
Higgledy-Piggledy 
By Wendy Wright 

Creep & Barrel 
Chapter Four  

Part one 

 Detective Dilbert doesn’t stop to congratulate himself—no time for 
that; he must scope out the area. 

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

 “That means I use my ultra powerful eyesight to zero in on anything 
suspicious.” 
 Ugh, Dilbert! Tell you what—Why don’t you just tell the story? 
 “Perhaps just a portion.” 
  I’ll portion something alright. 

 “Excuse me?” 
 I said that that’s a great idea; I need a break anyway. 
 “Splendid. By the way, I also have a keen sense of hearing. I hear 
high frequency, low frequency, and human mumbling—there will be no 
portioning of Detective Dilbert.” 
 Silly me, I meant misfortune not portion, as in if you didn’t tell the 
story for a few lines, it would be a misfortune. I’ll fix any distortion. 
 “I heard that.” 
 I’m sorry, didn’t catch that last line. I’m on my break. 
 “Indeed.” 

Disclaimer: This disclaimer informs readers that the views, thoughts, and 
opinions expressed in the following text belong solely to the most persistent 
Detective Dilbert and not to the knowledgeable and most capable narrator, 
the actual narrator. The original narrator cannot be held liable for any false 
information presented by Detective Dilbert.  The original narrator is, 
therefore, free of all litigation. Love, The True Narrator 

***************************************************** 
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Detective Dilbert Narrates 

 Now that I have been allowed to relay my own story, let’s take a 
moment to focus on my built-in detecting mechanisms. As stated earlier, I 
have expert hearing. I am not sure, however, if you grasped the fact that I 
have one of the best storage systems known to any creature. It’s the 
reason I am so organized—well, that and my acute brain cells. Regardless, 
much of my organizing is accomplished due to the numerous folds of saggy 
skin on my body. I am a bloodhound, and bloodhounds have a quantity of 
loose skin; however, I was blessed with an extraordinary number of extra 
skin rolls—more than any other bloodhound. These rolls of skin form secret 
storage units wherein I stock much of my spy gear. (The trunk/suitcase I 
packed for the trip was mostly for show, you see.) In fact, right now 
between the first skin roll below my chin I have tucked away my decoding 
goggles. Snap this band in place, press this button, and any coded 
message is then decoded.  

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

 Almost done, Dilbert? 
 "Nearly." 
 Just three more sips of this coffee and my break has ended... 
 "And who, might I ask, established that rule? I do not see it anywhere 
in the contract." 
 What contract? 
 "Exactly. No contract—no rule. I suggest more than a few more sips 
of coffee." 
 I’ll give you a suggestion. 
 "Here, put it in the suggestion box."  
 Dilbert, there isn’t even enough room in here for another suggestion 
note. Do you ever read the suggestions stuffed in here? 
 "Indeed. In fact, I believe there are a few suggestions in there for you. 
There is one in particular that might interest you, from the I.R.P. No that’s 
not right; maybe it’s the I. R. T. No…" 
 Dilbert, do you mean I.R.S.? That’s important government 
information. 
 "I.R.S. That is correct." 
 I.R.S. as in I are stupid for not explaining the importance of this letter 
sooner? 
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 "Explain what? And you must not call yourself stupid. Oh, you should 
know the suggestion said something about taxes and jail time." 
 What?! 

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

 Detective Dilbert Rescues the Story 

 Now Readers, let us return to the fascinating discussion regarding my 
eyesight—my eyesight is truly keen. Each eyeball is equipped with 40 
mega pixels. The images are so clear; it’s like I’m looking through a 
microscope. Evidence confirms this truth, for, in fact, it was Mrs. Fieldjoy 
who substantiated this is the case. My pixalating particulars were revealed 
the day I refused to eat the generic dog chew she tried giving me. It was 
this very event that taught her: humans cannot dupe the dogged Detective 
Dilbert. Of course, I could tell she was trying to pawn off a cheaper treat on 
me. I really enjoy the expensive Cuisine Chow Chews. The generic store 
brand tastes like an impostor. And I know the taste; filled my mouth with 
this exact flavor the day I took hold of the leg of one human disguised as 
our mailperson. This fraudster thought I wouldn't notice his different scent. 
Smelled like cat. What a phony! Our mailperson always smells like the dog 
chews he pops into my mouth the moment he sees me. There were no dog 
chews that day, so I chewed on something else.  Anyway, about this 
imposter dog chew, when I protested and allowed the counterfeit chew to 
drop out of my mouth, Mrs. Fieldjoy let the secret out of the bag, so to 
speak. She said, and I quote: “You have mega picky pixels for a hound 
dog.” I like how she smiled when she said that.  
 Mmmm... those Cuisine Chow Chews...Yum. Now my teeth are 
aching to crunch something. I need something to bite.  

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

 Guess what I have?! 
 "I will not... Is it the I.R.S.?" 
 There was no suggestion or note of any kind from the I.R.S. 
 "Hmmm… My mistake." 
 Look here; the package says Cuisine Chow Chews. 
 "Hmmmm…" 
 Perhaps it's time for Dilbert to take a dog chew break? 
 "Perhaps indeed.” 
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***************************************************** 

Back to The Real Narrator 

 This narrator must thank the stars for Chow Chews and their ability to 
unstick dogs with long, sticky noses.  
 Now, with Dilbert preoccupied, we'll continue the actual—and may the 
following emphasis be further emphasized—factual story. You may recall 
we left the tale with Dilbert on board; he's just about to sniff out the ship 
and track down this dangerous something his inner and outer radars have 
detected. It's a stakeout. A secret investigation. A surveillance of the 
upmost secrecy, and, one must admit, a challenging task when needing to 
remain unseen.  
 When you must scan an area while remaining hidden— 
 hidden and very unseen.  
 Ahem…Unseen,  the detective must remain unseen.  
 Please, Dilbert. Standing in the middle of a crowd with your floppy 
ears over your eyes does not make you invisible.  You are being seen! 
 Ah, there we go… 
 Detective Dilbert shrewdly brushes his ears into place and scans the 
vicinity for a good lookout station, a tucked away location where he can 
secretly strategize his next move. He looks left, then right. Left, then right. 
People are rushing past him with their luggage. Humans are looking at their 
ship maps as they zip past. They’rer gaping at the ship's magnificence.. 
Soon, someone is going to realize there's a huge hound dog standing on 
deck. Out in the open. By himself. Dilbert—the broom closet—behind you—
on your right—your other right—the door with the sign "Broom Closet." 
 Oh. OK. 
 Detective Dilbert zips behind a stack of luggage, a stack of luggage 
that will soon be moved to passengers' rooms, moved at any moment, 
removed any second, Dilbert. Oh well. 
 The detective remains behind the luggage. He flattens his floppy 
body on the deck's floor, lifting his head just enough to peer between the 
suitcases. Now that he's hidden, he can check his skin-roll storage units for 
a disguise he may have tucked away. He surveys shelf #1, the flab of sag 
just below his snout. His paw lays hold of something bulky. A hat? Instead, 
he pulls out his wireless wiretapping device—a device used for recording 
promises made by slippery individuals, especially one slippery horse he 
knows who forgets his promise to stop calling him the Oscar Meyer Weiner 

rev 7/7/20 Page �  of �4 17 Beneath the Sea



Dog. Dilbert turns the wireless wiretapping device around and over, 
determining whether the situation calls for an instrument such as this; his 
keen eyesight permits him to see where the wire once was and is no 
longer. He shoves the wireless contraption back onto the shelf. Someday 
he'll fix it. No problem—there are plenty of other storage units to check. His 
paw reaches between the zip-locked skin rolls again. There's his 
sneezeweed infiltration system—his all-natural, 100% organic decoy. Toss 
one seed into a quarter cup of soil and get hundreds of sneezes erupting 
from your suspect. Unfortunately, the deck is scrubbed and polished; 
there's just not enough dirt to grow a single sneezeweed right now.  
 Thus, Dilbert surveys storage unit #2, a deep cavernous shelf on 
which a variety of spy gear is stored:  the zookameter 293 for instance: 
used to gauge levels of static energy within an area, high levels indicating 
the probability of success when investigating a suspect's living quarters. 
Darn thing must be broken because the gauge is currently pointing to 
"check oil."  
 He probes shelf # 3 and locates his WTR 373 spy pen—a device for 
signing faulty contracts; within 30 minutes of signing, the ink becomes 
invisible. Unfortunately, he still hasn't deciphered how to program the thing; 
it works too well, for as soon as the pen touches paper, the ink is invisible. 
He checks the skinroll under his right ear; there's a conglomeration of 
gadgets but not one disguise. There was, however, an old dog chew he 
forgot about; that was encouraging. He checks his left ear, nothing but Mr. 
Fieldjoy's left slipper. He checks his side shelves, his chest shelves, the 
secret unit at the base of his neck—no disguise. Not even a fake 
mustache.  
 Dilbert inserts one claw into each ear canal—his ears are ringing with 
a harmonic flow similar to that of speeding truck's tow bar scraping the 
asphalt —how could he forget to pack a disguise? It just isn't like him. Must 
be Thester's fault. Has to be. Somehow. It usually is.    
 Disguise or not, ears screeching or singing, he's got to get a move 
on. He's got to track down this dangerous something aboard the ship. He 
can do it. He's done it before. He's a hound dog for howling out loud: he 
sniffs out danger, tracks it down, and wipes it out. That's him. Detective 
Dilbert. 
  And just like that, this newfound dogacity within him deactivates the 
frustration that's screaming in his ears. 
 BLUUUUUUUUGAAAAAAAH…. Or was it the ship's horn screaming 
in his ears? 
 BLUUUUUUUUGAAAAAAAH…. 
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 Catherdral bells are bashing his insides. The cloudgods are hurling 
lightening bolts through him. His entire body vibrates. 
 BLUUUUUUUUUGAAAAAAH…Dilbert doubles over. No, it's his 
stomach. 
    That old dog chew was pleasant, but it certainly wasn't enough to 
quiet the lion in his gut. It’s been a while since his last meal, and Dilbert, 
well, Dilbert doesn’t go long without something to bite down on, as you 
already know. He looks around. He sniffs the air. 
 Beep, beep, beep…His food radar is activated. It turns his head 
slightly to the left. His eyeball circles in on something chewy, something 
scented as bite-worthy.  
 A purse? 
 Looks like it is indeed a passenger’s purse, one with some interesting 
aromas. 
  That rich, brown color looks a bit like those dog chews I like, Dilbert 
contemplates, kind of a lovely, wrinkly, leathery, beef-jerky look…Mmmm…
beef jerky…kind of a I-need-to-be-bitten look…  
 Feral cords of fanged desire fasten Dilbert's eyes to that chewy-
looking purse. His whiskers begin their robotic swivel; his tail is now a 
wooden arrow that's curved over his body and pointing directly at the 
purse; his mouth is now a swimming pool, pools of saliva, saliva that foams 
as it gathers in the saggy sides of his mouth.  A few seconds of this 
ravenous pooling and the saliva begins to fountain over his lip's edge, 
trickling down his droopy jowls and plopping onto the deck. Dilbert doesn't 
even notice. He's becoming a beast. An uncivilized, inhospitable brute.  His 
eyes emit a wild kind of strange. It's as if two savage-hooked arms are 
telescoping outward from each eye, invisible hooks seething with the want 
of that lady's beaf-jerky bag, the lady who's totally unaware she's about to 
be canine-clipped. She digs into her leathery purse, pulls out a pocket 
sized mirror, sets the dog-chew-look-alike purse on a bench to her side, 
and then begins painting her lips with a layer of red.  
 That's when Dilbert's paws begin their move;  They don't even wait 
for his permission; they just start moving, one sinister doggy creep toward 
the purse after another. They slink his sloggy body out into the open, out 
from behind the luggage, out where anyone could seize him, where anyone 
could grab him, grab him and toss him to the sea. And yet, his feet continue 
to step, moving him and his bladed teeth toward that chewy target, moving 
him straight into the people-zone, out where he's unshielded, undisguised, 
unprotected, and, to be blunt, completely unsmart.   He's now inches from 
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the first huge, chewy purse-bite. He lifts his snout. He curls his lips back. 
He extends his fangs.  Then… 
 Chomp. Leather locked. Crushed. And quite shish-kebabbed. 
  You know, it's difficult to describe the bliss a dog feels when his 
scissoring teeth finally get to slice something, when his powerful jaws get to 
lock their target in a deathly clamp, get to feel its solidness turn to crumble. 
Yes, it's challenging to locate words powerful enough to express the pure, 
laundry-fresh sweetness of the dog-loving moment, especially when it's the 
bite-joy bliss of a detecting dog like Dilbert. 
 Suddenly, the air explodes with laughter somewhere on deck. 
Dilbert's body jerks to a stop. His whiskers poing into scrub brush form. His 
arrowed tail thuds to the floor. The purse dangles from his mouth. He 
shouldn’t be thinking about food right now! And he knows it too! So, he 
shakes his rattled head, trying to pinball his braincells back into place. All at 
once, it's raining. Big, sloshy, sticky saliva droplets fly everywhere. They 
shower the lady's nice, expensive leathery purse. They shower the lady. Of 
course, she looks up from her mirror. 

 “Varmint! Foul beast!" The red-lipped lady shrieks, dropping her 
mirror and lipstick. "Whose dog is this?! It’s eating my purse!" She yelps, 
yanking her purse from his mouth.  
 But she's not done yet.  
 "Bad dog! Bad dog!” She’s whopping his head with her foul-tasting 
plastic purse. Purse stuff is flying everywhere. 
 What to do? He's got a lady who thinks it's OK to whop a detective on 
the head, an illegal action in his Hound Book of Law , a crime that calls for 
at least one bite. On the other paw, he's got a lady whopping him on the 
head. Probably should run. 
 He takes off.  
 She's still swinging that hefty thing at him when he leaps toward 
safety. 
 And as he does, he and one of her flying purse things intersect. The 
adept detective clips the gadget between his teeth even as he's leaping. He 
tucks the gizmo into the folds of his skin, then ducks and rolls toward 
safety.  
 Dilbert learned how to do this the other day when he was watching 
TV with Isie. Of, course he would claim he wasn’t really watching TV; he 
would tell you he was spying on Isie. Poor Dilbert, he can’t help it if she 
watches interesting programs. 
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***************************************************** 

 “If you must know, I’ve learned to keep one eyeball on the TV and 
one on Isie.” 
 I’d like to see that. 
 “Perhaps another time.” 
 Of course, Dilbert, of course. We on the farm well-know—you’ve told 
us as many times as there’s rolls on your skin—you’re good at this 
detecting stuff. Like another Cuisine Chew to occupy that mouth? 
 “Indeed.” 
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Higgledy-Piggledy 
By Wendy Wright 

Creep & Barrel 
Chapter Four  

Part two 

 Me, The Original Narrator: 

 Back to the ship and the snatching of purse lady’s gadget: the lady’s 
not so happy. 
 “That’s my hairpin. Give it back, you naughty dog!”  
 As Dilbert scurries away from the purse-walloping lady, she continues 
to holler, but her voice begins sounding like it’s wrapped in plastic wrap. In 
other words, it's in the distance.  

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

 “Anyway, back to my keen eyesight.”  
 Dilbert! We’re never going to get to the good part of the story if you 
keep interrupting. Did you already finish that dog chew?! 
 “Indeed.” 
 Bag’s empty? Where are my keys? 
 “Actually, they are right here.” 
 In your rolls of skin? 
 “No, between my rolls of skin.” 
 Whatever. Hand the keys over, you thief. I’ll be right back. And don’t 
mess the story up while I’m gone! 
 “Indeed.” 

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

Detective Dilbert Narrates 

Disclaimer: Don't believe whatever he says. Just pretend to listen. 
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 Now that we are minus the narrator, we can further discuss my 
eyesight. As you know, I have many “picky pixels” like Mrs. Fieldjoy said. 
However, what you do not know is that my eyeballs have a built-in thermal, 
infrared night vision system, similar to the detective Isie watches on the 
cartoon channel. Most hounds don’t have this night vision device like I 
have; I’m just blessed. (Though, I haven’t actually had the opportunity to try 
it out yet. I’m sure it’ll come in handy one of these days—correction: one of 
these nights.) And then, of course you already know how great my bionic 
nose is. This is why, as I maneuver my way through the crowded ship, I 
hold my head low and let my long floppy ears brush the floor, collecting all 
varieties of interesting scents that I’ll  
analyze later—just as soon as I find a safe unloading zone. I must remain 
alert and cautious; I don’t want to be noticed. 

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

 Here you go—huhuhuhuhuhuhuh. 
 "What is this commotion? Why are you panting? I’m in the middle of a 
story." 
 Unbelievable. I’m panting because I’m trying to rush these dog chews 
to you. 
 "I see you failed to purchase the chicken-flavored version." 
 Perhaps you would prefer knuckled-flavored? 
 "Knuckled-flavored? I have never heard of such a dog chew. Excuse 
me, Narrator, are you stressed? You are making a fist. A skilled narrator 
would not become stressed when telling a story." 
 Unbelievable.  
 "Actually, everything I have expressed is quite believable."  
 Of course. Now, about the dog chews that are not chicken-flavored... 
 "Nor are they knuckled flavored." 
 Not yet anyway. Should I toss them? 
 "Narrator, I am surprised at you. Never waste important resources." 
 Lesson learned. Better not waste any of these resources—here—
take the whole kit and caboodle. 
 "There’s a kitten in here?" 
 Dog chews, Dilbert, dog chews. 

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

 The True Narrator is Narrating:  
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Back to the Facts 
 Now, where did we leave off? Oh yes, Dilbert had just been whacked 
in the head with the brown purse that was posing as a dog chew. Now, he’s 
keeping a low profile while determining his next move. Moving through the 
crowd on deck, he stays low to the ship’s floor, trying to mix with the 
hubbub and not be noticed.  
 Suddenly, “Ooh, look Mommy, there’s a puppy!” one little girl reaches 
out to pet him. Instinctively, Dilbert, makes his back concave to avoid her 
touch. That means he lets his back dip like a wet noodle so she can’t pet 
him. His trick works; he escapes her grasp. 
 But then, “AAchooo! AAACHOOO! Hey, who brought a dog on board
—this big, drooling dog! I’m—AAAA...CHOOOO!—allergic!” 
 Everyone in the area turns to look. Dilbert must hide. He looks to the 
left... He looks to the right... Where can he go? Just then, a shiny lady, 
draped in expensive fur, she clops along the deck in her high heels. She’s 
got spikes for shoes and spider legs for eyelashes. She’s directing the 
crewman to be careful with her luggage, which is stacked four suitcases 
high on a trolly. Sparkly dresses draped in plastic hang from the trolly’s bar 
above the suitcases. The crewman who is pushing the trolly is so short that 
he can barely see over the luggage.  

 No Dilbert….you're not going to luggage-lookout again, are you?  
  
 Apparently, he is. Alright. So be it… 

 Quickly, Dilbert jumps on the edge of the trolly and ducks behind the 
luggage and clothing, blocking him from the view of the passengers. 
 “AAACHOOOO!” the fussy passenger closes his watery eyes and 
blows his nose, too busy to dart after Dilbert. Not seeing the dog, the other 
passengers lose interest; some are focusing on finding their rooms while 
others are still waving at their family members on shore. The lady that’s 
bundled in her fur is too busy holding onto her hat and scolding the 
crewman too notice Dilbert. 
 “Goodbye! Goodbye! Anchors Away!” passengers yell. 
 “Bon voyage!” the families on shore shout back. 
 No one actually hears each other, but they yell anyway. The trolly 
continues to roll across the deck toward the cabins. Clickety clonk; clickety 
clonk... 
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 Can’t stay here... Got to find a hiding place… he tells himself, 
scanning the ship.  
 Aha!  
 The trolly is rolling toward a massive wooden barrel; its lid is off. 
Dilbert prepares to leap; he switches on his springing mechanism, and his 
two legs become toy Slinkies. Bling! He’s in. Lucky for him, the barrel is half 
filled with rice which cushions the blow of his landing. Keeping his head 
low, Dilbert reaches his paw outside the barrel and feels around for the lid 
that’s propped up against its side.  
 Got it!  
 The detective discretely pulls the lid over the top, being careful to 
keep it from closing all the way so he can breath.  
 What he plans to do next, I don’t know, nor, might I say, does Dilbert. 
He cannot stay in this barrel forever. Not much of a plan going on here if 
you ask me. 

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

 “ITFS Shalled Ain orming” 
 What? Dilbert, I can’t hear you when your head’s stuck in that 20lb. 
dog chew bag of yours. 
 “It’s called brain storming.” 
 I see. I also see that you’ve got a bagful of tasks to complete, so I—
the narrator—will continue if you don’t mind. 
 “I do too have a mind. As a matter of fact, it’s a megawatt, high-
definition mind with radically pixelated, surround sound braincells.” 
 Right. 
 “Now Narrator, perhaps you haven’t noticed how large this bag is that 
I have; I have my paws full of tasks at the present moment, so I will not be 
able to help you with the story—for the time being. You’ve got to learn to do 
things on your own sometime.” 
 Yes, Dilbert. I’ll do my best to struggle through it without you. You go 
back to your mind-whirling-down-the-storm-drain thing you do. 
 “It’s called brain storming, which is entirely different.” 
 Dilbert, I’m afraid those dog chews aren’t going to chew themselves. 
 “Indeed. Archchchrachchcharchchch...” 
       I think we should just mosey on over here a bit—away from 
Dilbert.  
        “Archchchrachchcharchchch...” 
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        That way he can concentrate on those dog chews of his, 
and that way I don’t have to yell over the sound of all his chewing… 

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

 OK, that’s better. Now, as you remember we left Dilbert in that barrel, 
without much of a plan going. 
 I’ll just look through this opening, he thinks, sticking his droopy eye up 
to the tiny gap that’s between the lid and the barrel; his alert eyeball moves 
left, right, it swivels a full circle as he looks for those rubber-stamped, 
doodle-pad people and that fuzzy-faced decoy of a pretend dog of theirs.   
 That’s it! Why didn’t I think of that before? Their midget dog is just a 
decoy, a distraction planted in that purse to make everyone think they’re 
normal like the Fieldjoys, Dilbert surmises—again.  
 The detective's heart is racing, and energy is pulsing through each 
cell of his body. He doesn’t say it aloud, but it is exhilarating to be chasing 
bad guys again. He keeps his ears perked for the sound of the 
rubberstampees and their yappy dog. 
 “Now, me fellow scalawags,” a ship’s crewman says, pretending to be 
a pirate. “If ye follow me, I’lls demonstrate t’ yer how me pirates be moving 
der beastie wooden barrels on deck withert t’ help ofer modern pulley.”  
 A group of passengers follow him, gawking at the demonstration. 
Pop! The lid closes tightly as the pirate-acting crewman presses down on 
the barrel’s lid, sealing the contents. 
 Wait! No! What’s happening?! Dilbert shouts inwardly; he’s trapped. 
Everything’s totally black now.  
 “Arrr, der barrels be ‘eavy, and weze pirates had ter maneuver thems 
barrels certain ways,” the employee informs the passengers. First, weze be 
layin the beastie barrel on its side...” 
  BANG. 
 OUCH! Dilbert’s stomach is in his head, and his head “be rattlin.”  
 “Then weze be rollin’, and rollin’, and rollin’ it ‘cross dis deck...” 
 Whoa—ooo... Dilbert’s stomach shoots back through his esophagus, 
hits his hind paws and threatens to escape through his mouth. The barrel’s 
rice is flying everywhere, in his nose, in his ears, in between each saggy 
skin-shelf of his. 
 “Now, when me ‘n’ me mateys be reachin‘ der place weze be wishin’ 
fer, weze rock da beastie barrel back ‘n forth to stander up...”  
 Gaaaaa... Dilbert’s head hits the left side of the barrel, now the right, 
now the left. 
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 “Back ‘n forth... until weze gettin’ enough motion to sitter upright.”  
 Bang. Dilbert’s jaw is pounded into his neck.  
 “Then, weze be leanin ‘t beastie on th’ edge of der circular bottom 
and spinner it inta place.”   
 SWISH, SWISH, SWIVEL, SWIVEL... Dilbert’s gulping raw rice. His 
eyeballs whirl in their sockets, and his stomach swings around in his gut 
like David’s slingshot when battling Goliath. If only he were knocked out 
unconscious. He holds his breath and clutches the sides of the wooden 
barrel, trying not to move. 
 Bang. Everything suddenly stops. One by one, Dilbert disengages 
each claw that’s dug into the insides of the wooden barrel. 
 Clap clap clap clap clap clap clap, the passengers applaud the 
crewman.  
 “Now, if yer being shrewd landlubbers, yer be followin’ me ter 
otherside me’s ship where me matey’ill shiver yer timbers by showin’ ya 
how...” the crewman’s voice fades as he walks away, guiding the 
passengers to the next demonstration. Meanwhile... 
 Gurgle... Gurgle... Dilbert feels his insides readjusting themselves.    
 “OOHH...my stomach... OOHH,” he can’t hold in his groans any 
longer. 
 “What the hay—someone’s in that barrel,” a soft voice quivers with 
concern. 
 Suddenly, the lid is lifted and fresh air pours inside. Dilbert rises from 
beneath the sea of rice. 
 “Correction, you are encountering rice—not hay,” Dilbert states while 
his head is still beneath the rice. “Rice is a grain, whereas hay is actually...” 
he informs the person as he pokes his head into view. (I wish he wouldn’t 
always feel compelled to correct people–he might choose to correct the 
wrong person one day—anyone for a rice-stuffed hotdog?)  
 When he sees who it is, Dilbert abruptly stops woofing the 
explanation and hunkers down.  
 “Oh boy, you’re a naughty dog,” the rubber-stamped, earring-in-the-
brow lady says, bending over the barrel to look at Dilbert, her twisted hair 
ropes whacking him in the face. 
 Grrrrrr... Dilbert bares his teeth and then snaps at her hair ropes; it’s 
been a while since he’s had a good game of tug-a-war. But the lady moves 
out of the way before he can latch on. 
 “Yap; yap; yap,” fatless Atlas sees Dilbert and adds to the 
conversation. It’s not always easy to convert dog language to English, but 
the three yaps roughly mean: It’s my pal! Want to play? 
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 “Woof! Oof!” Dilbert responds, meaning No! and Never! 
 “Looks like someone’s going to have to get control of you, you cute 
doggywog you,” the bearded rubberstamp says in a deep voice, holding 
back the long hair ropes so they don’t fall into the barrel. “A naughty dog 
like you could accidentally fall overboard.”  
 “Woof! Woof!” Dilbert barks loudly, which is his way of saying: Just try 
and throw me overboard, you doodle pad. I know you’re up to something, 
and I’m here to stop you! Dilbert jumps upward, placing his front paws on 
the barrel's edge. He snaps the air between them to emphasize the truth of 
his words. 
 “What? Dilbert, is that you?” a confused Mrs. Fieldjoy nearly shrieks; 
she’s staring at them from a few yards away . 
 “Woof!” His trance is lost; Dilbert releases his prepare-to-battle pose. 
His tail is now wagging.  
 Mrs. Fieldjoy rushes to get hold of her dog. 
 But before she does, FBI agent Galliwasp, swaggers up to the barrel. 
 “Oh my; oh my. Looks like we have a stow away here,” he says—his 
white boxy case no where around; he looks at the rubber stampees and 
then his tight-looking lips stretch into a smile. 
 Mrs. Fieldjoy rushes in. 
 The looped brow lady is hovering over the barrel; she turns to Mrs. 
Fieldjoy, “But he’s a good doggy, isn’t he?” she says, reaching down with 
her rubber-stamped hand to pat Dilbert’s head. 
 Snap! Dilbert bites the air, warning the lady to keep clear. She can’t 
fool me with that charade of hers, he thinks. 
 “Dilbert!” Mrs. Fieldjoy grabs Dilbert’s collar. “How did you get?…
What on Earth?…" she's completely dumbfounded at her dog. Dilbert can 
tell by the way her eyebrows scrunch together. Her confusion is confusing 
to him. Of course he would follow her onto the ship. "I’m so sorry,” she then 
says, turning to the rubber-stamped people. She quickly turns back to 
Dilbert; she's going to try and ask a question again; Dilbert can tell by the 
flat look in her face. 
  “How did you get on board?” her voice whips high and low like a 
jump rope, but at least she finished her sentence. 
 As usual, Detective Dilbert uses his inner radar to measures the 
ingredients he detects in her voice—a cupful of worry, a bowlful of irritation, 
a…there it is…the tiniest  pinch of an urge to giggle—he’ll focus on that last 
one.  
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 “Come out of there, boy,” instead of going with giggling, Mrs. Fieldjoy 
toughens her voice and fires a steamy glare at Dilbert— her eyes 
reminding him of the claw marks on the couch.  
 Dilbert scrambles out obediently. Leaning over, Mrs. Fieldjoy takes an 
extra tight hold of his collar. 
 “Again, I’m so sorry; he’s usually such a good dog,” her words are 
kind, but her voice has a sharp edge as she speaks to the strangers—the 
secret agent with his long, lizardly body and the scribble-covered people 
with their long, ropey hairdos. This time when Dilbert eyeballs the ink-
covered people, he can almost see their hair roots eking into their brains—
they’re growing, curling, and winding throughout their insides until they 
begin exiting through their skin in strange hair-strand designs.  
 “Oh, not to worry,” the bearded, long-haired, inky person gives a thin 
smile. “We know what its like to care for a dog—they’re lots a trouble no 
matter the size,” the bearded person says, rubbing the midget dog’s 
powderpuff head.  
 “Yap!” the curlycue Atlas— says, looking quite proud of himself, this 
particular yap meaning That’s right!  
 “I’m sure you’ll keep your dogs in your cabin and out of trouble,” 
Secret Agent Galliwasp says, emphasizing the word cabin. “You don’t want 
to be blamed for any setback—to everyone’s good time I mean,” the 
agent’s eyebrows arch as he speaks. 
 “Sent back?” Dilbert repeats what he thinks he heard. “No, I do want 
to be sent back home—but not alone— not without the Fieldjoys!” Dilbert 
woofs his sentences clearly, but no one seems to understand. It’s so 
frustrating; how long does it take for humans to learn dog language 
anyway? 
 Mrs. Fieldjoy turns to Agent Galliwasp, “You’re right; I won’t let Dilbert 
interfere with anyone’s plans. By the way, I’m Loretta Fieldjoy, and you 
are...” Mrs. Fieldjoy holds out her hand.  
 “In a rush, I’m afraid,” the lizardly agent whisks himself away. As he 
leaves, Dilbert sees him take out a numbered list of names and scribble 
something down. 
 “Of course,” Mrs. Fieldjoy responds and then turns to the rubber-
stamped people. “Thank you for finding my dog,” she says moving her 
outstretched hand in their direction. Dilbert sets his jaw to bite mode, just in 
case. 
 “Glad we did,” they say, shaking her hand. “Carol and Brad Swindoll 
We’re in cabin 205,” the looped-brow lady says, flashing those unnatural 
white teeth of hers. 
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 Swindle? Their name is Swindle— as in cheat, trick, rip off? Gotcha 
now—you scoundrels. Mrs. Fieldjoy can’t miss this clue, Dilbert nearly 
smiles.  
 “Well, we’re right below you in cabin 105,” Mrs. Fieldjoy says. 
 “Ah, man...” Dilbert whimpers and hides his eyes beneath his paws. 
You’re never supposed to give information away like that, he thinks. 
  
 As Mrs. Fieldjoy ushers Dilbert back to her cabin, the bearded doodle 
pad turns to the looped-brow lady and frowns. 
 “Oh, don’t look at me that way,” she purses her lips and crinkles her 
blue-moon eyes. “I knew if I offered our cabin number, she’d tell me hers. 
That way, we’ll know where that naughty dog of hers is.”  
 Dilbert’s keen hounding ears pick up her whisper, a sound similar to 
sandpaper on wood. Its raspy texture sends a creepy feeling down his 
throat, a sensation that wraps itself around the base of his neck.  
 Perhaps creepy is the right word to describe it. He's unsure, with his 
inner printer jammed like it is. Could be, the creepy he's feeling is the tight 
grip Mrs. Fieldjoy currently has on his collar. 
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