




 

 

Chapter 40 
Dimple, Oracle and Lemon-drops 

 

But before the Wakeriders could take a breath of relief, the 

destroyer let out a colossal bang, and like a giant frightened squid, it 

squirted out a big black cloud. The explosion was so strong and the 

froth so thick that the Wakeriders’ bodies were tossed in one hundred 

and seventeen directions. By the time the seals managed to pop their 
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round heads above water, the speeding destroyer was well on its way 

to faraway. 

It wasn’t until Raul barked, “Bridging? Bubble?” that all five 

seals snapped out of their dizzied trance and realized that they were 

surrounded by all of the dolphins. 

“You’re all... here!” Ruff gaped. 

“Of COURSE we are!” clicked Bridging. 

“And we know everything!” Verble shouted. 

“What do you mean, you know everything?” Reck asked. 

“Did you really think we’d leave you totally alone underneath 

that horrid destroyer?” Daring asked, with a loving grin and tender 

wink. 

It was true. The seals hadn’t been alone during their search, not 

even for a moment. Dedicated to keeping their dear friends safe, the 

Delightfuls and Dashings had arranged to keep their eyes and ears 

glued to them from the moment they dove beneath the skimmer’s 

bottom, to the moment they returned to its wake. In mini-pods of two 

and three, lefties, righties, Bowriders and Wakeriders had all taken 

turns, diving deep and close enough to witness the seals’ reunion with 

their beloved mother. By the time the skimmer took off with its final 

blast, the dolphins had put all of the pieces together. 

“So your little baby brother never set flipper on that skimmer!” 

Thinkle exclaimed. 



 

 

Rosy Aronson  339 

“Thank Ocean he’s been spared the cruelty of those 

heart-hardened peo-poles!” Thankle pressed her flippers together. 

“Yes, but their poor mother is still on that skimmer,” Bridging 

reminded everyone, “along with so many other of the Mild Droves.” 

“I wonder how many,” Daring speculated aloud. 

“From below, it sounded like hundreds,” Reck answered. 

“Well,” Ideele tried to look at the bright side, “at least there 

weren’t any seals on the top. We can attest to that.” 

“But there were peo-poles,” Rebble clicked. “The most pathetic 

kind of all! With their cages and tanglers, and their mutilators! That 

they weren’t afraid to use!” No one could deny Rebble’s words. They 

all turned to Memble, whose fin was still releasing a tiny trail of blood. 

“Oh, our beloved Memble!” Sniffle rushed to the old dolphin’s 

side to start a sob. Tickle and Tittle followed close behind. 

“Now, now,” Memble flippered Sniffle’s back, “don’t you worry 

about me. It’s going to take more than a measly mutilator to cramp my 

style. The one who deserves our attention is our dear friends’ 

mother...” 

“And what a magnificent mother you have!” Wrinkle exclaimed. 

“Such love and devotion!” Bubble was deeply moved by what 

she had witnessed when it was her turn to watch over the seals. She 

heard the selfless, ruthless love in Shirl’s voice, and recognized it; for 

the same kind of motherly love swam through her own pink veins. 
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Ocean knew, she would gladly throw herself into twenty-two tanglers 

if that meant saving the life of her own beloved daughter... 

“And such a poetic name-giver!” Perrle cried out. “Have you 

ever heard a magical name like Ser-end-ip-it-eeee?” 

“I certainly haven’t!” Ideele’s eyes fluttered with admiration. 

“Or have you ever heard a more pleasing song?” Pleasle asked. 

“And Ruff,” Verble blurted out, “your mother was right! You 

have a LOVELY singing voice! You should definitely sing more 

often!” The others clapped in agreement, while Ruff looked down to 

hide his pride. 

“And what about that necklace,” Thinkle interjected, “with the 

special engravings? Just think of all the care and thoughtfulness that 

must have gone into making it!” 

“Can’t you see it?” Perrle swam over to Raul and glowed, “Your 

dreams are already blossoming!” 

Raul could see it, though he wasn’t sure how that made him feel. 

Perhaps his mother did make that necklace for his baby brother, just as 

he witnessed in his dream. But if that were true, what else might be? 

The mere thought gave him chills. 

“There’s no question about it,” Bridging concluded. “We must 

help our friends’ mother, and all of the others.” 

“Of course, we must!” Wrinkle agreed. “But first, we must honor 

her wishes.” 
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“That’s right,” Blimple said. “She wants us to find their baby 

brother, and bring him safely back to his father, where he can be 

welcomed back into his family.” 

“But where could that little pup be...” Thinkle speculated aloud. 

“He could be anywhere by now...” 

Suddenly Bubble squealed, “Dimple! My DIMPLE! We must 

find her!” 

“Did you just say... Dimple?” Ruff’s eyes bulged. 

Bubble was too overcome to speak, so Verble spoke for her. 

“Dimple is Bubble’s daughter. She’s been apart from us since the very 

eve of our escape from the Sugar Reef.” 

Dimple? Ruff and Raul’s very best friend? The one who played 

with them for countless hours at the sunken destroyer? The one who 

introduced them to play-poles? Dimple was Bubble’s daughter? And 

all of this time, she wasn't off somewhere safe with more Delightfuls 

(as they had figured), but all on her own? Apart from her entire pod? 

Spotting the puzzlement in the seals’ eyes, Verble explained, 

“Dimple was initiated into Delightful adulthood the very night we 

escaped from the storm. The elders sent her away to make an 

important decision, on the behalf of a sweet little...” She slowed down 

to hear herself, as if her own words were clicking something important 

into place, “on behalf of a sweet little seal pup... whose life she 

saved!” 



 

 

342 A Tale of Serendipity 

“Did you just say... seal pup?” the Dashings and Rea-son seals 

asked simultaneously. 

“OH MY OCEAN!” Ripple locked her eyes with Bubble’s. 

“You’re right! We must find Dimple! Right away!” As if suddenly 

possessed by the same miraculous thought, the Delightfuls began 

flapping their flippers together wildly, squealing and clicking with 

unstoppable enthusiasm. 

“Hey!” Rup was discombobulated, “What’s going on?” 

Thinkle rushed to fill him in, “Oh, this is wonderful! You see, 

Dimple found a little seal pup right before we left the Sugar Reef!” 

“Oh, you should have seen him, Rup!” Snuggle swept Rup up 

into her flippers. “He was SO CUTE and CUDDLY! Just like you!” 

Rup wanted to smile, but he couldn’t. The jealousy made it hard for 

his lips to spread. “And now that I think of it, wasn’t he wearing 

something around his neck?” 

“Oh my Lobster!” Memble spotted a notch on her left flipper. 

“Yes he was! It was a necklace! With a sweet little clamshell dangling 

from it, smothered with tiny squiggles! I’ll never forget how it hung 

around his pudgy little neck!” 

Raul couldn’t deny the truth of his dream any longer. The pup 

Snuggle and Memble described was exactly the same pup from his 

dreams. He would never forget the sweet sight of that sticky wet pup, 

or his colorful flight through the air, or the relieved look on his 

mother’s face when she heard his body splash into the water, or the 
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way her body took flight with purple wings and dove deep into the 

same spot where her pup had splashed. 

But there was one thing he had forgotten. Until this very 

moment. He had forgotten what he found when he dove after his 

mother and brother. Dimple’s play-pole! 

“Dimple carried the little pup half the way to the Emerald Seas, 

you know,” Tittle clicked, her tiny body full of admiration. “She didn’t 

even drop him once!” 

“She wanted to keep him, and make him part of our family,” said 

Ideele. 

“But the elders wouldn’t let her,” Rebble complained. Reck 

commiserated with an eye roll of solidarity. 

“So she took him away,” snuffed Sniffle. 

Quickly taking back the reigns, Bridging squealed, “But none of 

that matters now! What matters is that this seal pup, well... he must 

have been your brother! Who else could he be?” 

“I can’t believe I never thought of this before!” Thinkle was 

slightly annoyed with herself. “Especially after hearing your dreams, 

Raul!” She shook her head. “I guess we all just assumed your brother 

was with your mother all this time, or at least on the same skimmer as 

her... That is, until now!” 
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“Oh my!” the Delightfuls began leaping and flipping. “Our 

Dimple found your Serendipity!” There was not a kernel of doubt to 

be found in their intuitive bodies. 

The Delightfuls celebrated this strange, marvelous coincidence. 

Raul looked at Ruff, whose eyes were as wide as his. Then the two 

brothers looked across the circle, into the smiling eyes of Deeple and 

Diggle. Just as they had predicted, the brothers’ dreams and visions 

had turned out to be true, but in a way they never could have imagined, 

not even in their wildest dreams! 

Rutt, Reck and Rup grappled with mysteries of their own. Could 

it be true? Could the seal pup found by Dimple, Ruff and Raul’s 

dearest friend, in a place near the Sugar Reef, on the day their new 

brother was to be born, actually be their baby brother? It seemed so 

impossible. Their mother would never abandon a newborn pup. Never. 

At least not under any circumstance they could imagine. 

And yet, now that they knew what they knew, that their mother 

had been caught by the hu-means and hadn’t seen their baby brother 

since the day of his birth, the more the unimaginable seemed possible, 

probable, even inevitable! 

As the new reality sunk in, every last story they had spun about 

their mother and baby brother shot out of the water like a dissipating 

geyser. The little pup had somehow managed to escape the destroyer 

and the storm, just like them. And now, he was somewhere out there, 
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in the great vast ocean, living his first days and weeks of life, with 

a Delightful dolphin! 

Rutt, Raul, Reck and Ruff were overcome with relief. But not 

Rup. He was overcome with sorrow, and more than a tinge of guilt. As 

he thought of his poor baby brother, born into the world without 

a mother, his jealous heart broke open. How could he have hated such 

a sweet, helpless soul? If only there was something he could do to 

make up for his unforgivable thoughts. 

“LET’S-NOT-WASTE-A-MOMENT-MORE,” Plunging 

squealed as he joined the Delightfuls in their crescendoing chant. 

“TO-DIMPLE-WE-GO! TO-DIMPLE-WE-GO!” 

“But what about our mom?” Reck clutched his conch so tightly it 

turned his black flipper tips white. “We can’t just leave her!” 

“We must,” Rutt swallowed the lump in his throat. “It’s what she 

wants us to do, Reck. You heard her yourself. She’s counting on us to 

find our brother, and to bring him back to Father. Besides, there’s 

nothing we can do for her, not now.” 

“But how will we ever find her again?” Reck’s eyes, despite his 

attempts to keep them dry, welled up with tears. Ruff, Raul and Rup’s 

equally wet eyes begged for reassurance. 

“I... I...” Rutt struggled to give his brothers the concrete answer 

they so desperately wanted, but he couldn’t. And the thought of never 

again laying his big brown eyes on his mother’s warm black body was 

more than he could bear. 
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Daring swam over to the Rea-son seals with fatherly flippers. He 

stroked the shiver off of their shoulders, and then clicked, “Don’t you 

worry, my friends. We found her once. We’ll find her again. We know 

the migration patterns of these skimmers very well. In fact, we know 

exactly where that skimmer’s headed. I’m absolutely sure of it.” The 

seals’ eyes lit up. 

“Besides, we’ve-got-friends-in-Dry-places,” Plunging added with 

the most enigmatic of winks, causing the seals’ curious whiskers to fan 

out. 

“But what about my baby brother, Serendipity?” Rup suddenly 

felt protective of the little one. “How will we find him?” 

“Yea,” Ruff chimed in -- again, with barely a stutter, “D... does 

anyone have any idea where Dimple took him?” 

“Well,” Wrinkle answered with unwavering confidence, “Not 

exactly, my dears. But I have a very strong hunch that we will very 

soon!” 

Not a second after Wrinkle’s click, Plunging shot his long lean 

body straight up into the air and did a triple-forward flip. “I-HAVE- 

A-BRILLIANT-IDEA!” he squealed. “We-shall-consult-with-Oracle!” 

“Wonderful idea!” Wrinkle clapped. 

“Oracle is a Lautripusian sea lioness,” Verble explained. “She 

lives less than a moon East of here. Surely she’ll know Dimple’s 

whereabouts if we ask her. Our Dimple’s transitioning from calf to 
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cow, and no one can read a she-rite of passage better than Oracle! 

Surely if we find her, she will take us to Dimple, and Dimple will take 

us to your brother!” 

“Quick!” Plunging waved the others on with his enthusiastic 

flippers, “To-the-East, we-go!” 

Galvanized by Plunging’s whipping fluke tail, the Dashings and 

Delightfuls eagerly followed his flippers and pointed their noses 

towards the brightening horizon. 

The Rea-son seals, on the other hand, turned towards the 

darkening South, for one last time. They bravely watched the destroyer 

carry their mother away, as they clung to each other’s bodies with 

quaking flippers. 

“Is she going to be OK?” Reck no longer tried to keep his eyes 

dry. 

“Of course she is,” Rutt answered. “She promised us she’d be. 

Remember?” Then, exuding a faith he actually believed himself, he 

looked into the worried eyes of each of his brothers and said, “Mom’s 

a responsible seal. She may not know her future; she may not be in 

control of it. But she’ll respond to whatever happens with courage and 

dignity. And that can only lead to good things. You can trust her.  

I do.” Then he sent a big-brotherly beam of reassurance so potent that 

his brothers’ small round shoulders dropped like soft coconuts. 
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“And what about Father?” Raul’s heart ached for the old bull, 

whose humiliation and sorrow he now knew he had witnessed in his 

dreams, even if all the facts didn’t quite add up. 

“He’ll be OK too, Raul,” Rutt didn’t know the contents of Raul’s 

dreams, but he responded to the concern in his eyes. “Once we bring 

Father and our baby brother together, all will be forgiven. I promise.” 

Then Rutt whispered into Raul’s ear, “Just between you and me, I left 

Father a clue before we headed out on our journey, so he’d know we’d 

be back.” Rutt winked at Raul, who sighed with relief. 

* * * 

Slowly, the destroyer’s monstrous frame faded into the distance 

like a grain of black sand. 

“Mom!” Raul yowled out. “May you have the greatest adventure 

of your life!” 

“We believe in you!” Reck barked. 

“We love you!” squealed Rup. 

“And don’t worry!” Ruff cried out, without even a hint of 

a stutter, “We’ll find your Serendipity! And we’ll bring him to Father! 

Then we’ll come back for you!” One last time, Ruff sang his baby 

brother’s song. His voice, as haunting and beautiful as the purple 

whale’s, echoed in the wind and filled his brothers’ bodies with 

courage. 
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Serendipity 

Serendipity 

Your name came to me 

In a glorious dream 

Rainbow sky 

And giggles too 

You knew exactly what to do 

You know exactly what to do 

Trust and you shall find 

Trust and you shall find 

Me and all your kind 

You and all your kind 

At the song’s end, the five Rea-son seals released their clutch. 

Taking a big deep breath and joining hearts, they whipped their snouts 

around, and along with their dearest dolphin friends, launched their 

lean bodies towards the eastern rim of the Emerald waters, now 

sprinkled with tiny lemon-drops of sun light. 



 

 

The End 

 



 

 

The Adventure Continues  

 
Stay tuned to learn what happened to Serendipity 

from the moment of his birth! 
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