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To my musketeers- d’Adtagnan and Bronthos.


With much love and thanks, Maramis
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Here is a helpful map of Spain. It features the places that we visited and a few others that we didn’t. It’s not to scale, so those in the geographical know, please forgive a little bit of cartographical artistic licence.




		

HELLO


This is a travelogue. But don’t worry, it’s not a boring one. I’ve intentionally chosen to leave the duller parts out and instead, bequeath you with little nuggets of greatness. Along the way, you’ll find a few fascinating facts thrown in for good measure, as well as an honest account of what it’s like to travel as a one year old with parents. This is where my travelogue is unique. It is told through eyes that are a lot lower down than those of the adult of the species. Everything is new  to me- even ancient monuments, which is very useful when you are a travel novice, because every little thing is simply amazing. 


I’ll be honest with you. I’m still finding my feet  as a junior member of the human race and learning  as I go. It’s not easy, navigating life when there’s no manual and you’ve got parents to supervise. However, each day is a fascinating insight into the world and  its people. Add an adventure into the mix and the fascination steps up a notch. Pull on your specs, switch to channel Brontë and join me and the folks as I take you on a thrilling expedition in Toddler on Tour: Viva España.
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THE ITINERARY


03 September - Goodbye England - depart Southampton


04 September - Sailing the seven seas


05 September - Hello land- La Coruna


06 September - Bobbing along the ocean


07 September - More ocean bobbing


08 September - Land ahoy- Valencia


09 September - More land- Cartagena


10 September - At sea


11 September - In port- Hõla Barcelona


12 September - Take two- Barcelona beckons


13 September - Sea legs


14 September - Final Spanish stop - Cadiz


15 September - Ocean bound


16 September - Sailing North


17 September - Hello England -  Southampton awaits
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A SORT-OF DISCLAIMER


What you are about to read is the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. Kind of. You see, I’m a one year old and do not yet possess the ability to articulate everything that happens, neither do I have the means of communicating all such happenings.  As you may well imagine, I am not yet operational in  the art of the pen. For the record though, I can create some excellent scribbles that often continue off of the paper and onto the canvas all around me. Said canvas is generally what the parents refer to as ‘the floor’. At that point, my tools are swiftly confiscated. 


Linguistically speaking, I’m limited to a small and exclusive collection of words that I’m able to verbalise. But in my mind, wow. There is a whole encyclopaedia of knowledge up there. Fortunately for me, ever since I was born into the world, Mummy and I have shared  a very strong meeting of minds. We’re pretty much telepathic, which made documenting this voyage a lot  easier. We’re on the same wavelength, which is actually a real thing. Neuroscience boffins have researched it extensively and proved it. But to try to make it sound more fancy and scientific, they call this bond ‘brain coupling’. So, through the coupling of our brains, I have been able to pour my thoughts along the Brontë-Mumma Invisibond, all the way into Mummy’s fingertips and the book that you are now holding. 


I have titled this book Viva España, because it is  the thrilling tale of my odyssey to Spain and my  first time abroad. My second choice of title was The Almost Circumnavigation of Spain, because we almost circumnavigated the perimeter of Spain. We basically did a giant horseshoe around the country, starting in the northwest and then skirting the shores of Portugal, continuing all the way up to the quirky Catalan capital city of Barcelona on the northeastern side of the country. Obviously, we didn’t manage to circle the entirety of Spain as this would have meant a significant detour onto land and an expedition through the Pyrenees, skirting the edge of France. Apparently,  this would not have been toddler compatible. So, we remained on our ocean-going vessel and went around the outside sea borders. Maybe when I’m a bit older we’ll trek across the Pyrenees. When we left England, I was only able to manage about three or four tottery  steps before falling over. Of course, I had my other means of transportation: the crawl and the bottom shuffle, but to put those into operation on a jaunt through the Pyrenees would have taken forever  and a day.
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LET’S P&O CRUISE AS WE’RE READY  TO SCHMOOZE


In the spirit of sharing, here’s some more helpful information. It might be worth knowing this before you board the book and embark on our adventure.





Cruise liner - P&O Cruises


Ship - Arvia


Holiday number - K318


Holiday duration - 14 nights


Embarkation - Southampton


Disembarkation - Southampton


Destinations - La Coruna, Valencia, Cartagena, Barcelona for two days, Cadiz





P&O Cruises is a behemoth of the cruising world.  It started operating in 1837, so I would have been aged minus 185. I was so far into the future that I wasn’t even a blip, let alone a thought that had crossed anyone’s mind. 1837 was a year of great change as it marked the start of Queen Victoria’s reign, when she took over the mantle of monarch at the tender age of eighteen. At  the same time, the beginning of P&O Cruises’ commercial enterprise began with a steamship carrying mail to  the Iberian Peninsula when the company was known as  the Peninsular Steam Navigation Company. The Iberian Peninsula is made up of several countries: Spain, Portugal, Gibraltar, Andorra and a smidge of France. That said, it’s mainly associated with Spain and Portugal. So it feels like our holiday is a retracing of a historic journey that mirrored the start of P&O Cruises’ early routes. Although, I’m sure that our accommodation was probably a lot more comfortable and luxurious than that of a steamship designed to carry letters and parcels. 


Over the following years, P&O Cruises grew and expanded. It branched out from mail and had forays into cargo and cruising, as well as stints of national service during wartime. Now, in the present day, P&O Cruises has been merged with the Carnival Corporation in 2003. 


The current P&O Cruises fleet is made up of seven iconic ships painted white with the striking red,  white and blue, of the union jack incorporated into each vessel. The ships in the fleet are Arvia, Azura, Britannia, Iona and Ventura, as well as Arcadia  and Aurora. The first five are family friendly and the last two are exclusively for adults. We sailed on  the newest ship, Arvia, who had her maiden voyage on 23 December 2022 after being constructed in a shipyard in Germany that began trading in 1795. Unlike Arvia, I was not built in the Meyer Werft shipyard in Papenburg. No, I was made in Mummy’s tummy some 535 miles (862 km) to the south west of Papenburg on the Isle of Wight, off the south coast of England.
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WHO’S WHO  IN THE TRAVEL PARTY?


We are a happy trio made up of me, Mummy and Daddy. I like to think of us as three magnificent musketeers. We have followed in the footsteps of Athos, Aramis and d’Artagnan. Through no fault of his own, Porthos did not make the cut. Inspired by Dumas and his literary heroes, I have bestowed the new musket-less musketeers for the modern family with fitting name tributes. I, Brontë, am of course Bronthos. Thank you Athos. Mummy is Maramis. And for obvious reasons, Daddy is d’Adtagnan. 


So you know a little more about me and my travel companions, I have listed some essential information. This includes a list of alternative names that may feature in the travelogue, our ages, distinguishing features, hobbies, and anything else that might be useful to know. 


Brontë


Other names - Mrs Bongles/ Bronthos/ The Boss (only joking. I wish)


Age - 15 months when we left Southampton and 16 months when we returned


Distinguishing features - Curly hair, free of clips and accessories because they get in the way and stuck on things/ likes to smile lots/ blue eyes


Hobbies - Hiding things that Mummy and Daddy  need/ playing with anything that isn’t actually mine/ walking/ getting up to mischief/ splashing in the bath/ waving/ making music/ keeping Mummy and Daddy on their toes (known as bongling, after my nickname of Mrs Bongles)


Anything else - My Mummy and Daddy are my favourite people in the world. My favourite food is jelly and I love to start and end the day with a dash of milk


Mumma


Other names - Mummy/ Maramis/ The Captain (only joking. Mummy wishes)/ The Parents (one half of)


Age - Older than me


Distinguishing features - Straight hair/ taller than me/ likes smiling (especially at me)


Hobbies - Washing and ironing/ playing the piano/ writing and pretending to be a world famous author


Anything else - Likes exploring and discovering new things. That’s lucky, because I do too and because I’m still quite new to the world, I discover new things all the time. I’m a proper explorer


Dadnad


Other names - Daddy/ Naddad/ d’Adtagnan/ The Lieutenant (only joking. Daddy wishes)/ The Parents (the other half of)


Age - Older than Mummy


Distinguishing features - Wavy hair/ taller than Mummy/ kind eyes that can magically have x-ray vision and sense when I am about to embark on a mischief streak


Hobbies - Talking to me and Mummy/ walking/ playing games with me/ reading


Anything else - Daddy is my official nap buddy
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02 September


EMPTY SUITCASES


I go on holiday tomorrow. I’m told that’s quite exciting. Although, I don’t actually know what a holiday is. That said, I have so far deduced that it involves Mummy rushing around the house, moving random items from one place to another. It also involves empty suitcases being retrieved from the loft and taunting me with their open invitation to use them as a climbing frame. I am perplexed by something though. Why are we bringing cases for suits, when none of us wear suits? It gets even more peculiar when you think that suitcases were preceded by trunks. And no, they were not attached to an elephant. Let me rephrase things. I’m not going to call our clothes-carrying bags suitcases or trunks, because both options feel a bit like false advertising. I will go with the more accurate descriptor of luggage, because Daddy is going to have to lug it along. 


Nana came round to see me and Mummy while Daddy was finishing his work. She asked Mummy if we were all packed and ready to go, to which Mummy replied that she was ‘packed in her mind’. In other words, the answer was no. At this point, I then shuffled across to Nana and turned to face Mummy as I didn’t want to bask in Nana’s gaze of incredulous bemusement that was casting a  hazy glow over Mummy. Being on the Nana side gave me a bit more kudos and made me less complicit in the empty clothes vessel situation, even though their lack  of contents was partly my fault. I am- after all, what  I affectionately like to term; a glorious distraction. Why do sensible grown-up things when your time could be better spent in play? Or going to the library, for a walk in the park, or swimming? Usually, Nana would agree with me completely, but today was no ordinary day because we were off on an expedition in less than 24 hours with nothing but the clothes that we were wearing, a months’ supply of nappies (just in case. In case of what, I never had clarified), some sunglasses, my pushchair, and an abundance of dried snacks.


Nana put her cape on and Supernana arrived to take control of the situation. We reconvened to my bedroom and all of a sudden, the wardrobe doors were thrown wide open and the contents of my drawers were sent flying through the air before landing neatly in my bag. Whilst Mummy and Supernana were having a serious discussion about how much swimwear I would need, I saw a window of opportunity and firmly grasped it with both hands. My half-full luggage was unattended, so I started helping and removing everything that I felt was surplus to requirements. Mummy and Supernana quickly reached a conclusion about my swimming garb and turned their attentions back to me. As it turns out, they didn’t want my assistance, so I was then banished to my cot and sentenced to watch proceedings from a metre further away. Not long later, my holdall graduated from luggage and emerged as my baggage, as luggage becomes baggage once it’s filled with one’s worldly wares.


During a well-earned tea and milk break, we spotted a boat on the sea that wasn’t a). a French car ferry,  b). a fishing boat, c). a cruise liner, d). a sailing vessel, or e). another French car ferry. No, as part of its summer circuit around the coastline of the Isle of Wight, the Waverley paddle steamed into view, immediately transporting us back to the days of yesteryear. With her two distinctive funnels and side paddles creating a frothy white wake around it, the Waverley invited us to say ‘hello nostalgia’. Quickly Nana went to grab her phone to take a few pictures, but by the time she’d retrieved it from the depths of her cavernous handbag, the steamer was not much more than a boat backside. Considering that the Waverley was brought into commission in 1946 and is the worlds last seagoing paddle steamer, she can certainly move at a rate of knots. As she disappeared around Woody Bay, we finished our beverages and then Nana and I set to important matters involving playing whilst Mummy got to the business of packing stuff for her and Daddy. And then, just like that, we were holiday ready. 
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The iconic Waverley paddle steamer at sea  (sadly, we are not in this picture).
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03 September


SLEEP IS  FOR LOSERS


SUNRISE 06:22


 SUNSET 20:43


As I write this, it is close to midnight and we are in the open waters of the English Channel, heading towards the Atlantic Ocean. I know that we’re no longer off the shores of England as Mummy and Daddy’s mobile phones have tuned into a different maritime network that costs about five thousand Earth pounds a minute to use. Swiftly, the telephones were switched off and relegated to the safe. With full steam ahead, Captain Camby sailed us out of the 46,602 square miles (75,000 km2) of water that makes up the English Channel and into the mouth of the Atlantic with its 41,105,000 square miles (106.5 million km2) and forty-three species of shark. Huddled in our cabin, we felt very small and the boat very big. But when I think that the Atlantic covers 17% of the Earth’s surface, I realised that we weren’t just small, we were atom sized in relation to the seas we were about to venture into. 


In the big scheme of things, we didn’t travel that far to get to Southampton. I almost feel slightly embarrassed to write that it’s been a long day and that I’m rather tired, especially when I’ve heard hardy, weary people saying that they spent eight or eleven hours respectively, on a coach to get here. It took us a couple of hours to make the 27 mile journey (43 km). The roads weren’t overly busy, but given that our journey involved a catamaran trip, there was lots of loading and unloading of me and the baggage from car to boat to taxi to giant ship. 


From the Isle of Wight we crossed the 20 mile long (32 km) stretch of water that makes up The Solent  and then took a taxi to the Ocean Cruise Terminal  in Southampton. I was excited to learn that, sailing into Southampton in 1840 was the first P&O Cruises passenger ship. Yet, Southampton has been a port since the Roman era and today welcomes over  2 million people annually. That’s roughly 1.999 million more people than I know.


I woke up feeling bright and refreshed at 7 am and ready to face the trials and tribulations of the day ahead, which is just as well because bed did not beckon me until gone 10:30 pm. That, ladies and gents, is very late for me these days. When I was new to the world and had youth on my side, I could easily party on through until 4 am. But now, as a senior baby, I do need my beauty sleep. If I don’t get it, I’m in danger of becoming a grumple. That said, in my defence, I didn’t actually intend to stay up so late, and neither did the parents. Quite frankly, I don’t know how I managed to keep my eyes open for so long as my one solitary nap today was no more than a generous half an hour whilst in the car and in transit to the ferry. I ask you, can you call a nap ‘a nap’, if it is less than ninety minutes? I would say not. 


Through no fault of the parents (or my own), I was denied quality rest time. Yet somehow, we discovered I had energy reserves that appeared as the day progressed. I don’t know where I stored said energy reserves, but they kept me going until long after dark. In the end, when I’d reluctantly succumbed to the allure of sleep, Mummy retired to the bathroom whilst Daddy had a night time stroll and I contemplated some of life’s great mysteries like, is it normal to be longer than your bed? And why is it easier for me to walk on a ship at sea than it is on land? I know, they’re deep. Like seven leagues of the sea, type deep.


Grandpa very kindly picked us up at home and drove us to the passenger boat in Cowes (no, not named after the bovine animals, but quite possibly some old sandbanks). We crossed The Solent using the Red  Jet, which is the passenger ferry arm of Red Funnel.  In 1820, the first steamer service was established between Cowes and Southampton. Fast-forward a few years and we get to 1861- the year that Prince Albert died. He spent a fair amount of time on the Isle of Wight with Queen Victoria and their children at Osborne House. In the same year, the Southampton Isle of Wight and South of England Royal Mail Steam Packet Company Limited launched. At some point in time, somebody  had the good sense to rechristen the company as Red Funnel, after the red funnels of their ships.


After Grandpa had dropped us off at the boat, we zipped across The Solent where I was liberally plied with savoury biscuit snacks and melty buttons. I knew it was a bribe to buy my silence, but damn, Mummy’s good. She knows I just can’t resist a dried baked good. Well played mother, well played. 


On the Mainland (also known as England), I had my first taxi experience. I sat on Mummy’s lap and talked gibberish with Dad. It wasn’t a long trip. To be precise, it was £7-80 worth of long. Really, it only needed to be £5-20, but the taxi driver decided to wait at a zebra crossing with about thirty senior citizens and their luggage. That meter kept on rolling as the wheels on their suitcases slowly cranked into second gear. But once we’d vacated the taxi, we deposited the bags, checked in, and then boarded the gigantic Arvia. 


In Latin, Arvia actually means ‘from the seashore’, which is rather fitting for an ocean liner, but if you’re not in the know with Latin, it may as well mean ‘huge, gargantuan vessel’, because Arvia is colossus and holds over 5,000 guests, including me, Mummy and Daddy. Interestingly, the captain of this rather substantial ship- Mr Robert Camby, is the same chap that captained Azura, the boat that Mummy and Daddy boarded for their honeymoon back in 2016. It’s a small world. 


From up on deck 16, we ventured to the starboard side of the ship and surveyed the port and surrounding area. Out of the blue, we watched as the Waverley steamed into view with her backward leaning funnels across the waters that were as calm and gentle as a millpond. You wait for years to see a paddle-steamer and then you see the same iconic ship- twice, in a  24 hour window. 


Nostalgia collided with modern luxury in a funny old turn of events. At our disposal, we had the opulence  of a £700 million ship beneath our feet and all around us. Yet the thing that caught our attention was the little slice of history with its tiny ant-sized passengers enthusiastically waving up at us on this shiny new boat. As we watched the Waverley disappear into the distance, time seemed to slow as the low cloud with the setting sun erased the giant cranes and port machinery from our vision and brought our focus squarely onto this floating wonder that was gifted  to the Waverley Preservation Society, Ltd, for the princely sum of £1-00 in 1974. I don’t know much about money, but I do know that that is one heck of  a bargain.  


Once aboard Arvia, we had a bite to eat in the self service restaurant and then went to find our room-sorry, cabin. There’s a lot of wow’s coming your way.


Wow! We must be important as we’re at the very front of the ship. Daddy’s planning on being a backseat driver. I’ll keep him company.


Wow! This room cabin is compact. I’ve got shoeboxes bigger than this place. 


Wow! The walls and ceilings are magnetic. Who knew? I thought that was just a wild rumour.


Wow! There’s no bed for me. Where do I sleep? Hmm. This crucial piece of furniture is noticeably absent. Perhaps I’ll be upgraded to the Mummy and Daddy bed? Nope. No such luck.


Wow! They’ve brought me a bed. I don’t want to seem ungrateful, but it’s the worlds smallest travel cot and I appear to be longer than it. Luckily, I like to sleep like a concertinaed frog, compact and parcelled up into myself. That said, I do like a good stretch  and roll. I may have to abandon the downward dog in favour of the folded mouse. 


Our cabin was bijou. It had a bed fit for a queen. Or at least I’m assuming that’s what queen size means? You know what else this suggests? My Mummy must  be a queen. So that makes me a princess. What a result. I’ve gone from a regular citizen to royalty since entering this cabin. Wowie indeed.


In addition to the bed, there was built-in wardrobes, a sofa that could be a bed, a very useful mini-fridge, a desk area with chair, and a wall-mounted television. The big glass door led to our steel fronted balcony  in the forward of the ship. (Look at me, all up to speed with the lingo. Forward means the front). We had  an ensuite shower room with my baby bath stashed inside the shower cubicle. Over the next couple of weeks, Mummy would become very accustomed to  the floor of the bathroom when she was trying to get her daily writing fix squeezed in, without disturbing me with the scratch of the pen gliding over the page.


Once the pushchair was parked in the hallway of our cabin, there wasn’t that much space. And when my bed arrived, the doorway to the balcony was decommissioned and relegated to ‘out of action’ when I was in the baby bed. 


I should probably add that if it was just d’Adtagnan and Maramis on holiday, the cabin would have been plenty big enough for them. Considering I’m such a little person, I come with a lot of equipment, and that equipment’s got to find a home. Luckily, there was swathes of empty space under the bed, begging to  be filled.


Apparently, once a year, the ship has a muster station gathering. I don’t know if it was good luck  or unfortunate timing, but our trip coincided with  the annual muster announcement. We had to sit in the theatre and be shown how to put a life jacket on, as demonstrated by the cap and yellow life-jacket wearing crew. We also had to listen to seven alarm bells, followed by one long one. This is sounded in the event of danger. But if you are in danger, having to count the seven short blasts and wait for the loud, long dong confirming that you are definitely in mortal peril, would be quite stressful. And what happens if you lost count?


I kept those thoughts to myself as the presentation was so boring I was unable to resist the urge to rest my eyes. (The resting of ones eyes does not equate to napping. Mummy has confirmed this ruling for me). Sadly, I am unable to tell you if we were in any real danger as I lost count of how many alarms sounded.


After dinner, we ambled on back to our room cabin and hallelujah!, our bags had finally arrived. It was gone 8 pm by this time, which was quite late for a suitcase reunion. It was a big relief to have our things as my milk and pyjamas were stashed in there. Hastily, the parents fished out my milk and I had not one, but two bottles of the good stuff. It’s thirsty work being a bongle and having to be adored by so many strangers who all seemed compelled to try to touch my hair. 


Following my double shot of milk, I folded myself like a piece of origami into my cot and went straight to meet with the supervisor of Brontë Dreamland Productions.
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04 September


SOMEWHERE NEAR BISCAY AND ITS BAY


SUNRISE 07:40


SUNSET 20:59


Either we musketeers were super sleepy yesterday,  or the blackout curtains are so effective as to render the sunrise obsolete, that without an alarm we could have slept on through to midday. They say that if  you snooze, you lose. And lose we did as our plans for the morning were swiftly gobbled up by Xixili, the mythical nymph with a pair of duck feet on her tail, who emerged in the blink of an eye on the crest of  a crashing wave from within the murky depths of Biscay. I know, it’s a pretty dramatic way to say that we overslept. By accident. Our intentions were good, but those blackout curtains led us off the strait and narrow path of good intentions. 


What happened is really quite simple. Mummy and Daddy should have known better, but they’ve been out of the travel fold on account of the pandemic pausing life for everyone. They made a rookie error and forgot how exhausting travelling is- even if it was only  a modest 27 miles. I was shattered- and I didn’t even have to do any packing or shift any of the baggage. How grown-ups manage, I just don’t know. I was extra tired as the worlds smallest bed was a smidge on the snug side. I needed to be unfolded like a parcel when  I woke up as I couldn’t even stretch. When you’re too big for your bed, it’s difficult to get settled. Add to that the midnight blackness of the cabin when the lights went out, strange noises and the gentle ebb and flow of the waves, and everything was a little bit different. And- to her dismay, Mummy forgot my magic music light thing. I don’t always want it playing or the stars projected, but on those occasions, it does make a good missile to launch from my crib and onto the unsuspecting floor. 


Braced for Mummy karaoke, I tried to feign exhaustion, but the parents could see that I wasn’t fully committed to the portrayal of ‘tired babe’. A quick google or youtube was out of the question as the Internet was now a forbidden entity on account of it costing a small fortune. And then, Mummy remembered that she had one song downloaded on her phone’s library: Somewhere Over the Rainbow. Not the Judy Garland gingham and red shoes version. No, one that sounds like a lullaby and was sung by the gentle giant that was Israel Kamakawiwo’ole, an a capella version with the Hawaiian singer and his ukulele. Like a moth to a flame, my eyelids began to droop under his dulcet tones and the next thing I knew, I was being awkwardly shoehorned into my compact bed and drifting towards some semblance of sleep.


Every night, P&O Cruises’ daily newsletter- Horizon, is delivered to the post box outside each cabin. By the time Mummy and Daddy retired to bed last night, all they managed was a quick scan of the paper. It’s a useful newsletter with an itinerary of events that are happening across the ship, as well as adverts and helpful port information. When I say quick, I mean a 30-second cursory express read, which was enough time to discover that at 10:00 there was a nursery group play session on the theme of Outer Space, down on deck 8. Excellent. This was our destination of choice. With the plans set, we headed to breakfast in a timely manner, arriving at the self-service restaurant up on deck 16 around 09:15. As we walked by the swimming pool beneath the huge retractable dome and giant cinema screen, Mummy’s eyebrows did that thing where they give her wrinkles as she glanced at her watch in confusion. Yes, it was still 09:15. So why was the 10:00 screening of Rio playing so early? This was very odd, given that the timings on cruise ships run like clockwork. In the end, Mummy guessed that someone had hit the start button a little bit earlier than intended. Instead of pausing the film and waiting until the right time, they just rolled with it and hoped that nobody would notice. But they didn’t bank on  the musketeers picking up on this projection error! No, Siree. 
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		Rain, Rain, Go Away



		Yes, it’s Still Raining



		It Doesn’t Just Rain, it Pours



		Where are all the Postcards?



		Can I Offer You a Pet Leech? it’s Free



		Tying Up Loose Ends



		A Postscript Q&A





		Some Words of Thanks



		References



		Coming Soon.



		Copyright
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