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"OOPSIEDESIE! 

She said that crazy word again. Where did it come from? 

Before she could break her head over it, she felt the wheels slide under the car. In a reflex, Brenda grabbed the seat in front of her. “There hasn't been any scattering here yet!”

The taxi driver shook her head and sniffed her nose. “Nope. This night frost was announced only three days ago.” Cynicism dripped from her words. Routinely, she stirred her taxi away from the curb, which they had just almost slipped into. “But it's only the cobblestones in these small streets, the main should be fine.”

Not completely reassured, Brenda put her feet next to each other and clamped her hands around her knee hollows. My goodness, this was the Brace for impact posture she always had to adopt at every take-off and landing she made - once, when she was a stewardess. That was a hundred, well, twenty-five then, years ago and the habit was obviously still there. Just like the routine of always putting on clothes made of natural materials like wool and cotton, which wouldn't be as easy to set on fire as synthetic dresses and nylon tights, when she was flying. She was such a control freak. 

The car slid away again, and, in a reflex, Brenda's hands shot back to the chair in front of her and she bent her head forward. Oh yes, this was of course the emergency position when you looked forward. Putting your hands under your knees only made sense if you were sitting backwards in an airplane. Or in a train. 

The driver turned onto the tarmac road from. “Now the worst must be behind us.”

Brenda breathed a sigh of relief and looked out of the side window. Almost all the gardens they passed were cheerfully decorated for Christmas. Illuminated wreaths at the door and plastic snowmen and reindeer with lights on. Strings of lights along the windows and gutters gave the façades of the stately houses the appearance of Disneyland's main street.

It looked like the middle of the day, with all these lights, but it was only half past four in the morning. They drove past the large Christmas tree in the park in front of the church, which, like every year, stood proudly shining. The star in the church tower shone invitingly. They passed the public primary school in the village and a feeling of sadness struck Brenda. How long had it been since she brought her son and daughter there? By foot, because they lived so close by. For weeks they had to save toilet rolls for tinkering with snowmen, reindeer and Santa Clauses and the day before the Christmas holidays they walked home with arms full of self-made decorations. Where the fireplace was burning and the hot chocolate was ready, you could leave that to Ernst. Ernst, the father of her children and her first husband. 

Brenda filled up with tears. She had been with him since she was fourteen and they had had a long and happy relationship. Until ten years ago, when, all of a sudden, she found herself in a huge midlife crisis. Which she did not recognize as such then, but what it was, of course. She had said, “the show is over” and “there’s nothing left”. 

It was probably all true. Full of bravura and conviction she had started her new life. With a broad smile and a sexy swing in her step, she had walked towards her freedom. Always knowing that he was still there. 

They raised their children together. She remarried, and so did Ernst a few years later. She travelled all over the world, and he and his wife left for Paris. But now... now he was suddenly gone.

"Don't I know you?” The driver interrupted her reflections. 

“You could... do you live in this village, too?”

“Yes, but I know you from somewhere else. Are you on television?”

They drove past the street where Brenda had lived with her family. Distracted, she turned to the taxi driver. “Uh, yes, regularly. I'm a lifestyle coach and then you have something to say about everything.”

The woman turned around with a jerk. “Now I know: you're that amateur detective!”

Brenda laughed. “Haha, yes, that too. You mean the murder on the Veluwe last summer?”

“Yes, what a story! I talked to my girlfriend about it, can you imagine happening this to you!” The driver slowed the taxi down. “Oops! The taxi slipped away again. Still treacherous here. Of course, I have winter tyres, but with this black ice there is no grip at all.”

The taxi driver concentrated on the road in front of her and muttered a bit more. When they turned onto the provincial road after the last traffic lights of the village, there seemed to be no problem at all. Cars were passing by at a speed of 80 kilometres per hour.

“So. That was that.”. She sped up. “So, are you going to solve another murder? A corpse on Ibiza, for example?” She laughed at her own joke.

“Well, I hope not.” Brenda opened her coat; it was hot in the car. “I'm going to London, celebrating Christmas with friends.”

“And going on a nice shopping spree, won’t you?”

Before she could answer, the woman went on. “I do this taxi work beside my job in the hospital. I'm saving up to take my children to Disneyland and Paris. And then I want to go shopping in that big city. It must be so beautiful. Have you ever been there?”

Brenda sighed softly. Not only out of unwillingness to talk, but also because she suddenly felt so spoiled. She and her children had been in Disneyland a dozen times. And not only in Paris, but also in America. She had lived such a big and compelling life, in her previous life with Ernst. Luckily, because a few months ago her ex-husband's life had come to an abrupt end. Their children were at their wits' end when their father died after a short illness and it was true: you are only as happy as your children are. None of them were at this moment. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


2



[image: ]




"FOR AN ICE CREAM IN Disneyland!” Brenda put a twenty euro note in the hand of the taxi driver and took her rolling suitcase. 

“Thank you very much.” The woman tapped her head with her index finger and Brenda saw that there was a haze of droplets in her hair. 

She looked up. In the light of the high lampposts, thousands of small flakes swirled down. With resignation, she let the air flow between her pierced lips. She had worked at the airport long enough to know immediately that this lovely confetti of snow meant 'Problems' in capital letters for the planes taking off and landing.

She hurriedly crossed the zebra crossing to the entrance of the departure hall. 

Boom! 

Of course. Duh! If you push against the glass wall, the revolving door stops. As if she felt Brenda’s impatience, a small old lady turned around, smiling apologetically. When she and her equally little old man had freed themselves from the revolving door with their crowded luggage cart and suitcases, Brenda shot past them to the information screens. She looked up and her eyes flew over the rows of flight numbers. Everywhere there was the same word in red. 7.15 am: London City Airport. Her fear was confirmed: delayed.  She should have known. And she did know. Of course, delay was coming with the snow that had been holding the north-eastern part of Europe in its grip for days now. Now it was Amsterdam's turn and probably the other side of the North Sea as well. 

Brenda felt hot again immediately. She pulled her red woollen scarf from her neck. With a sigh she took her phone out of her pocket and scanned for the full WhatsApp she was keeping with her friend Juul. She wrote: 

Good morning sunshine! Well, not so. We have snow and sleet here and we're delayed indefinitely. Wasting time! Keep yourself informed! 

And sent the message away.

Juul was undoubtedly still asleep. She could curl up for a bit longer if she accidentally read this message.

Brenda would not arrive in London for a while.

She looked around. The departure hall started to fill up quickly, despite the early time of day. It was five o'clock and the 'red eye' flights were planned to leave, under normal circumstances. Queues began to form at the check-in desks and Brenda decided, now that it wasn't too busy yet, to quickly drop off her suitcase and go through the security check and passport control. Her flight of less than an hour could now turn into a day of hanging around at Schiphol, she thought, while she showed the code on her phone to the young woman in blue and rolled her large red and black checkered suitcase to the luggage drop off vending machines.  But that wasn't even such a bad prospect, she thought. 

Brenda had a long history of labour here. Schiphol was the place where she had worked as a young woman of just twenty-one, years ago. At first as a flight attendant, but that had not been a success, despite the fact that she had successfully completed the strict training. 

No matter how much Brenda had enjoyed her work, it had not lasted. 

Air sickness. In the most intractable form. Even after months of flying she had been sitting in the front of the airplane like a pathetic pile of misery on the folding seat, sickness bag at the ready. She had been of no use to her colleagues, they had to work twice as hard to get the job done, flight after flight. The head of the department didn't have to tell her that this was no good, and after having tried everything, including wearing sunglasses during the whole flight, which was supposed to help, she had fully agreed with the proposal to become a ground stewardess instead of a flight attendant.

Both feet on the ground fitted her better, although she was always so fond of aiming for the sky. The strange thing was that over the years she grew over her travel sickness and now, as a passenger, she didn't have to give up her biggest hobby: travelling. 

She knew Schiphol on her thumb, and although it was more than twenty-five years ago that she walked around in her uniform every day, she was still fond of the airport with its beautiful shops and fine restaurants. What Brenda especially loved was the constant coming and going of travellers from all over the world who used Schiphol as a connecting point to travel on to their destination. 

Brenda joined the long line of people who had already formed themselves for the security check. Above her head was a sign: waiting time 35 minutes. It didn't matter. When she zipped up her cowboy boots and stored her laptop again, half an hour later, after an extensive check, there was still a lot of time. She queued up at the coffee bar in the middle of the immense hall. Brenda saw the numerous Christmas trees and heard the familiar voice broadcasters that due to weather conditions the planes were delayed indefinitely. She knew that the Schiphol virus had never lost her.

Today it was extra busy. It was December 24th and many people were not drivin' but flyin' home for Christmas. That was what made Schiphol so much fun. At Schiphol nobody was 'at home' and it was precisely in this atmosphere that Brenda felt she belonged. Always on the way, in four words, that was her life. Today she was 'on the way' to her friend Juul and her husband Andy in London. It all worked out perfectly. Last week, her son and daughter had gone on a winter sports trip to Austria with Ernst's family to remember him in a way that Ernst had definitely approved: on a snowboard, with a good pint of beer. Just like he did for years, every winter season. 

Brenda's mother and sister were the first to encourage her to spend Christmas with her old school friend. “Go! Immerse yourself in the English Christmas spirit. You've earned some fun.”
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