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Pink Saddles 
Chapter Thirteen  

 Atlas, no. Those aren’t flowers; you’ll be stung, Dilbert pleads 
mentally, his mental voice so loud he doesn't realize his mouth's not 
moving. 
 The  blob-monster is looming over them, puffing its blob right at them, 
bending Dilbert's whiskers. Bubbles are swirling everywhere; sea froth is 
spiraling; clarity is comboodling. Everything's a blur, one big blur-blob.  
What can Dilbert do? 
 Suddenly, the blob-monster speaks: “Atlas, no!" It booms, rocking the 
ship with its voice vibration waves "Those aren’t flowers; you’ll be stung!” 
Its puff in its blob stretches outward, then collapses with a swack. 
 Is the blob-monster reading my mind? Dilbert wonders. Didn’t I just 
think that?  
 The ghostly blob stops puffing its gigantic pingpong paddle poof, 
allowing the water to calm. And as this calm washes away the froth and 
foam, it's like a huge white curtain is drawn. The ghostly blob-monster is 
made clear—it's not a ghost at all. Not a monster either. It's a whale. A 
whale behind a giant white ship sail. (But you probably guessed that. Help 
the dogs save face; go ahead and act surprised.) 
 The whale swims forward and puts his eye up to Atlas’ face. What is 
worse? I ask. A ghostly blob or a whale that can suck you into its mouth if it 
takes too deep a breath? 
 “They are sea anemones, not flowers,” the whales inform. “What 
looks like petals are actually stingers. Best not to touch,” it blinks, its eyelid 
accidentally brushing against Atlas and pushing him backward. 
 Dilbert swims over to Atlas, blocking his body from the whale. He 
puffs out his chest. “You scared us—on purpose, I think.” 
 “I’m sorry, Dilbert," the whale's eyes soften; its tail sweeps the sea 
each time it pauses. "Just having a bit of fun in a graveyard,” the whale 
gives a whale-ish smile. 
 “You said my name,” Dilbert realizes aloud. 
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 “Yes. Hello Dilbert,” he politely dips his head. “Atlas,” he smiles, the 
movement of his giant lips nearly sucking the tiny poodle into his mouth. 
Wisely, Atlas swims behind Dilbert. 
 “How do you know us?” Atlas asks, peeking over Dilbert’s shoulder to 
shout his question. 
 “I know all about the two of you and your Higgledy Piggledy mission. 
I’m a member of the Whale’s Warning System—a broadcasting company 
that works with the CIA.” 
 “Huh?” Both dogs respond. 
 The whale just chuckles, “The mermaids told me.” 
 “Oh,” both dogs reply. 
 “And now I have a question for the two of you. Ever ride a horse?” 
 “Uh... Well... No. But,” Dilbert looks off to the side with a faraway look 
in his eye—he’s picturing his home, “I live on a farm, so I’ve seen it done. 
Plus,” Detective Dilbert falls into his usual rant, “I’m an unusually strong, 
flexible, and adept hound dog, so...” Dilbert looks up at the massive 
creature that hovers above him; one swipe of its tail and he would be 
crushed; his bragging ceases. Atlas has been shaking his head “No” the 
entire time. 
 “Why?” Dilbert shyly asks. 
 “I’m here to take you the rest of the way to Higgledy Piggledy,” the 
whale smiles and adds, “If you can ride a horse, you can probably ride a 
whale.” 
 Atlas pops back up to peer over Dilbert’s shoulder (he’s making sure 
he doesn’t become the whale’s next plankton meal). “Can you get us there 
before the pirates do?” he asks. “We need to save the Fieldjoys,” Dilbert 
looks over at Atlas and then remembers to add at the last second, “and the 
rubberstamped people too.” 
 Atlas corrects him, “He means the Swindolls.” 
 “Yes, it is quite possible we can get there in time to save your 
families. We wish to save all the humans; they all play a role in the 
ecosystem, you see,” the whale nearly hums its words; it looks deep into 
their eyes and slowly blinks. “Besides,” he adds, “they don’t call me 
Whiplash Wally for nothing!” He then winks; the dogs aren’t sure why. 
“Excuse me for a moment; there are trip preparations to be made,” 
Whiplash Wally says and swims backwards just a bit, putting space 
between himself and the dogs. 
 “Huuuuuuuuuuuummmm... Huuuuuuuuuuuummmm...” 
 His booming sound is ricocheting off the dogs’ ear walls and shaking 
their brain cells. They aren’t sure what this unusual whale is up to with that 

rev 8/5/20 Page �  of �2 8 Beneath the Sea



loud noise of his. Seconds later, they have their answer. From somewhere 
far away, deep, bell-like voices answer his call.  
 “Huuuuuuuuuuuummmm... Huuuuuuuuuuuummmm...” It sounds as if 
there is a fleet of cruise ships, each blowing a massive horn. 
 Suddenly, a herd of whales and a pod of dolphins are surrounding 
them. Atlas tries to hide in the saggy folds of Dilbert’s skin, avoiding the 
forceful current their approach creates. The pod encircles the dogs; Dilbert 
and Atlas float in the middle of the giant creatures. The whales’ huge faces 
are inches from Dilbert’s head, their massive eyeballs inspecting him. He 
feels like a molecule of bacteria under a microscope. One slight flick of a 
whale’s tongue and they’re goners. If the whales wanted, they could use 
their tails to play ping-pong with them. No one is moving. No one is making 
a sound. The dogs are feeling a bit uncomfortable, to say the least. 
 “I’ll get my saddle,” Wally says, doing an about-face and then 
zooming toward the ship. 
 Dilbert and Atlas are left alone with the pod of strangers who say 
nothing; they simply stare. Dilbert and Atlas awkwardly float there, feeling 
smaller and smaller by the second. 
 Somebody needs to do something; we need an icebreaker, Dilbert 
thinks. Remembering the happy hoopla he created during a barn 
performance back home, Dilbert tries his dance routine on them. Maybe it’ll 
break the awkward silence. He begins to... 
 “H-O-W-W-W-L... HOW... HOW... H-O-W-W-W-L!” 
 Atlas seems to get what Dilbert’s up to because he snatches two 
hermit crabs from the seafloor and uses them like finger cymbals as he 
dances to Dilbert’s beat, twisting his waist while rolling his paws left and 
right. 
 The creatures seem to appreciate the dogs’ performance of “You Ain’t 
Nothing But A Hound Dog” because the whales and dolphins begin to 
huuuummmmm along—whales are excellent musicians, pretty amazing 
dancers too. And the next thing you know, the whales and dolphins start 
swishing their tails while singing along. Unfortunately, this creates a 
monstrous current that sweeps the two dogs away. When Whiplash Wally 
returns, he finds Dilbert has become a sushi roll, rolled up tightly in a witchy 
plant. And Atlas finds himself in a dance position with the ship’s skewered 
skeleton. 
 “Recess time is over; it’s time to take off,” Whiplash Wally instructs, 
motioning the dogs to return. 
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 Dilbert and Atlas aren’t sure what to think of Wally’s saddle—his pink 
saddle. Did you hear me? I said pink. Back home, people would say things 
about such a sight, but not here. 
 Immediately, the whales and dolphins fall into place. The next thing 
the dogs know, they’re climbing onto Wally’s hump and grabbing the reins 
connected to the pink saddle. Unfortunately, the saddle’s designer didn’t 
anticipate a tiny rider like Atlas, so the reins are a bit difficult for him to hold 
onto, kind of thick and slippery for his little paws. Luckily though, the reins 
have suction cups just the right size for a tiny poodle. Atlas wraps one rein 
around Dilbert’s waist as if it were a belt and then aims his poochy tummy 
at a suction cup; the clever Atlas then motions for Dilbert to press the cup’s 
edges against the hound dog’s side. Dilbert is wearing Atlas like a cowboy 
wears a pistol. Now the two pals shouldn’t get separated. 
 The dogs wonder if Wally knows how different his saddle is. The 
seat’s really cushy, kind of squishy. And there’s so many reins to hold. In 
fact, there are eight.   
 Why so many? Are there extra replacements if something goes 
wrong? Dilbert worries; he can just picture his reins snapping in two while 
they’re making a sharp turn or something. 
 I’m not sure this ride is such a good idea, Dilbert begins to think. 
 “Hold on, boys; prepare for take off!” Whiplash Wally shouts. 
 He reaches up with his fin and twirls a small fluorescent fish that’s 
sitting on top of his head. Immediately, the little fish begins to spin. It’s 
glowing red—like a police car’s flashing red light. 
 “Excuse me, Mr. Whiplash Wally,” Dilbert begins, “I think I better find 
another way to--” his words are cut short. 
 “10---9---8---” Wally bellows. 
 “Uh, that’s ok,” Dilbert speaks up while Atlas peers out from under the 
suction cup. “We’ll get there without your...” Dilbert tries to explain; he’s 
changed his mind. 
 “7---6---5---” 
 “If you wait; I’ll just climb down... Uh, these reins seem stuck to my 
skin...” 
 “4---3---2---” 
 “If you’ll help me get unstuck, I’ll find another way to...” 
 “1---TAKE OFF!” 
 “WHOAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA...!” Dilbert’s body is yanked 
with such force that he’s ping-ponging up and down and back and forth, 
from the top of Wally’s head and then to the tip of his tail. It’s like he’s 
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waterskiing, but instead of a boat, he’s attached to a rocket. Atlas’ eyeballs 
are so wide they nearly take up the extra space in his helmet. 
 Wow. These seaweed reins are kind of amazing, the detective thinks, 
watching the stretchy reins slide him up and down Wally’s body. 
 Dilbert smiles and gawks at the amazing pink reins—Atlas just 
screams. 
 The suction cup thingamajigs are clinging to Dilbert’s arms and paws. 
He couldn’t even let go if he wanted to. Both dogs remain securely 
suctioned. 
 Whiplash Wally leads the way; the other whales are following behind 
like a parade of police cars. The dolphins are at each side of the herd; they 
look over at the dogs who are sliding back and forth on Wally’s back. Their 
smiles seem to grow, and they bob their heads up and down as if it’s all a 
big joke. 
 “This isn’t funny!” Dilbert tries to say, but he can’t get the words out.  
 They’re tearing through the water at such a great speed that a jet 
stream is blasting Dilbert in the face, washing out his eyes, ears, nose, and 
probably even his colon. 
 Uh, I wonder if Wally sees that coral reef, Dilbert cringes. We better 
ascend. He must know what he’s doing—hope so. 
 The towering reef is getting closer...  
 “Hey, uh, Mr. Whiplash, uh don’t you think we better swim over the 
reef”? 
  Wally doesn’t say a word. He just keeps torpedoing toward the reef. 
It’s getting closer... closer... closer... 
 Dilbert and Atlas close their eyes. 
 “Dear God, we could really use your help about—” 
 WHOOSH—At the last second they rocket upward and over the reef 
wall. The polyps all pop into their hideout holes. The force actually bends 
their stony exoskeletons. Dilbert’s knocked off Wally’s back. And of course, 
wherever the pistol-packing Dilbert goes, so does Atlas.The reins still cling 
to his paws and waist, but his feet are flapping behind him. All of a sudden, 
a couple more of those extra reins snatch a hold of his feet, securing him to 
Wally. Now he’s standing on Wally’s back. 
 “Whewie! I’m ridin’ bare pawed. Yeehaw! Ride ‘em cowboys!” Dilbert 
shouts; Atlas screams louder. 

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

 “Excuse me.” 
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 Hello, Dilbert: the pink-loving, saddle-riding cowboy. 
 “Wrong person; this is Dilbert, the danger-hounding detective. 
And once again, you have failed in the matter of accuracy.” 
 Is that so? 
 “Indeed. I did not, have not, and never will say whewie or 
yeehaw.” 
 Gotcha. 
 “Excuse me.” 
 You did, have, and probably will once again say whewie and 
yeehaw—because you just did. 
 “Doesn’t count.” 
 I wonder, Dilbert. Can you count? How many of those dog 
chews do you have left; let me see? 
 “You gave them; you cannot take them back.” 
 Perhaps just a little nibble? 
 “I believe I hear my phone ringing in my agency; better go.” 
 Probably the pharmacy calling to say that case of Pepto Bismol 
I ordered for you is ready for pickup. 
 “Cannot hear you; too busy chewing.” 
 Pretty soon you’ll be busy wobbling. 

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

 And speaking of wobbling, teetering, and especially tottering—Dilbert 
is starting to enjoy his ride on this rubbery pink saddle, which is on this 
whale-ish, white torpedo. 
 Dilbert’s not sure why a cowboy would want a pink saddle, but he’s 
certainly impressed with how well it works. He’s got one rein in each paw, 
and there’s a rein gripping each foot. He glances down at Atlas and sees 
the crazy poodle trying to pry his suction cup free from Dilbert. 
 “Atlas, no! “ he manages to yell. “Are you insane?!” Dilbert presses 
the suction cup back in place. Poor Atlas, perhaps he’s had enough of this 
crazy ride. When Dilbert looks away, Atlas starts prying up the suction cup 
again. 
 Maybe when we reach the island, I’ll use the extra reins to lasso the 
pirate scientists. Then, I’ll use two more to tie them up. 
 The thought makes Dilbert smile, and he looks down at the amazing 
pink saddle—problem is that the saddle is looking back at him. 
 Wait! This is no saddle. This is an octopus, Dilbert realizes. 
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 But there’s no time to complain because Wally suddenly changes the 
game plan. He points his whalish nose toward the water’s surface and 
increases speed. The speed’s impact is fierce. Dilbert’s loose extra skin is 
plastered flat against his face. His ears are popping from the change in 
pressure. He strains to keep his head up straight. 
 Hope these suction cups hold. 
 Before they know it, Wally is leaping out of the water and into the air. 
There’s the ship! Why is it twirling in circles? The slime-sucking scientists 
are running around the deck, yelling at everyone. But all the passengers do 
is hold out their arms and chant “Yes-oh-Mus-tard.”  
 Meanwhile, the dogs, the whales, and the dolphins are all speeding 
toward the ship, tearing through the air. 
 “We’ll beat you now, you low-life lizard-lipped looneys!” Dilbert 
gleefully yells. 
 He looks down at Atlas, expecting to see his smile. Instead, he sees 
the poodle climbing from suction cup to suction cup. A hairpin, the one used 
on the ship to open doors, is protruding from Atlas’ bottom. 
 I wondered where that hairpin was hiding, Dilbert thinks as he 
reaches forward and pulls the hairpin from Atlas’ bottom. 
 Apparently, Dilbert forgot about the hairpin being in his pistol-packing 
side pocket. Poor Atlas. Atlas suctions his back paws to Wally and rides the 
whale like a little cowboy. 
 “Yeehaw!” Atlas shouts, happy that the hairpin has been removed, 
and happy to see the ship. Now, the poodle’s toothy smile takes up most of 
the extra space within his helmet. 
 The passengers seem to have heard Atlas ‘cause the pirate scientists 
on the ship turn and point at them. Dilbert opens his mouth to shout 
something else when suddenly, Wally dives back into the ocean. The other 
rocketing creatures follow his lead. They’re plunging downward. Dilbert and 
Atlas strain to hold their reins and keep their balance. Then, acting in 
unison, the pod of whales and dolphins lift their noses upward and torpedo 
straight ahead, accelerating their speed. 
  Whoooaaa... Here we go again. Dilbert’s head is yanked backward. 
Atlas is flung flat against Wally’s back. They’re ascending... WOOSH- 
They’re in the air. Wally must want to tease those sneaky scientists ‘cause 
he suddenly does a midair somersault right in front of the ship. 
 All of a sudden—KABOOM! YEEEEEEEEEEEeeerrr... SPLASH. The 
ship’s shooting at them!  
 KABOOM! Oh no, not again... YEEEEEEEEEEEeeerrr... The cannon 
ball rips through the air on their left. Wally jerks right. 
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YEEEEEEEEEEEeeerrr... Another one is hurled to their right; they zip left. 
But not fast enough—THUD. Dilbert’s hit. He feels the gooshy blood 
pouring out of him. 

 I’m a wounded soldier. I’m a courageous, brave soldier dying to save 
others, Dilbert thinks, looking at Atlas for sympathy. 
 But Atlas is just giving Dilbert that back-seat driver look again. I guess 
he’s getting all cocky now that his poofy hairdo is returning in this wind. 
Dilbert decides to be brave; he looks down at his wound. 
 Isn’t blood supposed to be red? Why is mine orange? He gives Atlas 
a confused expression. 
 “Cantaloupes!” Atlas shouts. 
 “What?!” Dilbert shouts back. 
 “Not cannonballs—cantaloupes!” Atlas yells. 
 Being out of the water, Dilbert’s whiskers begin to rotate. They bend 
toward his wound. His printer is activated; letters click across his inner eye. 
 “Hey, those aren’t cannon balls; they’re cantaloupes!” Dilbert shouts 
to Atlas and smiles. 
 The scientists must have found a way to rig the old cannons so that 
they slingshot cantaloupes at them. Wally motions with his flipper and they 
all dive back into the ocean. Seconds later, they’re leaping back into the air, 
right beside the ship. Wally lets his blow hole cut loose, soaking the 
scientists who are leaning over the side of the ship, shaking their fists and 
growling at them. Then, Bang! Bang! Bang! Wally fires cantaloupes out of 
his mouth—right back at the two scientists. Good old wise Wally must have 
caught a few in his mouth when they were fired. What a whale! 
 “So-long, you pea-brained pirates! See you at Higgledy Piggledy!” 
Atlas shouts as they soar past the ship. 
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