
Higgledy-Piggledy 
By Wendy Wright 

Tale Chase 
Chapter Fourteen  

 Salty winds, jetting water-wings, sun-kissed water-sprays, wind-
curled poodle-pops and high-speed doggy-do's: they're flying—literally 
flying. After each scooping dive, they take a thrilling leap into the air, a 
joyous stretch that fins them beyond gravity, sling-shooting them forward. 
Whirlwinds of thrill spiral through them. Spurts of jubilant purpose lift them 
above the ocean's surface and propel them further than natural. And when 
they do touch down, they skim the waves at whale-whipping speeds, pink 
saddle and all. There's a gleaming smile, an impish delight, in each face, 
each dolphin, each whale. And there's a glee within the pull of each tickle-
pinked suction cup. And the two doggies? What's an antonym for the word 
"cool?" 

 "WOOOOOOOWEEEEEE!" Dilbert yells, leaning forward, over the 
head of Wally Whiplash and into the thrill of danger, water spraying him in 
the face, wind hollowing out his insides, sweeping out any residue of fear. 
His chest is lifted; his snout is firmly set. Yesterday's round, hounding eyes 
are now two clawish crescent moons. The wind's long fingers are pulling at 
the sag in his cheeks, ponytailing those skin flabs of his behind his head. 
His dewy skin, his taut cheeks, his electrified verve—it is Dilbert, only 
better. He's the Dilbert he always wished he could be.  Then, there's this…. 

 "SHOOTTER-SHAAAATTER- SHIIIIII…!" And that would be Atlas 
hollering. The little wind-dried, curlycue powderpuff is shouting truckloads 
of glee, shouting until Dilbert's ponytailed flab whacks the last consonant off 
his giant word.  Wally's massive eyeball moves upward, giving Atlas a look. 
Dilbert just snickers. It's a poodle-pleased-Atlas response to Dilbert's 
exclamation, a poodle-puff response with a giant smile that's nearly 
pushing the snout and eyes off his little face. The happy poodle's wearing, 
not a toothy smile, but an entire toothy face. He pumps his tiny fist in the air 
as he hollers. 
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"Onward and forward!" Dilbert paw-pumps back, his eyes locked to the 
horizon. 

 For them, it's Higgledy Piggledy Island or bust! And it looks like 
they're going to make it before the pirating scientists, the glupe-licking, 
lizard-breathed Galliwasp and Steely, before they do. But even so, even if 
they do arrive before the pirates and glupey crew, how are a bunch of 
whales, dolphins, and two dogs going to thwart this power-craving, pirate 
scheme of theirs? 

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

"Excuse me, narrator." 

Fiddlesticks—it's Dilbert.  

"Indeed, it is I." 

I see that. 

"That what? What that do you see? And, if the that you speak of is the "C" I 
have given you for telling my story, then the that I say to you is, 'You are 
most welcome.' Couldn't help it; a softy like me always grades easily. And 
did someone mention chicken strips?" 

No, I said fiddlesticks—Dilbert, can this wait? We're almost to Higgledy 
Piggledy Island. There are no chicken strips. 

"Ah, permission slips—I agree you do indeed need parental approval for 
official trips or for accepting chicken strips, as the case may be." 

I did not mention permission slips because this is a story; we do not need 
permission slips, and no one is serving chicken strips. 

"Kibbles 'N Bits dog food? Why didn't you say so? You indeed have my 
permission for this official trip to Kibbles 'N Bits headquarters." 

D-I-L-B-E-R-T! 
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"I am here. Over here. Don't you see me? Oh no, I've got this quite wrong; 
you said 'cattle ticks' not permission slips. This is quite serious. Farmers 
say a tick's bite can knock the senses out of you. Hold still, I'll use my 
Ticknophomatic 3000; I just clamp this down on the end of your nose 
and…" 

OUCH! D-I-L-B-E-R-T! Knock it off. 

"I cannot knock a tick off your nose—a tick must be dug out." 

That's a mole. I do not have a tick, unless the tick is a hound dog named 
Dilbert. 

"No tick? I must say, if you claim to be a narrator, you should speak with 
clarity." 

Clarity?! Dilbert, I did not say cattle ticks; I did not say Kibbles 'N Bits; I did 
not mention official trips, or chicken strips, or permission slips—what I said 
was fiddlesticks. Is that clear?! Finally?! 

"Saggy hips?" 

No. 

"Tiny itch?" 

Not. 

"Fine. I see. Or, rather, you see—for I am "NOT" the one with the "C." You 
are. Regardless, and, be that as it is, I recommend you stop wasting time 
fiddling with sticks and let me report the ending of the story." 

So, that's why you're here, pestering me. You want to hijack the story. 

"Now I really am worried that tick has snazzle-whomped you. There is no 
character named Jack within the story to whom I can say hello." 

No, hijack as in seize control, take over, or pirate the story. 

 "Speaking of pirates, it's time you wear your mouth patch." 
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Eye patch, pirates wore eye patches. And I am not the pirate here; you are. 

"Perhaps, then, it is time for another one of my ponytailed, flab-stuffing 
maneuvers you mentioned earlier in the story." 

Shall I tell ya what to stuff? 

"No…quite unnecessary…but…You got a hot dog around here? I have 
always found hot dogs decent stuff for stuffing." 

Dilbert—you're drooling all over the story. 

"So sorry. I will hold the soggy story if the drool bothers you." 

Absolutely not. I know what you're up to. 

"Actually,  my inner printer tells me I am up to 99.9°. Quite hot, actually. Too 
many dog chews, you see. Might you have any of that pink stuff left? If not, 
I can read while you go get some." 

"Pink stuff? You mean Pepto Bismol? No, Dilbert….I'm so sorry you feel 
badly. Tell you what: I'll speed things up here, and then I'll go get you some. 
We'll make that stomach of yours feel better. Deal?" 

"Indeed. And remember: tell the story as I told it to you." 

Problem is you've ended it as many different ways as there are dog chews 
in your gut. 

"Ooooohhh…my stomach." 

Alright; alright.  

"Alright, indeed: stay right to the facts; take no left turns from what you've 
been told." 

Then it's straight to the vet for some of that pink tummy medicine. Right? 

"Indeed. "  
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OK, I'll get right to the point… 

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

 Dilbert and Atlas and the whole oceanic bunch are agog when they 
reach the island. Turns out Higgledy-Piggledy Island is a breathtaking place
—towering palm trees, white sandy beaches, lush tropical plants, exotic 
birds, gushing waterfalls. And the tourists you meet there are so, so—
zombie-ish. Hardly a thought in those noggins of theirs. They walk around 
all day repeating whatever they hear on T.V. as if it were factual. They rattle 
off numbers but never add two and two together. It also turns out that many 
manufacturing companies have known about glupetonium for years. 
They’ve been putting the substance in products since—since—well—since 
the invention of reality TV, maybe even earlier. Unfortunately, the glupe is 
added to many well-known products used each day. For example, the 
brain-numbing glupe is a secret ingredient within some girls’ lip gloss. (Boy-
band managers support its use.) Just watch the female audience at a 
concert—any flinging of oneself, any fainting, any panting: blame the glupe. 
This glupey concoction is also secretly added to drinkable products sold at 
many grocery stores. You’ll detect its consumption by the way young men 
use their fists rather than their logic to support a debate.  

 And speaking of a good debate, there’s still an argument going as to 
how this story really ended—most people like a good ending to a story, but, 
unfortunately, I cannot promise one here. The final facts are a bit blurry. 
And with their pal Dilbert around, the farm animals have learned to 
appreciate blur. Be assured, when Dilbert and the Fieldjoys returned, the 
farm animals bombarded Dilbert with questions, wanting to know all the 
details. Here’s the thing I have discovered about Dilbert; he’s a really 
creative dog. He likes to change things up a bit and decorate the story with 
a few extra exciting and very artistic details: you’ll know which details are 
make-believe; just watch for his whiskers to cross as he talks. So, basically 
the story’s ending depends on the day you ask Dilbert for details. 

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

"Uh, I hear what you're saying, narrator, and you are, indeed, straying left 
when we agreed you'd keep right to the facts. " 
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Yes, Dilbert—keep a lid on those dog chews of yours so I can speed along 
here. 

"The dog chews are in a bag, not a can. There is no lid." 

Dilbert! Zip it! 

"I see no zipper to this bag." 

Be quiet, Dilbert. 

"Fine. But I will, indeed, honk if you make a left onto Opinion Way." 

I'm keeping right, Dilbert, keeping right. 

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

 Some days Dilbert claims that when they arrived at Higgledy 
Piggledy, they placed signs along a path that read: “This way to 
Glupetonium.” According to Dilbert, the foolish scientists followed the signs 
and were led to the estuary, the lake that connects to the ocean. Little did 
the pirating scientists know, but hundreds of sea creatures were hiding 
there, lurking beneath the water—waiting. When the scientists arrived at 
the final sign, the sea creatures suddenly emerged from the water and 
hurled seaweed balls at them. SPLAT! The seaweed balls bolted through 
the air and bombed them like cannon balls. The power-hungry scientists 
were plastered. Having all the sea creatures hurl slimy balls at them scared 
the scientists so much that they flew frantically through the jungle 
screaming with terror until they tripped and hit their heads, knocking 
themselves unconscious. The coast guards took it from there. I’m not sure 
this is true, but it would be great if it did happen. Thing is, the signs would 
have been written in paw-print code. So, I don’t think I’d trust this story 
ending. 

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

"That's a loud honk!" 

Thank you—I am in my lane again. No worries. Keeping right. 
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***************************************************** 

 Another time Dilbert told the tale, it involved the island’s citizens. 
According to Dilbert on the day of this story, the islanders have been so 
inundated with glupetonium that they’ve developed an immunity to the 
substance and are not bothered by the brain-numbing stuff—really smart 
people actually live there. So, Dilbert says that he and Atlas convinced 
these islanders to devise a massive seaweed net. Apparently, the 
glupetonium is located in a particular cave on the island above which they 
hung the seaweed net. Together, they rigged the net so that when the 
scientists tried to push aside the boulder that blocked the cave, it instantly 
scooped them up and dangled them from a nearby tree. Dilbert also claims 
that before hanging the seaweed net, he told the islanders to soak it in the 
glupetonium-filled water that drips from the inside of the cave. He says this 
is why the scientists now live in a stupor and constantly repeat the phrase 
“Yes-oh-Mus-tard” to whomever they meet. Why didn’t Dilbert and Atlas 
become hypnotized while they supervised the work done with the 
glupetonium-soaked net? When asked, Dilbert simply started rambling 
something about his infrared RX3000 Secret Spy Night Goggles. But we 
know he didn’t bring the protective goggles on the trip. So, who knows? 

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

"Honk! You are verging from Reality Road. And I must say, the stomach is 
chewing on those partially digested dog chews something awful." 

I'm trying to hurry, Dilbert. Stop tooting at me so I can tell the story and get 
you that pink medicine you need. 

"I do not toot, especially when discussing dog chews." 

Good to know, Dilbert. Nonetheless… 

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

 At the next barn meeting Dilbert said there were more facts that he 
had just remembered. He told everyone that Atlas instructed the islanders 
to dress like natives—grass skirts, war paint—the works. As the scientists 
dangled from the tree, they looked down and saw that the natives had 
concocted a bonfire beneath their net and were encircling the fire in a 
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stomp-like dance. As the pretend natives pounded on their drums and 
danced around the fire, they chanted, “Me want food; scientist food; me 
want food...” Over and over they chanted. Unfortunately, this scared the 
scientists so much that they lost bladder control and put out the fire. Gross. 
Oh well, it frightened the scientists, which was the goal anyway.  

 Thester had a few really important questions at one barn meeting.  

 “How did the Fieldjoys and the rest of the crew get back to normal?” 
he whinnied. This stirred the crowd; they really wanted to know. 

 “Well,” Detective Dilbert said in his professorial-sounding voice while 
standing on the straw-bale podium. “You see, I probed the jungle for an 
answer; I hiked through snake-slithering brush, over craggy mountains, and 
into tarantula-filled caves. It took many days of exploration and many hours 
of deep-breathing exercises until my inner sensory mechanisms were back 
to normal and my inner printing system worked. But finally, after much effort 
my whiskers began rotating and the answer came,” Dilbert then snapped 
his fingers and paused for effect. “Mustard plants!” 

 The farm animals whispered their amazed clucks, oinks, honks, and 
moos. (Notice Thester didn’t respond. He stood there smirking the whole 
time.) 

 “Mustard grows all over the island,” Dilbert continued with his tale that 
day. “So, I knew that if I were to feed the Fieldjoys the mustard seed, it 
would act like an antidote,” Dilbert then paused and looked deep into the 
eyes of his audience; the audience leaned in toward him. 

 “They have never said ‘Yes, oh Mustard’ again. They now allow only 
ketchup on their hotdogs!” Dilbert raised his paw high in the air with his final 
word. 

 MOOO, CLUCK, OINK, HONK, COCK-DOODLE-DOO! the audience 
cheered and applauded his new story ending.  

 And then Thester spoke up. “But if mustard plants were all over the 
island, as you say, then why did you need to hike through snake-slithering 
brush, over craggy mountains, and through tarantula-filled caves?” 
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 “Good point,” Gillie the goat bleated, making everyone moo, honk, 
oink, and so forth. 

 “That, my friends, is neither here nor there!” Dilbert said in a deep, 
passionate voice.  

 Believe it or not, even without glupetonium, the animals seemed to 
accept his answer. Thester, however, just neighed. On the other hand-paw-
claw-whatever, I did witness that on the way out of the barn that night, 
some of the animals were smirking, and a few even ribbed each other as 
they moseyed out the door. So, maybe they just enjoy a good tale. 

 “Where are the scientists now?” you ask.  

 Dilbert claims that the last he saw of the scientists, Steely was 
swinging from tree to tree within the jungle, singing “Twinkle, twinkle little 
stars; mustard only goes in jars.” And sneaky Galliwasp is now found daily, 
slithering along the rocky shore trying to lick off everyone’s sunblock from 
their legs. It’s either that or the scientists are now working as janitors on the 
island’s new resort; I don’t know which is true... 

 I think what really happened is… 

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

"HONK! HONK!" 

Dilbert, put a sock in it, will ya?! 

"I'd prefer a hot dog." 

I know a dog that's asking for a roasting. 

"And I know an opinion that needs to be shish-kebabbed." 

Dilbert, I just wish to say this little last bit. 

"As in Kibbles 'N Bits?" 

I thought you had a stomach ache. 
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"I do. I simply wish to know where we are headed. Might it be Kibble 
Headquarters?" 

Fine. We'll go there. After I get the pink stuff, we'll go. 

"Proceed." 

I can finish? 

"HONK!" 

What now? 

"It's a green light. Time to go!" 

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

  As I was saying, I think what really happened is much more 
straightforward. My guess is that a plane saw the ship spinning in circles 
and then called the coast guard. As a result, the coast guard rescued the 
passengers and took them to a hospital to flush the glupetonium from their 
systems. The officers then put the scientists in jail. But I prefer to imagine 
Dilbert’s versions of the story. Perhaps he’ll have another tomorrow.  

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

"Toot! Toot!" 

I thought you didn't toot, Dilbert? 

"I don't, not around food. This is more of a paw-up beep for Dilbert's story 
version." 

You mean versions, as in plural. 

"Plural is always good when visiting Kibble Headquarters." 

May I continue? 
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"You may, indeed. Just stamp this document here agreeing to keep things 
in plural form when at the headquarters." 

I don't do that rubberstamp thing, Dilbert. 

"Nor Do I. This is not rubber. It is made from our 100% genuine farm-style 
mud." 

Fine. Here. 

"What is that? That is not your signature." 

It's a code that means "I'll think about it." 

"What good is a code if you reveal its meaning? And thinking about it is 
good. I won't let you stop." 

You won't stop me anymore when I'm telling the story? 

"Beep! Beep!" 

I take that as a green light? 

"Indeed." 

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

 So, after all of this hubbub and hullabaloo, the Fieldjoys are even 
more dedicated to everything organic, everything real—including the 
people they invite to their home. 

 “Here’s to new friends, new perspectives, and a new love for things 
not mustard-yellow!” Mr. Fieldjoy raises his glass of freshly juiced beets and 
carrots. 

 “To new friends!” the Swindolls repeat; they raise their glasses to his. 

 “Cheers!” they say, clinking their glasses together.  
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 “You know,” Mrs. Fieldjoy says in a thoughtful, sing-songy way, “this 
really is beautiful,” she says pointing to an inky design on Mrs. Swindoll’s 
arm. “I’ve been thinking about getting a little design myself.” 

 Dilbert’s ears perk; Atlas’ head pops up from its resting place on the 
couch. 

 “Maybe a little horse, or maybe a hound dog...” she says winking at 
Mr. Fieldjoy. 

 Dilbert snuggles closer to Mrs. Fieldjoy’s chair; he licks her toes with 
his sloppy tongue. 

 “Someone’s already trying to influence the decision, I see,” Mr. 
Fieldjoy says raising an eyebrow at their dog. 

 Everyone laughs.  

 Dilbert rests his snout on top of her feet. Ah, the earthy scent of being 
home. So good. 

 “Well, do you think you’ll ever take a cruise again?” Mr. Swindoll asks, 
flicking a ropey strand of hair over his broad shoulder.  

 “Oh, I don’t know; maybe someday,” Mrs. Fieldjoy thinks aloud. 

 Dilbert looks over at the blue-moon suitcase waiting in the hallway for 
a tired Mr. Fieldjoy to place in storage. Blue moons don’t come ‘round 
often; he’s got some time. He snuggles deeper into the shaggy carpet. 

 “We have a suggestion,” Mrs. Swindoll says, her eyes twinkling, her 
earring in the eyebrow gleaming. “Look at this brochure,” she hands Mrs. 
Fieldjoy the pamphlet. 

 “Oh boy, don’t get her started; she loves pamphlets and daydreaming 
of future vacations.” 

 Mrs. Fieldjoy gives her husband that back-seat driver look, or is she 
at the wheel? Hard to say. 
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 “Camp Whowhatawanta...” she reads the brochure’s title. 

 “We thought maybe the two of you might join us next summer; 
doesn’t a camping trip sound fun?” 

 “Sure does. I like the idea of staying on solid ground, for a while at 
least,” adds Mr. Fieldjoy. 

 “We can pitch in and share in the cooking,” Mrs. Swindoll begins 
planning aloud. 

 “We’ll bring the orange juice,” chimes Mrs. Fieldjoy with a sneaky 
twinkle, the thought of orange juice making everyone groan. 

 “We haven’t even put your suitcase away yet, and you’re already 
talking about the next vacation?” Mr. Fieldjoy says, nodding his head in the 
case’s direction. 

 “Sure is a unique case,” says Mrs. Swindoll. “I love artistic pieces like 
that.” 

 Everyone looks at the suitcase’s scarred and banged up edges, its 
nearly worn off silvery moons, and its scratched shooting stars.  

 “Too bad it got beat up like it did on this last trip,” Mr. Fieldjoy says, 
feeling badly for his wife. “It’s rubbish now; we’ll get you a new one.” 

 “That’s OK. The dents and scars tell a story. It all depends on how 
you look at those worn bits.” 

 “That’s my wife for ya!” 

 “Now don’t go talking about my dents and worn bits,” Mrs. Fieldjoy 
places her hand on her hip, pretending to be offended. 

 “No,” he chuckles at his error. “I’m talking about the way you 
sometimes stop me from throwing things out. I think something’s ready for 
the trash bin, and you show me how it’s still good,” Mr. Fieldjoy teases. 
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 “Well, that’s the thing, isn’t it? Nothing is 100% one way all the time. 
So don’t rubberstamp me, buster. Maybe it is time for a new suitcase,” she 
teases back. 

 “Woof!” Dilbert responds, which means I think you’re right. 

 “NEIGH!” whinnies Thester with his nose up to the front door screen, 
which is his way of saying: Hey you guys—LOOK! 

 Thester takes off running, looking back to see if Dilbert’s following. 
Without hesitation, Dilbert leaps from his spot and rockets through the 
screen door after Thester (you can still see his shape in the screen if you 
visit the farm before the screen’s replaced). 

 “Wait for me!” Atlas yaps and speeds outside after the two. 

"The end?" 

Almost, Dilbert. Hold on; there's a little more. It's called the epilogue. 
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