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 Coldness. Darkness. Down—down—down—down. The sea is 
swallowing them, eating them alive. Instinctively, Dilbert reaches out for 
something to cling to, but nothing’s there. He watches as Atlas’ feather-light 
body tumbles head-first, over and over, plunging downward like a superball 
that’s been flung from the top of a skyscraper. But there’s nothing Dilbert can 
do about it; he can’t save Atlas—he can’t even save himself. Everything’s a 
blur. He feels the slithery arms of the water wrap themselves around him, 
yanking him to his doom. 
 Air! I need air, Dilbert’s mind screams. 
 Suddenly, the dogs are tangled in a forest of seaweed. The rope-like 
strands wrap themselves around their bodies. Desperate for stability, Dilbert 
seizes the weedy cords and clutches them tightly. It helps; at least he is not 
sinking any deeper. The cords of  seaweed sway within the murky water; the 
golden strands  remind Dilbert of the blades of golden wheat in a farmer’s field, 
the deep brown of farm soil, the black of the farm’s night sky—if only he could 
be at home on the farm now. Gurgling sounds fill his head. 
 Still clinging to the silky cords, he searches for Atlas. Where is he? Has 
he been sucked into the jowls of the ocean? Without warning, a forceful current 
stirs the forest of ribbony weeds, and as the sea strands swirl, Dilbert spies 
Atlas on the other side of the seaweed forest—the tiny poodle has wrapped all 
four legs around an armful of strands. His quivering lips are curled back so that 
his chattering teeth take up most of his face. Dilbert would laugh if he weren’t 
so scared himself. Atlas hardly looks like Atlas; the puffball has lost all his puff. 
His wet fur clings to his tiny skeleton. Without his fluff, he looks like a stick 
figure. What a sad predicament the two dogs find themselves in. They may 
never let go of these seaweed strands, these golden safety cords. 
 Hmmm. Isn’t seaweed green? And shouldn’t there be leaves attached to 
the seaweed strands? 
 All at once, the soupy cords part left and right like curtains, and several 
large and luminous faces emerge. Dilbert and Atlas are forced to release the 
golden strands, which clearly are not made of seaweed. Amazingly, the dogs 
do not begin to sink again but simply float. Suddenly Dilbert and Atlas are 
swept together by a strange magnetic-type force; it moves them through the 
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water as if they are puppets on a stage. Floating side by side now, the dogs 
feel their tension washed away. They would hug if they could, but they cannot. 
Their limp bodies remain still—suspended beneath the sea. Within seconds, 
large, radiant faces zoom in, moving closer and closer until they are nearly 
nose to nose with the dogs. Their massive, hypnotic eyes peer deeply into their 
canine faces. The watery creatures’ heads tilt left and then right as they 
inspect. Their movements are now slow and deliberate. It’s as if the creatures 
are reading their thoughts. Suddenly, one creature motions, and two others 
within the group react obediently. They each lift a strange, roundish object—an 
odd sparkling sort of helmet. The helmets are placed on each dog’s head. All at 
once, air floods their sinuses and lungs—sweet air. It takes a few moments for 
their mental murk to clear. But when it does, Dilbert and Atlas realize what they 
have been staring at—mermaids. 
 “We’ve been waiting for you—welcome,” a soft, echoey voice says with a 
gentle smile. Although her ribbon-like lips and aquamarine eyes are 
mesmerizing, Dilbert finds it difficult not to stare at the tails that swish back and 
forth behind them, the azure-blue and emerald-green scales sparkling like tiny 
mirrors. 
 “You’ve been waiting for us?” Dilbert asks, stupefied. 
 “It is the mermaid’s task to remain aware of all that threatens life within or 
upon the waters of the sea,” she says, her golden hair billowing around her 
luminous face. “The seagulls relay any news from above. We know of the 
scientists’ plan to retrieve the glupetonium and conquer the will of all others.” 
 Her knowing voice is smooth and comforting, like a salve used to soothe 
a burn. The dogs just stare, trying to absorb the information. 
 “What are your names?” the detective manages to mutter. 
 “I am Meranda, and this is Azurla, Marina, and Nautica.” 
 The mermaids smile; their tails swishing back and forth and their long, 
long hair waving artistically in the water, Arzula’s brown strands dancing with 
Nautica’s black. 
 All at once Dilbert realizes, “Wait! I’m under water... How can we hear 
you?” Dilbert’s eyes suddenly widen, “And-and-and I can speak your 
language,” he feels his throat with his paw, realizing there has been no woofing 
or yapping as they speak. 
 “Hey, and I can breathe!” Atlas exclaims as he feels the strange helmet 
they have placed over his head. Although the helmets have no cords or 
attachments of any sort, pure, energizing air continues to flow within. 
  
 “Yes, we have allowed you to use our device designed for good-hearted 
landlubbers. As you can feel—it has gills on each side.” 
 Both Dilbert and Atlas reach upward to feel the scaley gills on each side 
of their helmet. 
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 The mermaid Meranda continues, “The gills deliver the oxygen that is 
within the water, permitting you to breathe, as well as speak the language of 
our world that lies beneath the sea.” 
 “Amazing,” Dilbert marvels as he continues to feel the helmet. 
 “Remarkable!” Atlas adds, making the mermaids smile. 
 “It is yours while you are here in our world, but our gift is contingent upon 
two things...” 
 Dilbert’s eyes grow wide—contingent? He has to do something to keep 
the helmet? His fear returns. 
 “Please do not take the helmets away,” Dilbert pleads. 
 “Fear not,” Meranda declares, her serious large eyes shining, her golden 
hair glinting through the darkness. “You, Atlas and Dilbert, have been called 
and are equipped for this very purpose.” 
 A mixture of profound emotion floods both Dilbert and Atlas as they wait 
to discover their calling. 
 “You, Atlas and Dilbert, must continue your efforts toward the good of the 
sea and all life that greets it,” Meranda proclaims. 
 Azurla adds in a voice that sounds songish to their ears, “We are aware 
of your efforts to thwart the pirates.” 
 “Pirates?” Dilbert asks. 
 Nautica responds, “They may call themselves scientists, but those who 
wish to steal the mind and will of another are really pirates,” she declares with 
a firm voice, allowing no room for debate. 
 “And, secondly,” Marina adds, “To retain the helmets while venturing 
through our world, you must obey the laws of the sea.” 
 Meranda then hands Dilbert a scroll, which he promptly unrolls. 
 Dilbert sees rule number one and reads it aloud: “When a voyager 
swims upon a Lobster Lighthouse and sees that a lantern fish is emitting a 
beam of golden light from its highest window, he must stop and report to the 
officials the reason he is traveling through the area. The voyager must not be 
rude and try to rush the visit; he must expect to stay for kelp tea. If not, beware 
of Jellyfish Jailhouse!” the scroll reads. 
 “What’s Jellyfish Jailhouse?” Atlas asks, feeling a knot in his throat. 
 “As long as you follow the rules of the sea, you need not know. Much 
time has been lost! You must go now!” 
 “Go? Go where?” the dogs say in unison. 
 Meranda turns and points, “Go to Higgledy Piggledy Island and obtain 
the glupetonium before the pirates do. You will protect it until all is safe, and 
then you must return it to its habitat. Follow the lantern fish that line the 
waterways until you reach Starfish Talent Agency. Secret officials there will give 
you further instructions.” 
 “What about the Fieldjoys? Can you save them?” Dilbert pleads. 
 “And the Swindolls?” Atlas adds. 
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 “Only you can save your friends, but we will assist,” Azurla gently 
responds. 
 And the mermaid sends them off with her final proclamation: “When you 
reach Higgledy Piggledy Island, the wisdom you have gained throughout this 
journey will guide you to the source that will rescue your friends.” 
 Dilbert suddenly feels quite small. “My source will be wisdom of a guide 
of... Huh? What?” 
 But the mermaids do not answer; they simply swish their arms. The 
movement creates a force that turns the dogs toward the “road” they must 
travel. It is a type of waterway lined with street lamps. On closer observation, 
Dilbert notices that the shining globes are actually glowing fish. Suddenly, a 
mist is lifted, and the dogs see it—a beautiful watery city, vibrant with activity. 
 “Remain alert and learn from what you experience!” Azurla sings as she 
waves. 
 “Follow the rules!” Nautica reminds them while gently nudging them 
forward. 
 “Learn from your experiences and solutions will be revealed!” Marina’s 
voice echoes. 
 The mermaids smile as they wave goodbye. Dilbert and Atlas venture 
forward. Though their minds are filled with questions—their backs are straight, 
their legs are strong, and their spirits are fueled. The brave dogs wave 
goodbye as they embark on their journey beneath the sea... 
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