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Stamps 
Chapter Five  

 The cabin door opens and shuts.
 “Is that you, Honey?” Mrs. Fieldjoy calls from the dressing room.
 Before Mr. Fieldjoy can answer, she steps out and does a twirl; her 
flowing gown spins in silky ripples, ruffling petals of summer blue.
 Mr. Fieldjoy's eyebrow climbs; his hand moves to his hip: “Sorry, no can 
do.” 
 “What?” She freezes mid-spin, her arms clawed outward. “You don’t like 
it?” 
 “Nope! If you look that good, what chance does a shlump like me have to 
be first-in-line for a dance?” 
 Mrs. Fieldjoy brightens, her arms falling to her sides. “Don’t be silly,” she 
says swatting him. "It's last-in-line that matters."
 They smile at one another.
 She then turns and looks at Dilbert, her lips twisting, her hand moving to 
her 
 hip. “So, you reported the stowaway we have here, and they said...?”
 “They're as baffled as we are—don’t know how he could've slipped by 
them at the entrance. But...they said if we keep him in our cabin, ‘No harm 
done.’" He rolls his eyes. "No harm except to my wallet—they’re charging us 
for another passenger.”
 Dilbert shrinks into the corner, placing a paw over his eyes, not wanting 
to see Mr. Fieldjoy’s expression.
 “Well,” Mrs. Fieldjoy huffs and slaps her sides, “Let’s have a good time 
regardless.”  Her chin gives a punctuating nod.
 Mr. Fieldjoy nods back. "Indeed," he says.
 Dilbert peeks out from under his paw and looks at Mr. Fieldjoy. He likes 
looking at him whenever he says that word. He likes the word. 
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"Let’s go to dinner," Mr. Fieldjoy says as he lifts his dinner jacket from the 
hanger.  "I might even have an extra dessert tonight,” he sighs.  
 Mrs. Fieldjoy puts her hands on her knees and hunches over Dilbert who 
is still rolled into himself and hiding behind his front paw. “Now, you behave, 
Dilbert. Be a good dog.”
 Dilbert whines and presses his snout deeper into hiding.
 "Bye Doggywog," Mr. Fieldjoy says this in his extra deep voice, the way 
he always does.
 "Be back soon," Mrs. Fieldjoy sings as the door is opened.
 Then, rattle, clink, and CLACK. It's closed and locked. He's alone. Alone 
in this tiny room. Locked in, with no way out.
 Or so they think… Dilbert's head pops up. He jumps to his paws. 
Apparently, they don’t know how clever their dog is. Dilbert’s been unlocking 
doors for years.
 “Miss?” Mrs. Fieldjoy says to a maid in the hallway. 
 Dilbert listens.
 “Will you be here a while?”
 “Afraid so. Is my cart in your way? I can move it,” she offers.
 “No, actually I would love for you to move the cart in front of our door, 
and keep it there—the longer the better—got a doggy escape artist inside.”
 Dilbert's ears perk. Guess they do know. He listens to the cart's rumbling 
wheels as
 Mr. Fieldjoy rolls the cart to their door for the maid. He listens as Mr. 
Fieldjoy jams the cart against the door so its handle stops the doorknob from 
turning.
 Huh, they're more aware of his abilities than he realized. He might be 
able to find a way to unlock the door before they return, but he’ll never be able 
to open it with the cart there. He flops to the floor, letting himself sink into his 
murk. 
 He stretches his flop into the room's quietness. Plops into it. The 
quietness stuffs his ears with aloneness. He's been left behind, left right in the 
middle of nothingness. He stares at the empty space in the room. He's so by 
himself…with nothing to do…nothing but listen to his own heart beat. 
 A few seconds of this nonsense and he begins pacing the cabin. Back 
and forth, back and forth—his long hound ears swing side to side, brushing the 
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floor. They swing to the rhythm of his chant: "Nothing to do…Nothing to do…
Got nothing to do…Nothing to do.”
 Until he hears footsteps. The kind of footsteps made from rubber-soled 
shoes, the kind of footstep sounds made from someone tiptoeing down a 
hallway. His ears perk upward. His tail lifts. He waits and listens as the 
footsteps in the hallway grow closer. Closer to his cabin. They're getting closer. 
Closer. Suddenly, they stop. Someone’s out there. All radars switch to ON: his 
eyes shoot to the door; his whiskers point into robotic probes; his ears peanut-
brittle snap upward and forward, ready to suck in any sound; his tail becomes a 
board, ready for whacking. Someone’s definitely outside the door—he can hear 
them breathing. Next, he hears the sound of rolling wheels against the wooden 
floor. The cart, it's moving…Someone's moving the cart out of the way.  
Someone wants in his room. Someone…
 Oh—Dilbert's ears drop—the maid—it's only the maid moving the cart, 
Dilbert slunks onto his stomach; he almost seems disappointed someone isn't 
trying to break in. Maybe he'll just take a nap. He covers his eyes with his 
paws. 
 Make the time go faster, he thinks, lowering himself deeper into this 
mopey slump. This decision automatically triggers his inner screen saver; the 
image of a giant hot dog floats before his eyes. 
 Wait a minute! Dilbert springs to his feet, his screen saver clicking off—if 
the cart’s moved, that means I can try to open the...
 But before he can finish the thought, his cabin’s doorknob turns—slowly, 
quietly.
 Grrrr.... a deep and intense rumbling emerges from the bottom of his 
throat; his ears stiffen into baseball bats. 
 The doorknob freezes.
 “Yap?” a tiny voice asks from the other side of the door.
 “Shh,” the doorknob turner says, “be quiet out here,” the voice instructs—
a soft, motherly sounding voice.
 All at once, there's a snuffling sound, a wet and wimpy sniffy probe. And 
then the doorknob jiggles—someone’s getting a whiff of the doorknob.
 “Yap!” 
 Atlas—it’s Atlas—which means—Dilbert's ears spring upward; his snout 
stiffens— it must be that swindlin’ rubberstampee as well. 
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 “Woooof! Grrrr...” Dilbert warns, with his grease-sizzling-in-the-frying-pan 
grrr.
 “Ah—what?” the earring-in-the-eyebrow lady releases the doorknob. 
“Where am I? Bunbits!” she gasps and shoves the cart back in front of the 
door. 
 “Woof! Woof!” Two consecutive booming woofs meaning: Just try and put 
one inky toe in this room. Try it and see how hounds confuse toes with hot 
dogs!
 “Yap; yap; yap!” Atlas urgently says that he must speak with him; 
excitement pings out his mouth like corn kernels in hot oil.
 “Woof; woof!” Dilbert explains: he’s not in the mood to talk, but he is in 
the mood to bite. 
 “Ruff!” Atlas informs. 
 “OOOF!” Dilbert lets Atlas know that he doesn’t need some wimpy cream 
puff telling him who to bite—he knows who the troublemakers are on the ship.
 “Hush, Atlas,” the rubberstamped lady instructs. “No barking in public.”
 Just as Atlas is about to say something else to Dilbert, the inky lady 
gently pushes Atlas deeper into her purse, muffling his bark. 
 “Sheez, How embarrassing. I’m always doing stuff like this,” she mutters 
to herself.
 Dilbert can hear Atlas’s muffled yap as the doodle-pad lady scurries 
down the hallway. Nothing the tiny dog says makes any sense; it just sounds 
like gobbledygook, even to Dilbert’s expert ears. About the only word that 
clearly escapes the purse is the word case. 
 Case? Does that cream puff think he has something to say about my 
case? Dilbert mentally huffs. Well—Atlas should know one thing—if I do ever 
have a discussion with that curlycue puffball, it will be me telling him about the 
case, not the other way around. 
 Dilbert listens to the rubberstampee’s thumping steps as she bounds the 
stairway that’s down the hall and on the left. This time, her footsteps sound firm 
and determined—until they don’t. She stops. 
 “I’m doing it again!” she huffs and retraces her steps—down the stairs, 
into the hallway, and up the stairway on the right.
 I’ve got to make sure the Fieldjoys are alright. How can I when I’m stuck 
here? Think brain. Come on, think! he yells inwardly. 
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 He does another about face in the bedroom and tromps the other way—
it’s exactly seven large steps from wall to wall, well, seven times four if you’re 
counting hound dog steps. This time he exits the bedroom and enters the 
cabin’s restroom—the white walls, the white floor, and the white gleaming sink 
make him feel as if he is in an insane asylum—the place where they send 
crazy dogs like me, he thinks as he leaves the restroom and continues to pace 
the floor.
 Dilbert has a bad habit; quite often his gloominess will fuel the invention 
of some sad, pathetic story he tells himself:
 Next thing you know I’ll be bound in a straight jacket, and some doctor 
will be hooking me to some kind of electric gizmo, he tells himself, creating a 
movie in his head. 
 “What went wrong, Doctor?” the nurse will ask. “He was once such a 
skillful hound dog, known to sniff out danger - track it down - and wipe it out,” 
the nurse will muse, and the doctor will shake his head sadly. 
 “The dog went mad. Mentally fried, Oscar-Meyer barbecued. FBI agents 
discovered him swinging from the light fixture in a ship’s cabin - kicking his feet, 
swimming the air.” 
 “Maybe this current of electricity will jolt his brain, and he’ll be the famous 
hound dog detective once again,” the nurse will say just before the doctor flips 
the switch.
 Tears begin filling Dilbert's eyes as he imagines his disastrous future. 
 He whimpers and sucks up the thread of spit that’s eked from his pouting 
mouth. 
 
 
 Just then,“Garble blurb garble, Blah; Blah...”
 Who’s that? he wonders between sniffs, almost irritated that someone 
would disturb the sad, wonderful story in his head. 
 “Garble, garble.”
 There it is again—that muffled, echoey voice, Dilbert thinks.
 Shrewdly he puts the echoey sound together with the bathroom, but 
when he gets inside the tiny space, he hears nothing; the voice has stopped. 
Did he really hear it, or was the voice in his head? Maybe he really is going 
crazy. But then,
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 “Ar eady inner et? ” A deep voice says. “We’ll blurb garble garble tha 
og.” 
 Dilbert looks up; the sound is coming through the vent above his head. 
 The passenger must be standing in his bathroom directly overhead, 
Dilbert deduces. Wait a minute! 
 Dilbert’s body pings; he remembers Mrs. Fieldjoy saying that her cabin is 
directly below the rubberstampees. 
 “Gotta... get... closer....” Dilbert grunts as he jumps onto the sink’s 
counter and stretches his ear toward the vent.
 “After inner, ets...ook...ue...garble,garble...oot ars...garble, 
garble...ilvery...oon.”
 Dilbert analyzes the mishmash of sounds he remembers—after inner—
after dinner; ue—blue...oot—shoot... ars—stars...ilvery oon—silvery moon. 
Suddenly, it all makes sense to him, stars and silvery moon and something 
blue must mean Mrs. Fieldjoy’s blue moon suitcase. They plan to shoot Mrs. 
Fieldjoy and her blue moon suitcase?! Are they going to steal the suitcase? Is it 
more valuable than he had thought?
 So that’s it! That’s what those troublemakers are up to, Dilbert realizes, 
punching the air with his tail. I’ve got to save Mrs. Fieldjoy! Now I really do 
need a plan... 
 His misery has vanished. His ears are perked; his tail is lifted; his eyes 
are widened. And, his brain has become an Etcha Sketch—his detailed plan 
drawn out like a work of art. He’d tell you he’s never planned such a 
masterpiece. Why, if he could, he’d draw it for us. He’d ink out his plan with 
profound skill; critics would call it artwork; they’d demand it be available for 
viewing; they’d display it in a major museum. 
 Dilbert sucks up the string of saliva that’s escaped his mouth; he can 
almost taste his upcoming victory. He’s a dog stamped for success.
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