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Admiral Luther MacLean, fiftyish, dark-skinned, salt and pepper hair, stood on the quay and looked upon the latest secret weapon of the United Nations Navy in their never-ending battle against the Kaiju, the giant monsters that had risen from the depths of the Pacific Ocean ten years ago to wage war on humanity.

The Admiral frowned. “Are we sure about this? I mean that…” He pointed at the secret weapon that lay moored at the quay. It was a large vessel, painted a cheery bright yellow. Worse, it was shaped like a giant rubber duck. “…looks like a fucking joke.”

“One hundred percent sure,” his scientific advisor, Dr. Owen Gates, skinny, red-haired, pale-skinned, in his mid-thirties, said. He smirked. “I agree, it looks like a joke, but the joke’s on the Kaiju.”

“Sir, all our studies have shown that the Kaiju have imprinted on this particular form ever since the Maersk Nagasaki incident,” his other scientific adviser, Dr. Naoko Hashimoto, dark-haired, petite, in her late twenties, said.

“Naoko, the Admiral doesn’t know what the Maersk Nagasaki incident is,”  Dr. Gates hissed at his colleague.

“Of course, sir.” Dr. Hashimoto consulted her tablet, as if she needed to remind herself. “In 1992, the container freighter Maersk Nagasaki en route from Hongkong to Oakland was hit by the typhoon Toho and lost six containers in the area where the Marcus-Necker-Ridge meets the Mariana Trench…”

“The area that’s also known as the nursery of the Kaiju,” Dr. Gates added.

“I know that,” Admiral MacLean snapped, “So what does a minor shipping accident in the Pacific some thirty-five years ago have to do with…” He pointed at the secret weapon again, fervently hoping that he would not enter the history books as the man who had bet the future of humanity on a fucking joke. “…this… this thing?”

“One of the six containers lost by the Maersk Nagasaki contained twenty-eight thousand children’s plastic bath toys,” Dr. Hashimoto said.

“Rubber duckies.” Dr. Gates clapped his hands. “Twenty-eight thousand bright yellow rubber duckies. And when the container tumbled into the sea, it broke open, releasing twenty-eight thousand rubber duckies into the Pacific right into the middle of the nursery of the Kaiju.” 

“The great rubber duck spill of 1992 provided an unexpected boon to oceanographers…” Dr. Hashimoto explained, “…because tracking the path of the ducks helped them to study the ocean currents.”

“The ducks eventually washed up on beaches all around the world from Hawaii via Washington state and Alaska as well as Australia and Indonesia and even Chile all the way across the Arctic to Newfoundland, Labrador and finally the Scottish and Irish coasts,” Dr. Gates added, “But the majority of the ducks were never recovered and are still believed to be floating in the Great Pacific Garbage Patch…”

“…which is coincidentally also the very area where the Kaiju originated,” Dr. Hashimoto completed.

“All right, so a bunch of toy ducks fell right into the nursery of the Kaiju,” Admiral MacLean said, “But how does that explain this?” He pointed at the giant duck again, as it bobbed up and down at the quay, its eyes wide and friendly. “After all, a lot of garbage falls into the Pacific Ocean. So why ducks rather than — say — plastic bottles or watering cans or sneakers or TV sets?”

“We’re not sure, sir.” Dr. Hashimoto shrugged helplessly. “We believe that since the Kaiju were still developing, not to mention much smaller when they encountered the ducks in the Great Pacific Garbage Patch, they were drawn to the cheerfully coloured ducks as well as the cute juvenile traits of their little duck faces, much like human children are.”

“After all, we preferred rubber ducks to plastic bottles as kids, too, didn’t we?” Dr. Gates added, “So why shouldn’t the Kaiju?”

“Only if your family had money to waste on rubber ducks,” the Admiral said darkly, “Otherwise, plastic bottles do just as well.”

“Well, it’s not as if the Kaiju had to pay for the ducks, since the Maersk Nagasaki obligingly dumped twenty-eight thousand of them right into their nursery,” Dr. Gates said testily, “And we do know that the Kaiju have imprinted on stylised duck shapes for whatever reason…” he continued, “…which became amply clear during the Kaiju attack on New York City when two Kaiju devastated Long Island, sparing only the structure known as the Long Island Big Duck, which is a shop selling…” He cast a questioning glance at Dr. Hashimoto. “Naoko, do you know what exactly they’re selling at the Long Island Big Duck?”
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