click.  They were plunged into utter darkness for a moment, then as their eyes adjusted, saw some light at the other end.

“I see daylight,” said Anna. “We’re almost there,” 
“The dogs,” said Anna, suddenly remembering where they were going, “I don’t have anything to protect us from them!”

Anna looked into her backpack and removed a package of beef jerky.  Fidelis came up to her, wagging his tail.   She handed him a small piece, and put him in the backpack, with his head sticking out a side zipper.
“Here,” she said, handing Henry several strips of jerky,  “If a dog comes up to you, throw this beef jerky as far as you can.  When he starts to run, go the other way and try to climb up a tree.  

Henry unscrewed the bottom from his flashlight and took out three batteries.

“And if the dog still comes after us,” he said, “I’ll throw one of these at him.”

As they approached the end of the tunnel, the light they saw was actually a white globe, sitting at the entrance.  Over it, hung a brass monkey-giraffe, hanging from a chain exactly like the one at the library’s entrance.  

Henry pulled on the chain and silently the rocks parted at one end, and daylight flooded the tunnel.  They heard a car motor and voices.  

“I don’t understand it,” said [old helper], “Every dog came down with something this morning.  We’re taking them to the vet.”

Several doors slammed, and the car drove away.

Henry and Anna peered out of the tunnel.
“What luck!” exclaimed Henry, “He’s driving the dogs away!”
Anna and Henry breathed a sigh of relief and crept up a steep bank of rocks which the entrance to the tunnel was hidden.  At the top of the bank, a lone tree grew from a rock.

“I’ll pull a branch of that tree,”  said Henry, “That will close the tunnel again.”

And just as the other tree had done, the rocks silently closed up again.

“Let’s continue heading north,” suggested Anna, “The highway is north of the camp.  Maybe we can find a part of the wall that we can scale and walk back to my house along the highway.

Henry nodded and they struggled through thick underbrush until they saw an eddy, leading north.

“Let’s walk along the eddy,” he said,” It would be a lot easier.”

The moment Henry’s leg touched the stones of the eddy, however, a shower of sparks appeared in the air.  A metallic device came whizzing down the hill, suspended from a metal cable concealed in the plants along its border.   A shiny baton that stuck out from its head had a lens on its end that looked Henry up and down. It paused, then emitted a small, questioning tone.  Another pause.  Then, a shrill alarm sounded from two loudspeakers, mounted in the rocks.

“Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” repeated a monotone robotic voice from the speakers.

“Run north?” called Henry.

“Maybe we don’t need to run,” answered Anna, gesturing at a friendly-looking old man smiling down at them from the top of the hills, “He doesn’t look too scary.”
The old man in overalls stepped on to a flat car that was attached to the same cable the robot moved up and down on.  He glided down the hill.
“So,” said the man, scrutinizing Henry with a twinkle in his eye, “You’re here.”
“I can see a lot of your uncle in you, Henry” he said. 

“My uncle?” said Henry, “You know my uncle.”

“Course I know him,” said the old man, “He’s only been my boss for the past twenty years.  C’mon, climb aboard.  I’ll take you up to the house.”

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

