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Plank and Plunge 
Chapter Eight  

 All too soon, the soft glow of morning light creeps through the dining 
hall’s window and yarns itself under the table, tapping Dilbert’s leadened 
eyelids. The dog struggles to lift his eyelids, but their will has withered. 
They barely move. He lies there a moment longer, hiding inside himself, 
eyelids locked. Why do his eyes ache? He tries again. Slowly, his lids 
manage their upward creep, and the tablecloth comes into focus. 
 Wait—where am I?  
 Things twirl in his skull, trying to settle. And then they stop. They click 
into place. He remembers—the stomping, the chasing, the running, the 
Fieldjoys—Mrs. Fieldjoy! His head springs upward; his ears and tail stiffen. 
He forgot to save Mrs. Fieldjoy from the rubberstampees. He’s got to find 
her—her and her blue-moon suitcase. The alluring aroma of baked bread 
wafts through the dining hall; Dilbert feels his stomach spiral, looking for its 
breakfast. No time—he can’t let the Fieldjoys down. Preparing to stand, he 
stretches his legs in front of him. Floop—out pops a white ball of fluff. 
 What?! 
 Atlas simply looks at him, eyes wide and sparkly, tiny bubblegum-
tongue ready for licking, fluffball-self panting cheeriness. 
 “Ruff; oof,” Dilbert whispers, his way of asking: What are you-ou-ou 
doing here? 
 “Yip; yap,” Atlas whisper-skips back, which is poodle language for: 
Are you alright? I’ve come to help. I’ve got something to tell you about that 
case. 
 Unfortunately, Atlas doesn’t get the chance to explain; the 
conversation is cut short. 
 “Good morning everyone,” a cheerful voice suddenly speaks. “If you 
will all take your seats, we’ll get started.” 
 Dilbert and Atlas put their chins flat to the floor and peek under the 
tablecloth. Apparently, the kitchen servers are meeting this morning. They 
begin to discuss the particular needs of certain individual passengers. 
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 “Let’s see, the Chou family in cabin 315 is allergic to mushrooms; the 
Mendez family in 101 does not eat anything made with dairy; the 
Wilsons...”   All of a sudden... 
 “Excuse me,” the lizard-like Agent Galliwasp enters the room along 
with the icy-eyed Agent Steely. Although this morning, Steely’s typical 
icepick-peer looks more bloodshot than cold and his whole body kind of 
droops. I wonder if he feels that case of his was worth losing a night’s 
sleep. It’s obviously valuable to the guy—in fact, he’s clutching his boxy, 
white case now. Dilbert feels his whiskers vibrate, and there's the slight 
sensation of creep running through his veins, like ants marching through 
their underground tunnels. 
 Flashing some sort of official-looking badge, Agent Galliwasp 
continues, “My colleague and I are here to inspect the galley.” 
 The servers give each other a sideways glance. Huh? Why would FBI 
agents inspect their ship’s kitchen—all wonder, servers and the dogs, 
they're all befuddled. Especially Dilbert: FBI people are federal agents; they 
chase down big-time criminals. They do important government stuff, not 
kitchen stuff. 
 It just doesn’t make sense to Dilbert. The job seems too trivial for the 
FBI. And yet—when he thinks about it—eating is pretty important, and, 
considering the way his empty stomach pains right now, he wouldn’t mind 
inspecting the kitchen himself. 
 The head chef, however, simply looks seriously stern: “Yes, I did 
receive your paperwork on the matter.” He lifts his chin and purses his lips. 
His words are clipped: “I can assure you that we take the utmost care to 
follow all health regulations in my kitchen.”  
 “I’m sure," Agent Galliwasp's expression turns slithery. "However, we 
are following up on a complaint and must be certain we avoid any bacterial 
havoc during our voyage.” His voice bends and stretches with a tone of 
niceness; why then does it feel like it's rusting everyone's insides? 
 Dilbert stuffs his discomfort deeper into his gut and cuts the question 
inside him short. He's got to be logical, use his mind to figure this out. 
Avoiding contaminated food is important, he silently argues with the 
discomfort in his gut. Really important, he thinks, remembering the time he 
ate a hotdog gone bad—spent his night fertilizing the garden—not a good 
memory. 
 “Yap; yip,” Atlas mutters to Dilbert, warning him; a yap and yip 
interpreted in human language as: Don’t trust these guys. They’re not 
kitchen inspectors. And they're not agents either. You’ve got to get control 
of their case. 
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 “Woof” Dilbert mutters back—his way of saying: I don’t need you 
telling me how to solve my own case. 
 Atlas scrunches his face up in surprise. Why won’t Dilbert listen to 
him? 
 “We can begin by analyzing the kitchen area while you finish the 
meeting, and then we’ll meet with the rest of the staff.” 
 “Fine!” the chef huffs. “Raphael, take over!” the chef angrily turns to 
escort the agents into the galley. 
 The galley’s swinging doors are beside Dilbert’s current hiding place; 
Steely and Galliwasp are coming his way. Dilbert and Atlas scoot 
themselves backwards, deeper under the table. As the chef shows the way, 
the agents hang backwards a bit. 
 Just as they are at Dilbert’s hideout table, Agent Galliwasp grabs 
Steely by the arm and leans in toward his ear, “Don’t blow it this time. 
Remember: You drop the pans—I sprinkle the glupetonium.” 
 Steely glares at Galliwasp, “Don’t waste any this time,” he growls 
back. 
 “Pfff... There’s loads of the stuff at Higgledy Piggledy Island,” the 
Galliwasp pooh-poohs Steely’s worry, swishing his hand back and forth as 
if to erase Steely’s stupid thought. 
 “Oofonium?” which is Dilbert’s way of repeating the word 
glupetonium. 
 Atlas doesn’t waste any yaps; he gets right to the point, “That’s what 
I’ve been trying to tell you. It’s glupetonium in their white case. They plan to 
use it on everyone on the ship.” 
 “Oofonium...” Dilbert racks his brain, trying to place the word. 
 “Yip?” Atlas asks as politely as he can. 
 “Woof? Woof,” Dilbert quickly responds, which can be translated as: 
Who doesn’t know that word? But I will not be telling you what the word 
means. You tell me—prove I should let you in on this case. 
 A test? Atlas likes tests: “Yap; yip—yap; yap.” Atlas has said a 
mouthful, but I will do my best to interpret. Basically it means: I overheard 
the criminals talking one of the times Mrs. Swindoll—that’s the person I 
take care of—when she got lost on the ship; she was standing in front of 
their cabin door, studying her map; I was in her purse. I put my ear to their 
door; they said something about glupetonium stopping people from 
arguing, making them obey. 
 “Woof?” which is Dilbert language for, obey what? 
 “Yip,” a poodle’s word for, not sure. 
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 “Woof?” and that’s Dilbert’s way of asking, obey whom? (Who vs. 
whom or lie vs. lay—Dilbert has always found proper English crucial.) 
  
 What are those weasels up to? Detective Dilbert turns the agents’ 
words over and over in his mind, seeing if he can snap the puzzle pieces 
into place. He recalls what he’s heard: stop arguing—obey—lots of 
glupetonium on Higgledy Piggledy: “I’ve got it!” Dilbert almost woofs too 
loudly. 
 “Shhh,” Atlas reminds. 
 Dilbert's head flattens. “Oh,” his voice lowers to a hush, “I’ve got it! 
They plan to neutralize human thought so they can take over the ship, the 
country, maybe the world!” Dilbert’s whiskers zing outward left and right, 
looking like two fans on each side of his mouth. 
 “Yip!” Atlas applauds Dilbert: You figured it out! You're a good 
detective! he yips, slosh-walloping Dilbert's face with his bubblegum 
tongue, his powderpuff tail whomping the floor for emphasis. 
 Dilbert steadies Atlas’ tail, keeping it from hitting the tablecloth. And 
then, the detective lays out plan A: “So, first we’ll get the case. Then, we’ll 
capture the FBI agents. And then, we’ll get our hands on those 
rubberstamped swindlers!” 
 “Yip!” which means—great! But then Atlas adds “Yap!” which means 
Huh? 
 Dilbert doesn’t hear the question; he’s busy inking out the rest of the 
plan. He can’t crawl out from under the table yet—he’ll be caught, and then 
he really can’t stop these evil FBI Agents. Dilbert and Atlas stay put while 
Dilbert further concocts his brilliant plan B—if only he knew what it should 
be. 
 Meanwhile in the ship’s galley, the chef offers the agent a glass of 
orange juice for testing. 
 “Hmmm... I think that this orange juice has become rancid; it doesn’t 
taste right,” Agent Galliwasp accuses. 
 “Why, no! This cannot be!” the chef is insulted. 
 Just then, Steely purposely creates a commotion, knocking over 
some pots and pans, making the chef look away. Quickly, the Galliwasp 
sprinkles a few flecks of the glupetonium into the pitchers of orange juice. 
 “Oops, so sorry,” Steely pretends to apologize as he picks up the 
pans from the floor. 

 Trying to hold back his irritation, the chef turns his attention once 
again to the criticized orange juice. 
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 “This cannot be; I squeezed the juice myself just this morning!” Glug, 
glug, glug—the chef pours himself a glass of juice. He takes a sip... “It does 
taste...” His eyebrows furrow with concern— “bad,” the chef admits. 
 Looking up at the agent, he tries to continue. “But, I don’t understa...” 
All of a sudden, the chef’s eyeballs begin to roll and a glazed expression 
comes over him. Ping—ping—ping. His ears begin to twitch. 
WhooooOOOoohh... His nose grows and grows and then shrinks and 
shrinks, until finally it returns to its normal size. 
 Suddenly, he drops the glass of orange juice and flings his arms 
outward, straight in front of himself. 
 “I-am-your-ser-vant,” he says in a robotic sort of way. 
 The chef bends his knees, preparing to kneel before the agents; as 
he lowers himself to the floor, he dips his head and humbly waves his arms 
up and down. The great thing is that as he lowers himself, his rigid arms 
knock over a plastic bottle of mustard that’s sitting on the counter. It’s taking 
him forever to kneel—thinking is no longer his forté.   
 “What-to-call-my-mas-ter?” the chef asks as his knees reach the floor 
and hit the bottle of mustard. SPLAT! The stinky, yellow substance shoots 
through the air and covers Steely’s face. 
 “EeeGAaaahkk! MUSTARD!” he growls, wiping the yellow gloop from 
his eyes. 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” The lowly chef says, touching his nose to the floor 
and fanning the agents. 
 “What-shall-I-do-for-you-oh-Mus-tard?” the chef asks. 
 “I am not Mustard—stop calling me that.” 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” the chef repeats, looking as if he’s staring into 
nowhere. 
 “My name is Master Bob; I am a scientist,” he growls. 

 “Mas-ter Bob-oh-Mus-tard,” the chef replies. 
 “ENOUGH!” Galliwasp snaps. “There is work to do. Listen closely to 
the following plan, my servant, and follow my instructions precisely.” 
 “Your-wish-my-com-mand-oh-Mus-tard.” 
 Soon, the chef is lumbering out the door, a tray held high over one 
shoulder. On it are glasses of “orange juice” for each hard-working waiter. 
 “Aah, just in time. Our meeting is concluding and we are all quite 
parched,” the meeting’s current leader, Raphael, smiles. “Take a few gulps; 
then, get into position; the passengers will be arriving for breakfast any 
minute,” Raphael instructs the others. 
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 The unsuspecting crew workers each grab a glass and begin to 
guzzle the concoction, not knowing that they are drinking their doom. 
 Soon, the hungry and still sleepy passengers shuffle into the dining 
hall. Secretly peeking out from under the tablecloth, Detective Dilbert waits 
to see what will happen. He scans the crowd, looking for the Fieldjoys. 
 There they are! Dilbert spots them; he watches as they take a seat at 
a table across the room. Everything seems OK; the scientists take their 
seat like everyone else and hungrily begin to nibble the breakfast roll set 
before them. They avoid their orange juice, of course. 
 “So sorry we’re late for breakfast,” the rubberstampees enter the 
room, beaming with morning sunshine. 
 Grrrr... Dilbert bares his teeth. Atlas is dumbfounded by Dilbert’s 
reaction; he stares at Dilbert, his mouth hanging open. 
 The zombie-ish waiter doesn’t answer; he just shoves them to their 
seats and pushes on their shoulders, forcing them to sit down. 
 “OK—hands off, pal,” the earring-in-the-eyebrow lady says. 
 “Is there a problem?” the bearded rubberstampee asks in a startling 
deep voice. 
 The waiter gives no response; he just stares straight ahead as if the 
rubberstampees aren’t even there. 
 “Keep to yourself, sir. Be civil and we’ll all stay happy and whole,” the 
bearded rubberstampee, holds his palms out and in front of himself, 
warning the waiter to back away. 
 Again, no expression; the waiter’s face is a blank computer screen. 
And then, as if programmed, the waiter haphazardly plunks a glass of 
orange juice in front of each inky person. The orange juice sloshes over the 
rims and onto the table. 
 “Excuse me, can you tell me if there are any artificial flavorings in this 
juice?” the inky lady asks her waiter, preventing him from lumbering away. 
 “Ar-ti-fi-cial,” the waiter repeats, staring into nowhere. He then turns 
and galumphs his way to another table. 
 The rubberstampees push their orange juice away—there’s no way 
they’re going to drink something with artificial flavoring. 
 “Woof; ruff,” Dilbert explains while glowering at the inky people: Soon 
Atlas will be free of these troublemakers—he’ll make sure of it. 
 “Yap!” Atlas protests. But Dilbert doesn’t hear because just as Atlas 
yaps, Dilbert takes a deep breath. His printer does not respond; last night’s 
chase must’ve worn him down. Nonetheless, the detective recognizes the 
odor that fills his nostrils; it’s the scent of danger. 
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 He scowls at the rubberstamped suspects, “I’ve got my eye on you, 
you doodlepads,” he growls softly. 
 Atlas looks at Dilbert and then at his family and then back at Dilbert. 
 What’s going on? he wonders just as the rest of the waiters stomp 
through the galley door; each is carrying a tray of orange juice. Atlas’ ears 
perk and his tail stops wagging—the waiters—what’s with them? 
 Dilbert watches as the waiters approach their assigned tables. 
Hmmm... Odd. He too isn’t sure what’s different, but there’s something 
weird about them. Their bodies seem rigid, and—what is it about their 
walk? Their legs are stiff; they bend about as much as grill prongs. As they 
tromp, almost mummy-style, to their assigned tables, the orange liquid 
sloshes in the glasses and over their rims. The glassy-eyed waiters stare 
straight ahead while moving robotically from person to person, grabbing 
each a glass of orange juice from the tray and shoving it into the 
passenger’s face. “Drink,” the waiters instruct. The sleepy passengers are 
jolted by the rudeness, but they’re also still half asleep, too tired to 
complain. For some reason they didn’t get a decent night’s sleep. Too many 
dreams of stomping, hollering, and chasing. Huh, I wonder what caused 
that. 

 As more and more passengers begin to sip their juice, the room 
grows quiet. 
 What’s going on? Hey, wait a minute! both Dilbert and Atlas wonder. 
Eyeballs are rolling; earlobes are pinging this way and that; and—
WhooooOOOoohh—noses are growing, growing—no, they’re shrinking, 
shrinking. 
 The rubberstampees sit there watching, staring in disbelief. 
 Dilbert’s widened eyes watch Galliwasp and Steely who are sitting at 
their table, snickering as they congratulate themselves. 
 The earring-in-the-eyebrow lady grabs her friend’s inky arm and 
squeezes: “What’s happening?!” she asks, looking around the room at all 
the noses that are expanding like pufferfish and then shrinking like popped 
balloons. 
 The Fieldjoys sit at their table, each doing what they often do at 
restaurants—they sit engulfed in an interesting book—oblivious to those 
around them while they wait to be served. They don’t even notice the 
zombie-ish characteristics of their waiter as he thunks toward them and 
plunks their glass of juice on the table. The Fieldjoys reach for their glass. 
 “No!” woofs Dilbert; he explodes into view, bolting toward the 
Fieldjoys’ table. 

rev 7/20/20 Page �  of �7 10 Beneath the Sea



 “No!” yells the earring-in-the-eyebrow lady as she rushes over to the 
Fieldjoys. 
 “Stop!” yells the bearded doodlepad who plunges at the Fieldjoys, 
trying to knock the orange juice glass from their hands. 
 “Wait for me!” yaps Atlas. 
 At the same time, Dilbert leaps into the air. He’s flying—flying—
thump. Atlas has landed on his back and is riding Dilbert like a rodeo 
cowboy—together they’re flying—flying—BOOM! They tackle the waiter—
Dilbert pinning down his arms and Atlas jumping on his head. Dishes fly 
and crash to the floor. During all this hubbub, the rubberstampees are 
knocked over; they fall and crash into the neighboring table, knocking over 
that table’s half-filled orange juice glasses. Both doodlepads lie on the floor 
covered in the juice. Meanwhile, Dilbert—still pinning the waiter to the floor
—turns to the Fieldjoys who are frozen with shock, their hands holding their 
juice glasses to their mouths. 
 “WOOOF!” Dilbert glares at their juice and barks. “WOOOF! Grrrr...” 
he adds. 
 “That dog has caused enough trouble for me! I thought I warned you 
to keep this dangerous animal locked in your cabin!” Galliwasp bellows as 
he approaches. 
 “Yes, yes, I’m-I’m-I’m sorry,” Mr. Fieldjoy is stunned; his voice is 
shaky. As he sets his juice glass down, Mrs. Fieldjoy blinks her eyes and 
surfaces from her shock-produced stupor. She sets her glass of orange 
juice down as well. All of a sudden, WhooooOOOoohh... The Fieldjoys’ 
noses are growing; their eyeballs are rolling; their ears are twitching... 

 “Hahahahaha... Looks like you’re too late, you mangy dogs. A few 
seconds with the glasses held under their noses inhaling vapors of the 
glupetonium are all they needed!” 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” all the waiters say in unison. 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” the rubberstampees repeat, still lying on the floor, 
covered in orange juice. 
 “Hahahahah...” Galliwasp and Steely both guffaw, their laughter filling 
the dining hall. 
 “Now,” Agent Galliwasp smirks as he turns to the Fieldjoys, “say hello 
to your mustard—I mean master!” 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” the Fieldjoys chant in unison, their arms 
outstretched in servitude. 
 “And for you, you flabby beast!” Steely says as he approaches the 
group; he grabs a knife from the table. 
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 “Hold on!” Dilbert yells. 
 Immediately, Atlas jumps onto Dilbert’s back; he takes hold of 
Dilbert’s ears, clutching them as if they are the reins of a horse. Whoosh! 
Dilbert and Atlas take off. Up and down the stairs, out to the deck, leaping 
over barrels... Finally, they lose the two glupetonium-loving lowdowns. 
Panting uncontrollably, Dilbert ducks behind a barrel, trying to slow his 
breathing so he can decipher what to do next. 
 “That’s it!” Dilbert brightens. “If we can make it to the captain’s control 
room, we can call the coast guard. Coast guards will help us; it’s their job.” 
 “Uh, you plan to explain everything to the coast guards? They’ll be 
awake; they won’t understand a word you woof,” Atlas shakes his head. 
 Yea, but think—even if they don’t know our “language,” they’ll know 
something’s wrong from all the woofing and howling I’ll do; they’ll send help 
alright. Detective Dilbert and Atlas peer over the barrel and see nothing. 
So, ever so quietly, they slither out of their hideout and tip toe toward the 
control room. 
 “There you are! I’ve got you now!” Steely shouts. Suddenly, the deck 
is crowded with stupefied and mummified passengers, their arms 
outstretched, their eyes hypnotically staring ahead into nothingness. 
 “Get them!” the power-hungry Galliwasp commands the passengers. 
 “Yes-oh-Mus-tard,” they chant as they begin to lumber toward the 
dogs. 
 “Woof!” Dilbert warns them to stay back! 
 “Yap!” Atlas pleads. 
 “I don’t want to hurt you!” Dilbert fervently barks at the passengers. 
Doesn’t matter. As the dogs inch backwards, the brain-deactivated 
passengers shuffle-stomp toward them. Dilbert and Atlas are trapped. 
 “Hahahahaha!” the steel-cold scientist bellows, delighting in Dilbert’s 
woe. 
 “Oh look, they don’t know what to do, poor weak things!” Criminal 
Galliwasp mocks. 
 Dilbert’s face is a mass of worry. He takes a step backwards; the 
passengers stomp forward. 
 “Just bite them, you stupid dog. Tear into them with your teeth,” 
Steely looks as if he’s watching an amusing movie. “You don’t know what to 
do, do you?” he laughs the words. 
 Unfortunately, he’s right. Dilbert can’t possibly hurt an innocent 
passenger. There doesn’t seem to be an escape. Realizing he’s pinned in, 
Dilbert glances over his shoulder and sees the ship’s plank. 
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 “Save yourself,” Dilbert cautions Atlas. “I’ll try and divert their attention 
by getting on the ship’s plank; you make a run for it.” 
 “No way, Bozo. You’re not winning this game of chase too,” the little 
dog yaps and leaps onto Dilbert’s shoulders. 
 Oh bother, the wimpy-looking dog has to go and act all brave on me, 
Dilbert thinks, grateful for Atlas’ courage. 
 The corpse-like passengers thump toward them. They have nowhere 
else to go. Reluctantly, Dilbert backs onto the wooden plank, Atlas clinging 
to his ears. 
 “Ah, let me past. Enough time wasted,” Steely says, shoving the 
passengers aside and climbing onto the plank. An evil smile slithers across 
his face as he pokes Dilbert with the tip of the knife. Dilbert is now at the 
edge of the plank; the sea stirs below like a boiling pot of soup. 
 That’s it—Dilbert’s had enough. 
 “Ready to end this nightmare?” Dilbert woofs to Atlas. 
 “I’m with you,” Atlas responds. 
 “Take a deep breath,” Dilbert says. And then he leaps. 
 “GERONIMO!” Atlas woofs. (It is, perhaps, the first woof of his life, 
made within life’s last moments.) 
 SPLASH! They’re gone. 
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