The next morning, Mrs. Harper-Post acted like nothing unusual had happened.  She sang a happy little song to Billy in his high chair as she poured cocoa into three flowered cups.

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

"Me! Me!" screamed Billy.

"No cocoa for you, my little lamb," she answered, "You’ll get a very special drink in a minute.  I’m making it for you myself"

Billy looked stricken.

“Mrs. Harper-Post?” began Henry.

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

“Um.  About the shed . . .”

“Not now, Henry," she said, abruptly, “Toast or pancakes anyone?”

“Toast,” answered Mark and Anna quickly.

“Tote,” cried Billy, “Nice!  Nice!”

“Not for Billy,” she sang back to him, filling his bottle with a murky green liquid, "This nice drink is for you.  Now what about you, Henry, pancakes or toast?"

“Pancakes, thanks,” said Henry, “But about the shed, maybe I could go there and ---. . . “

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

“Face it.  My mother's not going to discuss what we saw, Henry,” said Mark, “She thinks everything about your uncle, especially that shed, is trouble.”

Henry sighed and looked out the window.  It was no use.  He knew she had also sent Dr. Harper-Post over to his uncle's shed to padlock it.  With Mrs. Harper-Post in charge, he’d probably never get to see that wonderful room again.

She triumphantly returned with two plates of toast and an enormous platter of pancakes.  Each pancake was shaped like a bust of a famous composer.

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

“Tsk tsk. Henry,” she scolded, “We weren't going to bring that up again, now, were we?"  She didn't stop for an answer.  "Your uncle is coming back; we just all have to be patient and wait."

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

"Never," she answered with a disgusted look, "Worms, smells and odd, broken things don't tell anyone anything."

"But I . . "


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

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

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

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

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

“No . . I . . .” Henry tried to stop her, but again it was too late; Mrs. Harper-Post had already dashed off in search of her magazine.
Mark smirked.  “Wait until you taste her syrup.  She makes it from apple juice, wheat grass and beets.”
Fidelis walked over and lay at his feet.  He nudged Henry's fingers and whined for a pat.

Henry stared miserably out the Harper-Post’s perfectly clean windows into a cloudy morning sky.  Stroking the dog's neat, clipped wooly back, Henry tore off one of Bach’s lapels with his fingers and offered it to him.  Fidelis refused politely but stayed beside him.  Anna left her breakfast untouched and looked out of the windows, too.  Mark had finished his toast and was washing his hands carefully. Billy glared at them all from his high chair. The world had a grey, hopeless quality.

*   *   *   *

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

“Oh, dear,” Orange noted sadly. 
"I know," said Yellow, "Wheat grass and beets.  Yuck."

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

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

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

"My goodness," he said, "This place is clean." 

Like a tightrope walker, the small and agile Yellow inched closer and closer to Henry, until he was right beside his ear.
"I should have something interesting to say here!" Yellow said to himself under his breath, "But, what can I say?"   "HEY, YOU!” he suddenly shouted, "GO FOR IT!!"
The other messengers jumped back holding their ears, “Oh, honestly!” scolded Orange, “Too loud.”

“Indoor Voice,” joked Blue.

"And what did he say?" complained Indigo, “Hey, you?  Go for it?"
"Not very spiritual," said Orange doubtfully.
“Say what you will,!” exclaimed Red, “But look at Henry's face.  We're through.”

Immediately Henry's mind felt very sharp. His thinking grew clear; deep inside him he had a sense of great strength.  He knew it was up to him to find his uncle; his thoughts were so powerful; he felt he was almost glowing.  

The scroll that he’d hidden in his jacket suddenly came to his mind.  He decided to start with that.  He glanced over at the wall where his jacket usually hung.  

All that was there now was pink flowered wallpaper and an empty hook, however.  

*   *   *   *

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

“Wait for what?” asked Yellow.

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

“Awesome!” whispered Yellow, looking up.

*   *   *   *

Back in the forest, Rindskopf pointed to the sky.  

“What’s that?” he shrieked.

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

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

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

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

“We have been blinded, Rindskopf," said Bettelarm calmly.

"Not again!" sobbed Saumagen, "Oh, the pain!"

 “The effect will wear off in a day or two," explained Bettelarm, "Until then, we must find our way home.  We have a lot to undo if our quest to destroy the City of Peace is to succeed.”

*   *   *   *

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

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

"What?" Henry cried, "When did he take it?"

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

Fidelis yawned loudly.

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

“Maybe,” said Henry.

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

"Thanks," Henry answered, trying to sound calm, although inwardly, he was beginning to panic.  If Dr. Harper-Post had washed the jacket, the scroll of paper inside the pocket was probably ruined. 
Of, if he’d found it, as soon as Mrs. Harper-Post realized where he'd gotten it, she'd take it away.  Keeping his jacket away from Mrs. Harper-Post might be his only chance.

Mrs. Harper-Post bustled around the corner, with a glossy magazine under one arm, and balancing a full laundry basket on her hip with the other.  Henry saw his jacket, folded and clean in the basket. His heart sank.

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

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

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

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

Mrs. Harper-Post’s smile slightly soured.

“Well, perhaps you don’t quite understand our way of life yet!" she said in a slow, patient tone, "But cheer up.  You’re in for a real treat later this morning.  We have something planned nearly everyone could appreciate: our Family Game Hour!” 
She said this with great glee, looking over at Mark who gave her a thumbs-up.    “Today before lunch I thought we'd play ‘Name Those Teeth!"
Mark nodded approvingly.
"What’s that?"

 "Oh, it’s a wonderful little game my husband picked up at a dental convention.  Players identify all sorts of diseases of teeth and gums, misalignments, bad orthodontistry.  There’s even a celebrity section.  Hours of family fun."

*Henry felt a little sick.   "Maybe you could count me out" he answered, guessing his response would bring on Mrs. Harper Post’s I-could-throttle-you-but-I’m-smiling look.  "I don't know much about teeth, anyway," he added, "so I'd probably just bring the game down."

But Mrs. Harper Post's face actually brightened for a moment.  Playing the game without him clearly appealed to her.  She was growing as tired of having Henry around as he was of being there.  It further strengthened his resolve to find his uncle.

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

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

"He was worried about this jacket," remarked Anna, draping it over his head, as his arms were too full to fit any more laundry on them.
“I don't see why.  It washed beautifully,” commented Mrs. Harper-Post, with a sniff.  She stomped purposefully down the basement steps to put away the laundry basket.

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

From the foot of the stairs, Anna called him.

 "Henry!"

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

“I have to talk to you.” 

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

Anna seemed anxious, “But . . .”

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

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

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

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

A timid knock came at the door.

“Henry?” whispered Anna.

“Not now, Anna,” he answered, hiding the scroll under a blanket.
.

“Henry, it’s important,” answered Anna, “I have something for you -- from the cauliflower room.”

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

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

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

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

Mrs. Harper-Post burst into song downstairs.  

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

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

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

Anna helped him put away his clothes (folded and in all the correct drawers) and motioned to him to follow her.  As Mrs. Harper Post ground winter vegetables into a paste for lunch, they crept down the wide staircase in the main house, and then down the steep basement steps that led to the Harper-Posts’ laundry room.   

She closed the door and slid down the hydrangea-bush wallpaper and sprawled out on the gleaming, white floors.

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

Anna nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So I’ve noticed.” 

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

“Yes.”

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

“Uh huh.  So why are you helping me?”

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

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

“I think it's wrong not to help you,” she said, lowering her voice. “Henry, I don’t know your uncle very well, but from what I saw in that room, I know there is something really unusual going on with him.”

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

“I know,” said Henry.

“I heard you tell Mark that you thought that room might contain a clue about where your uncle has gone,” she continued, “So I looked through this book to see if you were right.”

“You’ve read the book?” exclaimed Henry.
“Yes.  Last night.  It's a journal,” said Anna, “from when your uncle was ten years old.”

Henry sighed, “Well, I can’t see how that help figure out what happened to him last week."

“Not true.  Just pull out the scroll from your pocket." 

"You know about that, too?" said Henry.

"Know about it? I rescued it," answered Anna, "I was able to get it out of your pocket before my father washed it.  And I put it back when my mother and I gave you your laundry.”

"Amazing!" exclaimed Henry, remembering how she’d put the jacket over his shoulders.

Henry pulled out the scroll and unrolled it on the gleaming, vinyl floor.

"There are one or two things you need to know right away,” began Anna, pointing at the designs on the paper, “The marks on this scroll are actually drawings of worms," said Anna, "Rows and rows of . . .uck . . worms."

"He draws the worms?”

“Yes,” answered Anna, “In different shapes --- curled, looped, all sorts of different shapes.”

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

 “Look at it,” she said handing Henry the journal, "About halfway through, your Uncle Oliver stopped writing and started sketching worms.  Pages and pages of them.”

Henry flipped through the diary to the last half of the book, and saw what Anna had described -- small, even rows of worm drawings.  In the last pictures, the detailed drawings were becoming more simple, like the designs on the scroll.
 “I think these first drawings are annelids,” noted Henry, “The same type of worms in the shed."

“Yes.  And at the back of the book, some of those weird shapes are labeled,” she said, “It’s a code.”

“A code he was writing in right before he left,” said Henry, opening the scroll on the floor and anchoring it will a bottle of fabric softener.  On the top of the scroll, his uncle had drawn a shape several times, and beneath it several lines of the same shaped worm shaped objects, each with dates beneath them.  10/20. 10/21. 10/22.
[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.  

"Are they fists?" she asked, "Or hens?"

Henry stared at the shape.  

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

Anna 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."

She checked the back of the journal.

“That’s one of the words your uncle has recorded.  It’s S-I-L-V-E-R."  

Henry looked up.  "Silver what?"  Henry closed his eyes again.  It was something; he knew it was something.

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

[insert drawing]

“He writes about the worms in the journal,” stated Anna, “Listen:

 “Camp Patagonia, July 1. Today is my first day of camp. Good thing I brought my geometry book." 

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

"I guess your uncle did.”

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

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

Glued neatly on to a yellowed page, was an old black-and-white photograph with beveled edges.  A thin, tentative face with sensitive eyes stared back at him.  Henry was surprised at how much they looked alike.  Everything put the glasses and the hair. [fix]

”Same glasses, same brainy look. Is that really short hair, or was he bald when he was a kid?” asked Anna.

Henry continued reading. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*    *   *

 “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."

**********FIX THIS RECENTLY MOVED SECTION****************

The dates!  Cried Henry.  Those are the dates before he left.  
"What do you think about the word, 'Silver,'" asked Anna, “You think it’s a treasure map?  Hidden silver, like treasure?"  She was only half-joking.

Henry thought back to the day before.  He heard in his head sounds of waves lapping around him as he lay on the October beach, when he had seen a silver strand, rippling and shining above him.  He realized where he’d seen that shape before.  

For some reason, he didn’t want to tell Anna about it quite yet. “Let’s read some more," he whispered.

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

The creatures stumbled through the forest and felt their way blindly along the rocks.  

“We will go through the back entrance of the cave tonight.”

”I hate that entrance.”


“It’s closer”

As they entered the cave, Saumagen stopped again, sniffing.  “I smell . . . blood.”

“As do I,” said Bettelarm.

“Whose blood?” asked Rindskopf.

“We will have to wait,” answered Bettelarm, “Until one of us can see.  But I suspect we have a human visitor in our cave.”

*    *   *

As they sat puzzling over the shape and the writing, heavy footsteps came down the stairs.

"Oh, no!" said Anna, "It’s Mark."

"Anna?" Mark bellowed officiously, "Where are you?  Time for Name Those Teeth!"

“Oh, I forgot,” she whispered to Henry, “I have to go identify teeth.  Why don’t you stay down here and keep reading.  See what you can find?”

Henry’s heart jumped at the thought. 

Alone in the sterile surroundings of the laundry room, Henry thought how odd and out of place the mysterious writings on the scroll looked.  He anchored it on the top with a can of spray starch and unrolled it completely on the floor.  A scrap of paper fell out, in Anna’s writing.   

White birds and silver

Henry heard the sounds of the game to begin upstairs ---bursts of laughter and the sounds of a happy family filtered down the stairs.  
Chalky grey stone, 

Barren, scrubbed clean
He realized where he’d seen that shape before.  

“There are rocks by the cove that form a shape just like that,” cried Henry out loud.

.”

He slipped on his jacket
Look for crest
Where trees thrust upward as snow 
Henry ran along the path to the ocean, to his beach.  He knew the coastline, every bend and curve of the rocks, every cove.  [should be wet, from rain]

He passed the fallen tree and the blackened bushes left from the fire the night.

Arrives at the beach -- He traveled on towards the shore and saw the rock.  He climbed up the rocks and peered all around it.  Slightly behind it was a hole, the entrance to some sort of cave, just big enough for a boy to fit through.  Henry peered through.  It was extremely dark.  Henry had no flashlight with him, and had no way of knowing had to see where they were going.  Sheepishly, he realized how ill-prepared he was for any sort of exploring.  He would go back to his uncle’s house and get the supplies he needed.

Along the inlet -- He looked up and saw what he thought was a cloud, but soon became clear to him was a flock of huge, white birds.  Along the rocky inlet that led to the cove, hundreds of these large, white birds  --- instead of flying directly out to sea, they were flying along the inlet, and then suddenly veering north , to the woods and disappearing. 

Henry reached into his pocket for the diary for any drawings of the bird --- none.  

Unable to control his curiosity any longer, Henry descends the long, steep shoreline to the shore of the inlet to see what the birds were doing there.

One after another, they flew in formation, back and forth.  Henry couldn’t look away.   There was something so odd about how they each flew at a precise angle, up and down.   Without realizing it, Henry began to walk towards them.  Henry moved farther along the rock face and saw more rocks and another hole.  

yet enormous trees just upward seems impossible that they are able to grow

Sun coming from the east birds flying 

morning sun lighting them from below 

undersides gleaming gold – wings tipped in black

Wet grass --- yellowed

Dark, choppy water

Suddenly, the white birds were flapping their wings in unison --- Hypnotic --- trance like --- 

Henry drew nearer to the birds until he was close enough to touch them.  They were eating something --- live and wriggling.  In the soil, there are thousands of worms.  

Suddenly, Henry was afraid.  There was something terrible about the worms.  He turned to leave, but the wet ground began to crumble under his feet.  He was sliding under the ground.  The last things he saw before he fell down the long, slender tunnel were two beautiful, white wings taking flight above him.

-OR- (Walks into the cave on his own volition)

He landed abruptly.  Lands in the darkness -- looked around and realized he was in a cave.  He could still hear the birds overhead.

In the cave, there was a tremendous amount of money and gold.  

“Over here,” said a voice, “Help me.”

He recognized the voice.  His uncle is there, thin, but alive.  

Anna stared at him blankly.

“You must have been there.”

"No," answered Anna, "We go to a swimming pool.  My parents think it's more hygienic."

“Maybe it’s a map,” cried Henry.  

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

“Well, you know what I mean.  Directions to find something
