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Prolog


All seas on the planet Earth are somehow alike, all equally salty, usually cold and blue, except one. This one is delightfully crystal, transparent, heaven-like glimmeringly green-blue, like the stars in the night sky, shining abundantly, overwhelmed by corals of the most diverse colors and sizes of marvelous beauty.


It is very small and a bit hidden from the other huge seas whose waves rise higher than mountains and where powerful hurricanes roar.


The small, calm sea in all its beauty and depth hides a tragic secret tale of the little mermaid and cheerful scamp, the dolphin.




The fairytale begins like all fairy tales…


Once upon a time, at the palace, lavishly built of red-gold corals, lived the good king of the blue-green crystal sea. Whenever he would leave the palace, riding proudly on the back of a great turtle harnessed together with the seahorses, all fishes would gladly greet him by waving their fins. King’s little entourage was made up of the most curious water creatures, numerous cuttlefishes, jellyfishes, octopuses and his faithful guardians, small striped sharks. This merry bunch used to set out every day from the coral reef, on which the castle was placed, and ride to the very frontier of the small sea, where the green corals, its guardians, stood, lined up in a row.


From visiting around his kingdom, the king would return just before sunset, back to the palace where playfully and joyfully his daughter, the princess, the little mermaid of marvelous beauty, would await him. The King would gently embrace her, rejoicing in her sonorous laughter, whose allure would make all the seaweeds – her protectresses, tenderly cherish and watch her swing.


The little princess was well acquainted with the whole kingdom, as she has been pacing curiously from one coral to another since she was a child. Her every step has been cheerfully followed by all the seaweeds, friskily swaying in hope to touch her just a little at least.


One day, while her father was outside, visiting their marine kingdom as usual, the little princess asked the old octopus, the king’s advisor in a cuddly way:



	Tell me, dear oldster, how far does my kingdom reach?





No one knew how old the octopus was. He has lived in the depths of the sea for an eternity, knowing all the secrets of the coral castle and kingdom of the crystal green-blue sea. Now, on the princess’ question, he kept silent and looked con-fused. Eventually, after long rumination, he answered unwillingly, hoarsely, almost whispering:




	Your kingdom, little mermaid, reaches to the green corals!


	I go right away to see the green corals! – the princess jumped readily.


	No! – The old octopus cried out terrified. – By no means! You’re not allowed to so. It is very dangerous for you, little mermaid.





Astonished, the little princess threw her head back proudly and replied, almost angrily:



	Nevertheless, I am going to swim there. I’ll be back soon please don’t tell anything to my father.





The old octopus nodded in abeyance with all his eight tentacles. He neither dared nor wanted to contradict the princess and was terribly angry with himself for allowing her Majesty to pass him on the way to the well-kept secret of the kingdom in the water. He blamed himself and was deeply worried.


In the meantime, the little princess was already swimming happily, further and further. She was surrounded by so much beauty, wonderful water plants, colorful little fishes, seashells that glimmered golden. Everything was mottled with emer-ald light of the thin rays of sunshine that were reaching down into these depths. The little princess was insomuch enchanted that she didn’t even notice that the light from the dazzling corals slowly began to disappear and she suddenly found herself in front of a dark-green coral mountain.
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She was completely perturbed as she found herself standing before a huge, deep darkness that was looming behind threateningly spiking coral peaks. From behind this wall of darkness an odd creature, which she had never seen before, emerged with its guardians the great white sharks. This was the guard of hell in the water.


By a single sweep of his large tale the guard blocked her way, and shouted with a horrible voice:
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