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DEDICATed
To my children, Rich, Jack and Cassie, for whom this story was originally invented, and they’ve turned out wonderful so far. 
Inky the Squid was playing on the sea floor one wet morning. When he chased a jellyfish farther that he was allowed to go, the water became colder and deeper. Suddenly, two dark shapes appeared. It was the Calamari brothers!  

   Inky thought they looked frightening with their crooked tentacles and dark hats. Inky quickly swam to hide inside of a sunken ship. 
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   Fortunately, the Calamari brothers soon passed by.
   In the ship, Inky found an old chest. “I just want to peek…” Inky used four of his arms to lift the lid. The chest was full of glimmering treasure. On top was a belt covered with jewels. 

   Inky thought his mother would like the belt. He dragged the belt behind him. When Inky tried to wipe sand off a red ruby in the center of the belt, a bright light appeared. Startled, he dropped the belt. 
   He was then surrounded by two shapes! Was it the Calamari brothers? No –it was two huge, mouthy sharks. 

    Light blazed from the belt. A human in a jeweled suit appeared. “I am the King, the King of all music!” he declared. With a mighty kick, the sharks swam away as frightened as minnows. 

   Inky said to the King, “Thank you. My name is Inky.”

……

   The two sharks that swam away were even more scared of their boss, the Chairman. They would have to explain how a tiny squid found the treasure and had taken the magic belt. The Chairman would be angry...
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The King smiled at Inky. “Thank you for saving me. I have been trapped in that belt for many years.” 

Inky was curious. “What is the ‘King of all Music’?”

“I am the soul of all good music,” the King explained.

“But what is…music?” Inky shrugged six shoulders. 

“Music is organized noise,” the King replied. “I help humans on dry land create good music. My energy has sparkled through the King of Rock, the Queen of Soul, the King of Pop, a Prince, and royalty of music around the world.” He looked up, “I wonder if music has suffered on land since I have been gone…”

“How did you get in the sunken ship?” Inky wondered.

   “My belt was being shipped to be displayed in a ‘music-themed restaurant.’ There was a storm and the ship sank. 
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When the evil Chairman found me, he kept me trapped because music hurts his ears.” The King leaned down to explain, “You see, stingrays have tiny ears on top of their heads, with hair-like cells that detect sound. The Chairman doesn’t want fish to enjoy music of any kind.”
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   “I’ll help you get back to dry land,” Inky offered.

   The King smiled, “I’m not sure you are strong enough to lift my belt to the surface. Do you have any friends who can help?”

   Inky frowned. “The only squids I know are the Calamari brothers. But they don’t seem too friendly.”

   “Have you been kind to them?” the King asked.
   “I always swim away,” Inky replied. “Perhaps I should introduce myself.”

   “And I will help you,” the King promised.
   Inky dragged the King’s belt to the Calamari brothers’ reef. The squid brothers came out and saw Inky rubbing the belt’s large ruby. When the King appeared, it frightened the Calamari brothers.

   “I won’t harm you. I am the King of all Music!” The King grinned, “If you help Inky lift my belt to the surface, I’ll reward you all.”  
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  The Calamaris lifted their tentacles to shake the King’s hand. They introduced themselves as Sonny and Lucky.
   “Nice to meet you both,” the King bowed. “Do you know my lil’ partner Inky?”

   “No. We thought he was unfriendly,” Lucky replied. 

   “Whenever we try to approach, he just swims away,” said Sonny Calamari. 

   “I’m sorry,” Inky chuckled. “I used to think you two were unfriendly.”

   “Why? Based on how we look?” Sonny asked.
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   “Or because of our dark hats?” asked Lucky. 
The King smiled as they all shook tentacles. “I guess we should never judge without knowing each other. Especially by looks or what others wear.”
   Inky and the King told the story of the belt, the sharks, the Chairman, and music to the Calamaris. The King asked for their help to be lifted to the surface.

   “I must return into my belt for you to lift me. While inside, I will be unable to help you. With three of you lifting, reaching the surface should be easy.” The King promised, “When I get to shore, I will reward you with a secret of how to hear music.” 

   The King returned into his belt and they began to lift. But as they tugged and swam, two dark shapes appeared –the SHARKS were back!

   Inky and the Calamaris were terrified. They dropped the belt. A round shark named Gordo and a thin shark named Sleek caught the belt in their toothy mouths. The sharks swam away with the belt –with the King trapped inside.
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   Gordo and Sleek swam to their Chairman, seated on his clamshell throne. 
   “Here is the belt, Mr. Chairman,” the sharks bowed and gave the belt to their boss. “With the King trapped forever inside.”
   “Beauty-ful!” The Chairman grinned with tiny teeth. “No sea critter will ever hear the horrible racket called music!” he laughed. “Put the belt into my treasure cave!”
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   Inky and the Calamaris were sad about losing the King. He had saved Inky from the sharks. It was now their turn to save the King. But they needed a plan... 
   Inky would have to go to the Chairman’s cave. 
   Inky was nervous, but he swam to the Chairman’s lair. It helped him to know the Calamari brothers were watching him from behind a reef. Suddenly, Gordo and Sleek surrounded him. 
   “Take me to your Chairman!” Inky shouted to the sharks. 
   The sharks laughed. Gordo said, “We may just eat you.” Sleek swam loops around Inky.
   Inky frowned, “If you do not bring me to your boss, he will be very upset with you!”
   Gordo and Sleek were confused. They decided to bring the tiny squid to their Chairman. What harm could he do?
   “Who is this?” The Chairman shouted from his throne. “Why do you silly sharks bring me a little cephalopod?”
   “A cephalo…what?” Gordo asked.
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   “A squid!” Shouted the Chairman. “A cephalopod is a squid! I mean, look at him. It’s sort of obvious.”
   Inky exclaimed, “I can help you, Mr. Chairman. More than your sand-brained sharks.” 

   “Ha!” the Chairman laughed. “You are a brave cephalopod. How can YOU –a tiny squid– help me more than my sharp-toothed sharks?”

   “How many arms do sharks have?” Inky asked.
   “None.” The Chairman frowned, “Just two pectoral fins.”
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   “I have EIGHT arms,” Inky said. “To help you steal MORE treasure. Your sharks just have noisy mouths.” Inky was brave because he knew the Calamaris were moving closer.

   “You are right, cephalopod…” the Chairman said. “My sharks are clumsy.” Gordo and Sleek pouted like baby tadpoles.

   “Bring me to your treasure cave,” Inky offered. “I’ll show you how swift I can move.”

   The Chairman stroked his chin, “I guess a tiny cephalopod can’t do much harm...” 

   The Chairman ordered his sharks to use their mouths to open the rock door to his cave. Inky saw treasures stolen by the Chairman. There was gold, silver –and the King’s belt lying on a pile of coins.

   “Watch this,” Inky said to the sharks. He began juggling treasure with his eight arms. Gold was spinning before their eyes. The Chairman was dazzled.
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  “Will you work for me?” The Chairman grinned. The sharks were hypnotized by the flying pieces of shimmering gold.
   Sonny Calamari swam to the cave’s door. Inky quickly tossed the King’s belt to Sonny, who juggled it farther away to Lucky. 

   The Chairman, Gordo and Sleek were confused. Inky squirted a cloud of dark ink and shouted, “THAT’S what a small cephalopod can do!” 

   Inky and the Calamaris tried to close the cave’s door. But the rock was too heavy.

   “Get them!” the Chairman ordered. 

   Sonny and Lucky rubbed the belt’s ruby. The King appeared in a light. “Back away, silly fish!” shouted the King in his sparkling suit. His mighty chop instantly closed the door, trapping the Chairman and his sharks in the cave. “You love treasure so much, stay with it forever.”

   The King returned into his belt and his three friends lifted it to an island at the ocean’s surface. Being sea animals, Inky, Sonny and Lucky were unable to go on dry land with the King.
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   The King smiled into the waves, “I can now help the world create new kinds of music. Unfortunately, you cannot hear music very well under the sea.” The King explained, “Sound waves have a hard time traveling through water. But as a reward, I’ll tell you a secret how you can hear a little music from time to time.”

   Inky and the Calamaris moved closer to the surface to hear the King.

   “If you ever swim near the surface, quickly splash out of the water. You may hear a little music. Perhaps tunes from a boat. Or steel drums from an island. Maybe someone singing. I will ask children and parents to sing whenever they visit a shore. When they see fish near the surface of any ocean, lake or pond, they’ll know it’s so they can hear a little music.”

   Inky and his friends shook tentacles with the King. The King said he’d like to learn more about the sea, so he promised to return. 

   Inky, Sonny and Lucky wanted to know more about dry land. Could it ever be possible to visit the King..? They put their three cephalopod heads together to think of a way…

Until Next Time
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