
Higgledy-Piggledy 
By Wendy Wright 

Tea Party 
Chapter Eleven  

 With the Pepto predicament behind them, Dilbert and Atlas continue 
to dog paddle toward the goal—it’s onward and forward to Higgledy 
Piggledy Island. Thus far, their voyage has been a spine-tingling adventure. 
They’ve seen captivating places and met fascinating characters—yes, even 
our pal Pierre Pepto can be classified as such. In fact, this creature is 
especially fascinating—fascinating in that you’ve gotta fasten your eyes on 
the guy—or you might find yourself stabbed in the back. If only he would 
take that fencing mask off every now and then, things wouldn’t look so grey, 
and he’d see that life is more than a battle. Hmmm... Upon reflection, I 
must remind myself that characters can change, even those with sharp 
tongues or, as in this case, sword-like noses. Cutting remarks aside, their 
Pepto event did have its pluses. For one thing, they now know the phrase 
is “en garde” rather than “unguard,” the difference between the phrases 
being profound. For another thing, they learned the importance of rereading 
one’s manual (also known as a scroll)—a particularly special composition 
to read should a mermaid have given it. And another thing, they now value 
teamwork a whole lot more. In fact, this time as they set off for Higgledy 
Piggledy, the two dogs feel so chummy that they dive into an old pirate-
paddling chant. Atlas gets credit for starting it—he bellows “Heave!” and 
then Dilbert hollers, “Ho!”  
 “Heave!”  
 “HO!” 
  Heave—Ho! back and forth, working in unison like crewmen on a 
ship. Yes, indeedie—things are good.  

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

 “Never say that.” 
 Say what, Dilbert? 
 “That things are good. Then, you’re sure to get bad.” 
 I didn’t know you were superstitious. 
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 “I am a detective, not a doctor. I cannot super stitch you.” 
 No, superstitious—as in irrational. It’s when you believe silly 
stuff. 
 “I believe in your existence, don’t I?” 
 Touche’. 
 “X-ray? I explained—I am not a doctor; I cannot give you an X-
ray.” 
 Dilbert, what’s wrong with your hearing? I didn’t say X-ray. 
 “I can apologize when I offend, but things thus said I cannot 
unsay.” 
 Not unsay—X-ray. Never mind. Is something wrong with your 
hearing? 
 “Pardon?”  
 I asked if something is—What are you doing now? 
 “I am trying to suck out the water that remains in my ears from 
the voyage.” 
 Dilbert, stop that. Give that thing to me. Not a good idea to use 
a toilet plunger on your ears. Here, I can get the water out. See this? 
It’s called an ear swab. 
 “You know how to use that?” 
 Sure, piece of cake. 
 “Do not say that—piece of cake. You’ve jinxed it now. I’m out of 
here!” 
 Oh Dilbert, just knock on wood and you’ll break the 
superstitious spell.  
 “Touch me with that ear swab and I’ll be knocking something, 
alright.” 
 Come on, what could possibly go wrong? 
 “Everything, especially when you think it won’t. See ya!” 

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

 Poor Dilbert. We’ll just suffer through the story without him. I’m sure 
his ears will dry out; he’ll be fine. No worries. If I remember correctly—
before the interruption, we were discussing the palsy-walsy time the two 
dogs are having as they progress toward Higgledy Piggledy. In fact, the 
whole underwater city seems more cheerful right now; even the creatures 
seem extra friendly. The purple and red sea anemones wave hello as 
Dilbert and Atlas swim by (their stinging tentacles stretching outward, 
aimed at the dogs’ paws). The butterflyfish are sweetly snuggling up to the 
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coral polyps (and taking a huge bite of the coral just after the dogs swim 
past). The pufferfish are so thoughtful; they see the dogs and inflate, 
adding their decorative, balloon-like touch to celebrate the dogs‘ victory 
over Pierre Pepto (making certain their sharp spikes are visible as the dogs 
approach). Dilbert isn’t even thinking about his water-soaked skin rolls 
sagging around his ankles and drooping along the base of his behind. Atlas 
couldn’t care less about his poof-denied fur and twiggy appearance. Yes, 
it’s one of those moments in life when everything feels right.  
 “Heave!” Atlas shouts and waits for Dilbert’s response, his eyes 
dancing and his nose twitching.  
 But this time Dilbert fails to answer; he’s peering ahead at a beam of 
light that’s drawing radiant circles in the water.  
 “I said, Heave!” Atlas repeats in a sing-songy voice. 
 He gets nothing in return. 
 As the dogs paddle forward, the beam grows brighter, but Atlas 
doesn’t quite see what’s happening—he’s swimming behind Dilbert’s huge, 
saggy body. Suddenly, the beam rotates and hits Dilbert right in the eye. 
 Probably just had a tickle in his throat, Atlas decides. He tries again, 
“Heave!” 
 “Don’t you ever stop? Trash the heave-ho routine, will you?!” Dilbert 
snaps. 
 The spell is broken. Atlas droops. They paddle ahead in silence. And 
as they do, they swim past an octopus who rudely flings his eight arms in 
their direction (he’s actually waving). They paddle past a father catfish that 
hisses at them (he’s actually trying to say hello, but his mouth is full of eggs 
that he must protect). Finally, they arrive at something that will take the 
grumps out of their focus—a road sign. It reads: 

Lobster Lighthouse Ahead 
All visitors must stop & report to officials. 

 Atlas swims up beside Dilbert who is stopped before the sign. Long 
cords of kelp have clothed it, covering some of the words. Without 
hesitating, Atlas paddles to the top of the sign and grabs a pawful of kelp. 
He pulls and pulls, trying to clear the sign of the debris. Without saying 
anything, Dilbert reaches up and simply flicks the kelp away. They read the 
sign together in silence. When they finish, the two dogs stand there thinking
—Dilbert thinks while peering at the rotating beam; Atlas thinks while 
staring at Dilbert. Scrunching his lips together and over to the side of his 
face in a disgruntled sort of way, Dilbert looks past the sign and at the 
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towering red and white lighthouse; Atlas copies Dilbert and looks too. 
Lobsters and crabs are scuttling up, down, and across the building’s 
exterior. The smooth, seaweed road they are on breaks left into a rocky off 
ramp that leads to the lighthouse. Right now, the beam of light is turned 
away from the dogs, but it is working back their direction. Soon the beam 
will aim its blinding light right at their eyes. 
 “Let’s go,” Dilbert says as he plunges forward. 
 “Wait. We’re going to stop, right?” 
 Dilbert keeps pumping his legs. 
 “The sign says to stop at the lighthouse,” Atlas warns. 
 “Don’t worry,” Dilbert says. 
 “But, the scroll says we need to stop for kelp tea at the lighthouse. 
Remember?” Atlas’ thoughts slosh side to side—one side knowing what he 
should do, the other wanting to please Dilbert.  
 Dilbert interrupts, “Why waste a bunch of time at a boring lighthouse? 
We can stop and report somewhere else—somewhere where we can at 
least grab a bite to eat.” 

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

 “Um, Narrator?” 
 Hello, Dilbert. Ears all dry? 
 “Indeed.” 
 How may I help you this time, pray tell? 
 “There is another discrepancy within your storytelling.” 
 Please, Dilbert do share—I fervently beg of you to tell me. 
 “Drop the drama. Please, no kneeling or lighting of a candle is 
necessary; hard work and a few more brain cells are what it takes to 
avoid your type of errors.” 
 What is it this time, Dilbert? 
 “I did not in fact say we should go ‘somewhere where we can 
grab a bite to eat.’” 
 Really now... 
 “No, I definitely remember saying that we must first get a gift; 
lacking a gift when going for tea is ‘indiscreet.’” 
 So, you said “indiscreet,” not “bite to eat”? 
 “Indeed.” 
 Is that right, Dilbert? Here is an idea: Instead of indiscreet, 
perhaps you were complaining of Atlas’ driving from the “back seat”? 
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 “Definitely not.” Once again, what I said was that I wasn’t—and 
I quote— ‘indiscreet and trying to cheat in order to place my back to 
the seat of a restaurant where we can eat.’” 
 Hmmmm... So Dilbert, let me get this straight. You just 
remembered that you did not, in fact, say bite to eat, indiscreet, or 
back seat; you instead said—what truly stood out from your last 
statement—is that you are “trying to cheat.” 
 “Absolutely not. You are twisting my words. I distinctly 
remember discussing how it is indiscreet to put one’s back to a seat 
and rest one’s feet and those who do are simply a cheat, unless you 
bring a gift, of course.’” 
 I feel I am being spun faster than the lighthouse’s beam. 
Unless, you are more upfront, Dilbert, I don’t think we will ever get the 
facts concrete. 
 “Indiscreet, back seat, concrete—Please, I wish to stop the 
rhyming. However, there is one more phrase I would enjoy sharing.” 
 Go ahead, Dilbert. 
 “Ejection seat. You are now being ejected from the narrator’s 
position—for the time being, that is.” 
 Truth be told... 
 “Yes? Finish your statement.” 
 That is my statement: the truth must be told, Dilbert. 
 “I promise to be truthful. Take a break, Narrator—you look as if 
you need one.” 
 I was born looking that way. However, I could use a respite. 
Remember, I shall return. 
 “It will be a treat, and that is concrete, so for now put up your 
feet.”  
 Ugh. I’m outta here. 
 “Indeed.” 

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

 Hello, it is I, Dilbert—ready to relay the facts. It is true—I did indeed 
begin to swim past the lighthouse. However, when I spied a member of the 
Squid Squad up ahead and past the offramp—well, I then remembered 
how small and delicate Atlas is and how this Squid Squadder could be 
frightening to him. Therefore, just as I was about to pass the offramp, I 
activated my backpedaling abilities and back stroked my way toward the 
lighthouse. I must admit; I am glad I did after all, and I believe Atlas was 
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happy with the decision as well. I learned an important truth in that moment
—as I am always saying: the best teachers are those who are teachable—
and I am a teachable teacher; consequently, I learned the following: it is not 
always indiscreet to (figuratively) drive from the back seat. Atlas helped me 
understand this. Turns out he was right about following the stopping-at-the-
lighthouse rule. Excuse me, I must momentarily cough and gag. Deep 
breath. OK. I feel better. Let’s tell this story.  
 We are at the lighthouse—with the official—having kelp tea. At first, 
the official is quite friendly. She welcomes us with a smile and stamps our 
scroll to later show the authorities we have made the required lighthouse 
visit. I am surprised to see that such an important official is so small in size. 
And as we follow the official hostess and climb the lighthouse stairs to the 
tearoom, I explain this surprise to Atlas. I am not sure why, but for some 
reason when I say this, Atlas scowls at me and says something about 
“greatness not being limited by size.” Atlas does seem grumpy today; I wish 
I knew why.  
 Nonetheless, when we reach the tearoom, we see that the table is 
already set: white tablecloth, vases filled with colorful brain coral—
reminding me of Mrs. Fieldjoy’s rose garden—pearlized plates and utensils. 
A setting such as this does make one feel special. But when I first lay eyes 
on the official’s kelp tea, I nearly choke. No offense, but there are slimy, 
stringy green and brown things floating in it. Who drinks slimy green and 
brown strings? What is it? I plan to find out. Staring into my teacup, I inhale 
deeply, trying to activate my inner printing system—I deserve to know what 
I’m about to taste. Just when my whiskers begin to move, Atlas kicks me 
from under the table, immobilizing my scent-detecting system. He is looking 
at me with that back-seat driver look of his. I give him my own look. No one 
gets to tell me when I can or cannot operate my sniffing mechanisms. So I 
lean in and take another deep breath of the tea’s scent, a truly expert 
inhale, the type that emits a most professional snort. Immediately, Atlas 
does his own leaning in, which enables him to put his arm around my 
shoulder while— at the same time—placing his hind paw directly on mine; 
he presses. 
 “We just love the scent of your tea!” he says, smiling at the official 
hostess.  
 If Atlas had given my whiskers enough time to probe the scent, I 
probably would have been able to say the very same thing. But no... I have 
found back seat drivers to be speedier and far more reckless than those at 
the wheel. And it goes without saying that between a poodle and a hound 
dog, it definitely should be the hound dog at the wheel, or at the ship’s 
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helm, or at the front of the swimming line—whatever the case may be. 
However, then, and to my utmost delight, our official hostess sets a filled 
teacup before Atlas. I try not to snicker when he gets a peek of his tea. His 
eyes are sharp and his lips look twisted as he peers into his cup.  
 “Yes, my pal AtIas and I”— this time I’m the one leaning in and putting 
an arm around his shoulder—“we are quite the team, do everything 
together. If he gets a treat, he makes sure I do too. And if I get a yummy 
cup of tea like this, I make sure he gets exactly the same—every single 
drop!” I smile—this moment is almost worth the rigors of drinking a slimy 
cup of tea. 
  Suddenly, the sick look on Atlas’ face transforms; he gets that 
familiar, determined look in his eye. And then, like always when he faces a 
goal: his ear stiffen, his lips pucker, and he smiles. 
 “Cheers!” he says lifting his cup. 
 “Cheers!” our official hostess says. 
 “Salute!” I say (learned this from the Fieldjoys who’ve said this ever 
since their trip to Spain).  
 But when I use my teacup-clutching paw to salute the official, I 
“accidentally” spill a bit of my tea. I do not see the purpose in just saying 
the word salute and then clinking my cup with another’s. Doesn’t it make 
more sense to actually salute an official? I think it is a pretty smart way to 
get a tea party over and done with. Only problem is, the tea that I have 
spilled on myself is quite hot. 
 “HOT TEA! HOT TEA!” I can’t help but scream as I hop up and down 
on the table. I am not sure how I ended up being on the table; guess my leg 
muscles are just too powerful for my own good. 
 Our hostess does the polite thing and swims over to snatch a tea 
towel. However, you may remember that we are currently beneath the sea. 
So, the heat quickly vanishes, but do I really need to let anyone know this? 
I don’t see why. This is the reason I continue my hopping antics and allow 
the official to hunt for her tea towel. If only I hadn’t set my cup down before 
jumping onto the table, I could be hopping hard enough to empty my cup of 
this dreadful-looking tea. However, while I hop, I devise “Plan B.” 
  While looking in the drawer for a towel, our hostess has her tail fin 
turned toward us, so I shrewdly pour more of my tea into a nearby potted 
plant. How am I to know it isn’t a plant? What is a leafy-looking seahorse 
doing hovering over a pot? A pot, which Atlas later informs me, is not a pot 
at all but actually a decorative vase that is imitating a pot—I do not see the 
difference. The point is, I do not think the seahorse appreciates the tea 
bath too much. My bad—as Isie would say.  

rev 7/28/20 Page �  of �7 11 Beneath the Sea



 Unfortunately, just when I am ready to pour out the tea, our hostess 
turns and sees me. This is when I realize the truth of Atlas’ earlier 
statement: “Greatness affects one’s size.” I believe this is what he said 
earlier—or something to this effect. You see, when the official hostess sees 
me watering her seahorse plant, she suddenly puffs out—and I mean puffs 
out, like a balloon, only she’s covered in sharp spikes. I can see that it is 
best Atlas and I leave. 
 “Thank you ever so much. Been lovely. Great tea!” I say, and then I 
do something that even I am shocked at—I absentmindedly take a sip from 
the almost empty teacup. 
 “Wow!” I say, “It is actually not too bad!” 
 And I mean it; the concoction is rather delicious. It tastes kind of salty 
and earthy- not nearly as good as a cool drink from the huge water bowl at 
home. Please understand, the Fieldjoys have built a huge, white water 
container for me in the restroom. I love resting there—just a little break 
from all my challenging detective work. I can lap up a little refreshment in 
that resting room. Come to think of it, sometimes that water is a little earthy 
too. Just like a glass of fine wine, the flavor of the water is different each 
time.  
 Unfortunately, the tea-tasting compliment I graciously have given to 
our hostess is given a bit too late. The hostess is already puffed up and 
ready to blow. And blow she does. She blows us all the way down the 
stairs, out the door, and toward Jellyfish Jail. 

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

 Hello, Dilbert. 
 “Hello, Narrator.” 
 I appreciate the recess you allowed me. I am now ready to 
resume my narrating position. 
 “Thank you, Narrator. However, I am just about ready to explain 
the uncanny ability that I have been working to develop ever since 
I’ve returned from my trip beneath the sea.” 
 Oh? 
 “Again, inaccurate. It is not “O” but “T,” as in Taste Transforming 
Transmission Tool. “ 
 Sounds interesting; slimy tea drinks will never scare you again. 
 “It’s not that the drink scared me; it’s just that...” 
 You sure had a sick look on your face; I’m pretty sure you were 
scared to taste it. 
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 “I wouldn’t use the word scared; I actually...” 
 I’m worried about you, Dilbert. Maybe that taste transforming 
tool is changing more than the flavor of your drinks; maybe it’s 
altering your inner hard drive and, you know, scrambling the facts of 
the story you tell us. 
 “Absolutely not. I was about to explain that...” 
 I don’t know, Dilbert. Perhaps you better shelve that taste 
transformation tool of yours—you’re not looking very well. 
 “What? No, I’m fine.” 
 Here, let me see. Wow, your face is so pale, and your eyes—
not good, Dilbert. You better sit and rest. 
 “If you keep putting your face up to mine and breathing on me 
like that, I really am going to get sick.” 
 Luckily, I happen to have just the thing to cure you—Look! 
Cuisine Dog Chews-another 20lb. bag, the perfect remedy for any 
illness!  
 “Hmmm... Maybe you're right; my forehead does feel a little 
hot.” 
 That’s the spirit! OK, you take the chews and go lie down, 
I’ll...wait, what are you doing, Dilbert? 
 “I am scanning my notes. I vaguely remember jotting down a 
reason I must not consume any more dog chews of this sort.” 
 But Dilbert, look—your notes are written in paw-print secret 
coding. Didn’t you say a few chapters ago that you’re still teaching 
yourself how to decode paw-print? 
 “Indeed.” 
 Well then, it will take a while to study those notes of yours, so in 
the meantime, why not indulge in your favorite treat? 
 “Good point. Why not, indeed.” 

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

 Well, that took some doing. It’s OK; it was worth it. Now I can explain 
what truly took place during Dilbert’s travels beneath the sea. What?! My 
boss is telling me that we’re out of time. I can’t believe it—all that work to 
get rid of Dilbert. OK, I’ll put my narrating on speed dial and get right to the 
point. First of all, Dilbert and Atlas do not end up in the slammer, also called 
Jellyfish Jailhouse. The official hostess at the lighthouse was a bit too angry 
and misfired her blow—the force of her jet stream blew them not into the 
jailhouse and behind its stinging bars but into the jail’s dumpster out back. 
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Good thing; jellyfish jail bars are known to zap the heebie-jeebies into 
creatures. This can be a plus for scoundrels and sleaze-buckets who need 
a little zap of fear to straighten themselves out, but it would be a powerful 
negative for characters like Dilbert and Atlas. Add anymore more heebie-
jeebies to their already plentiful supply, and they might not be able to 
complete their mission to Higgledy Piggledy.  
 So, after the dogs climb out of the dumpster’s debris and pick off all 
the stale, half-eaten plankton pizza slices and those fishy-looking, old 
doughnuts that the officers have discarded, the dogs hit the road bound for 
Higgledy Piggledy Island. They are a little shell shocked as they do; their 
lighthouse visit had been a disaster, a real washout. But at least they’ve got 
the required stamp on their scroll—good thing a stamp doesn’t tell the 
whole story. 
 What the dogs don’t know is that after their visit to Lobster 
Lighthouse, the officer sent a shellegram (similar to a telegram, which is 
similar to a letter, which is similar to an email, which is similar to a text 
message)—as I was explaining, the officer sent a shellegram to the 
mermaids Meranda, Marina, Azurala, and Nautica. In the shellegram, the 
officer reported what had happened when the dogs visited the lighthouse. 
What Dilbert and Atlas also don’t know is that the mermaids have been 
keeping track of them ever since they began their voyage. The mermaids 
are leaders within the CIA—Creature Intelligence Agency. In fact, there’s a 
network of underwater creatures working together toward the good of the 
sea. Working for the CIA can be quite a dangerous job; the agents are 
forced to deal with a lot of fishy characters and must enter many murky 
dives. But no matter how brave these CIA agents be, they cannot complete 
their jobs alone. That is why they need Dilbert and Atlas.  
 So when the mermaids hear of the dogs’ mishaps at the lighthouse, 
they do what they can to rectify the situation. They notify the Whale 
Warning Systems, a broadcasting company that warns creatures of oceanic 
emergencies. Whenever the whales emit their loud and deep warnings, the 
creatures gather at the marine headquarters where the mermaids give 
each creature their orders. This time, the mermaids inform their fellow CIA 
agents that they must help Dilbert and Atlas reach Higgledy Piggledy 
before the pirates do. Immediately, the creatures grab their seaweed sacks 
and fill them with barnacles. And being a member of the SIA—Student 
Intelligence Agency—I bet you know what they do with the barnacles. 

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

rev 7/28/20 Page �  of �10 11 Beneath the Sea



 “You call that speed dial?” 
 Oh, dial it down yourself. 
 “The word of the day is edit: to remove unnecessary words from 
a text.” 
 Put a sock in it, will ya, Dilbert? 
 “Socks are not needed when swimming underwater.” 
 Well, how ‘bout another dog chew—here, in the mouth it goes. 
 “Plenty room for more.” 
 Yes, Dilbert. I forgot how big your mouth is. Here’s another. Do 
you still have that pink Pepto Bismol at home? 
 “Why?” 
 Just asking. 
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