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	Ready?


	Who said mermaids exist? A wonderful week of vacation - filled with city trips - is rudely interrupted even before Pinky can spend all her money on shopping. Pinky gets told that someone leaked information on the existence of the Aquiferians. The life of the recently discovered ocean people is in danger.


	 


	As it appears that some Aquiferians are also taken prisoners, Pinky and her friends need to take action; they must come to the rescue. Racing the clock they have to find out who could not keep his mouth shut about the recently discovered creatures. In their attempts to release and to save the Aquiferians, Pinky and her friends have to deal with unexpected situations and fight unknown enemies. Old friends suddenly are no longer friends; while new friends create more unexpected problems, tensions and… problematic romances.→Start reading!
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	websites: www.jeskemeinema.nl and  www.eduardmeinema.nl
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	“What a horrible, ugly little fellow!”


	“Even worse Van,” I tell my best friend Vanna, “he is also shameless.”


	“Yes,” she laughs, “a little exhibitionist.”


	“Too bad that due to the big drought he can not splash his tinsel.”


	“Oh, you know what Pinky. I’ve had it. These men are all the same. Fooling around; wiggling their worm in public. An ugly sight. Well now, shall we start doing what we had planned to do here?” she asks, almost pleading.


	“Yes please,” I say. We’ve been acting the perfect tourists for too long. “Bye now, Manneken Pis, Little Man Pee; we go shopping in Brussels!”


	 


	After months of living on the marine deck of Bleeker’s Island, we could finally take a week’s leave. Finally we were allowed to go home. Back to our family. Back to the important things which make the world go round. Shopping, going to the mall, buying clothes and makeup. Lovely. That’s a real holiday. What am I saying? That’s life!


	After weeks of abstinence, we can finally enjoy ourselves and live life to the full again. Vanna and I are unstoppable. We are hurrying from store to store; from perfumery to perfumery; from a well-filled purse to almost broke. But... there is always a sweet little friend waiting for us.  Safely hidden in the secret compartment of my wallet, imprinted with ‘emergency’ which says it all, the extra credit card is waiting to come to our rescue. And today we have such an emergency. Today my darling is allowed to show its magic tricks to the world. Openly, without any shame, as if we ourselves are Manneken Pis. Zzzip, zzzap, filled up another bag and totally used another credit card to the max.


	Tired but satisfied we carry the loot to our den. At home; at my parents place, we carefully look at all the beautiful items we have found. Well, that is, we think we found the most beautiful things. So does Mom. She is in ecstasy while Dad grumbles that we have spent all of our money on rubbish. Oh good old Dad; sometimes he’s getting pissed even easier than the little fellow we saw in Brussels.


	“When will the new salary actually be paid?” asks Vanna.


	“Oh, the day after tomorrow,” I reply.


	“What? By tomorrow? That’s two more days,” sighs Vanna sitting between piles of new clothes, shoes and makeup. “How do we survive tomorrow? I have no money left to shop.”


	“Life doesn’t treat us right Van,” I tell her. “Who owns all the money? Old, grumpy men who don’t want to spend a single dollar. So what kind of people does the economy require to keep the system going? Us; poor young wretches.”


	“Totally no responsibility those stingy seniors,” sighs Vanna. “If they will continue this way; not spending any of their money, we will find ourselves in another recession.”


	“Oh, if only I had an old rich guy as my friend,” I complain.


	“Hey,” says Vanna. “Did you hear anything from your hunk?”


	“My hunk?” I ask dreamily, thinking of an old rich man who entrusts everything he owns to me. Yes, sure honey, give me that Platinum credit card too. I know what to do with it. Oh yeah baby. Pinky and money. They go together well. Only not for very long.


	“Daebob,” says Vanna. “Is it serious between the two of you or not?”


	“Well ...,” I say slowly so that I can think of a meaningless evasive answer. 


	At that moment, I get a signal on my smartphone. Hmm, literally ‘saved by the bell’. 


	“A Skype message,” I say flabbergasted by the thought that someone still thinks of me.


	“Oohhh, maybe it’s him,” Vanna says enthusiastic.


	“Who?” I ask sheepishly.


	“Yeah right, who... Afrojack to ask you if you want to play in his new music video, okay?” says Vanna.


	“Oh come on, no, not the tall deejay,” I say.


	“Oh yeah, how stupid of me. I forgot you fancy the little ones,” Vanna giggles.


	I click upon the screen to open the conversation. Vanna is peeking over my shoulder to see who is calling. “Huh? Well that’s a surprise!”


	“Hnn?” moans professor Edfey on my screen. “Miss Pinkett?”


	“Hello Professor,” I say slightly disappointed.


	“Well,” says Vanna, “goodbye, to the nice tall guy. Bye Daebob; hello nice little fat boy.”


	“Shh. Van!”


	“Hnn, who’s there?” nags Edfey. Of course he’s only half visible on the screen. Still does not understand how to make a Skype call. Or maybe his belly is in the way; that’s another possibility.


	“Vanna, Professor. What can I do for you?”


	“Have you seen the news?”


	I look at Vanna. “Well, we had something else to worry about,” I giggle. “Why?”


	“Turn it on!” commands the little fat man.


	“I say,” grumbles Vanna. “Where are your manners?”


	“No time for manners,” says Edfey. “Something terrible has happened. Take a look at the news site.”


	I browse to the most famous news site on the Internet. Vanna and I quickly scroll through the latest messages.


	“Oh,” says Vanna. “A new shopping center has been opened in Amsterdam. Why didn’t we hear anything about that? This is truly terrible.”


	“Hnn?” Edfey says now clearly confused. “No. No, not that, read on. Just have a closer look. What do you see?”


	“Um, what is it we’re actually looking for Professor?” I ask. “I see sports pages, weather forecast, traffic reports, special offers of shoes... Hey, Van, do you see that? The blue ones with the wedge, only $ 99.95.”


	“Miss Pinkett!” Edfey calls to get me back on track. “Have a look on the homepage at the pictures of Hans Christian Andersen. What do you see there? Hnn, well now?” he asks impatiently.


	“Andersen?” I mutter, looking at a picture of the famous writer.


	“There,” Vanna points on my screen.


	“Gotcha,” I say proudly. “And now what? Did he write a new fairy tale?”


	“No silly, how would he do such a thing?” says Vanna. “He’s been dead for ages. Isn’t he?” she suddenly sounds unsure.


	“August 1875,” says Edfey.


	“Well you can hardly call that news anymore,” says Vanna.


	“Andersen deceased in August 1875,” says Edfey pedantic. “But that’s not the point. We are not looking for trivia. Read what is written.”


	“Um... okay. The Danish writer Hans Christian Andersen...”


	“Yes, yes, we all know that,” says Edfey more impatient than ever before. “Go on and read the part about the Little Mermaid.”


	Vanna and I have our eyes rolling down the screen. “Oh, here,” I say and point my finger at the tiny headline on the mermaid.


	“And? Did you read it?” says Edfey who by now seems to be going into a flat panic.


	“Oh, yeah, well, really terrible. The statue of the Little Mermaid is gone. Seems it’s probably been stolen once again professor,” I say. “It has happened before you know.”


	“You’re not reading it properly Miss,” the professor now sighs. “It says that the statue of the Little Mermaid has been removed because it will be replaced by a new one tonight. How can you miss it? It’s written there!”


	“Oh boy,” says Vanna. “Indeed. You are right. Terrible. Well have a nice evening and see you soon again eh, professor,” she calls cheerful.


	“No, no, no,” growls Edfey. “It is going to happen tonight. Will you please read what it says: ‘Tonight an earthshaking statement will be made about a newly discovered, real mermaid.’ ”


	“Yes, so?” I ask silly.


	“Kids!” calls Edfey almost in despair. I think all excited with his arms in the air because suddenly all we get to see is his impressive belly wobbling on our screen. He will never be a real cover model. “This newly discovered mermaid is an Aquiferian. Now do you understand my concern?”


	We scare the… you know, stuff… out of us. “But professor,” I say. “How is this possible? Except for our group no one knows about the existence of the Aquiferians. And the navy is guarding the entire area around Bleeker’s Island.”


	“A few Aquiferians have been stolen. Hnn, I even don’t know if you can call it stealing, because in fact they belong to no one, so...”


	“Ed!” we hear Professor Cort interrupting him in the background. “Start making sense!”


	“You’re right dear,” he says. Oh yes, he now calls the professor his sweetheart.  “Commander Clousteau has confirmed to me that some Aquiferians have been kidnapped. Yes, abducted, that makes much more sense than...”


	“Ed!” we hear Cort echoing in the background.


	“Yes dear,” Edfey continues. “A week ago unknown people have sto… hnn, abducted some Aquiferians. Yes, that’s it. Now I’m sure: abducted! When the majority of our group went on leave, a big part of the navy crew was also allowed to go on leave. The monitoring was minimal, but it was thought to be sufficient because nobody on this planet even has the faintest idea of the existence of Aquiferians. What am I saying? Until today no one knew Aquiferians exist. But tonight that is going to change. Tonight, in Copenhagen, the hell will break loose. The whole world will be turned upside down. We must avoid this news will get public.”


	“Yes, indeed, you’re right,” I say.


	“Yes,” says Vanna, “this news should not be leaked. What are you going to do about it?”


	“I send you over there,” says Edfey to our surprise.


	“Who? We?” I call.


	“You’re the closest to Denmark. I guess the VETRO will take you there in less than half an hour.”


	“And where are you?”


	“The marine platform.”


	“But you are also on leave, aren’t you?”


	“Hnn, I’m here with Professor Cort.”


	“Ooohh,” says Vanna. “Say no more...”


	I keep my hand over my mouth and whisper: “That’s really all I want to know Van!”


	Vanna starts laughing.


	“Fine, glad you’re so excited,” says Edfey making every story his own. “I’ve talked with Commander Clousteau. Two of his men are close to you and will accompany you.”


	“Whom are you talking about?” I ask vaguely curious about who our chaperones will be.


	“Decker and Whatt; you know them,” says Edfey.


	“What?” Vanna repeats just for the fun of it.


	“Yes, Decker and Whatt,” Edfey reaffirms.


	“Yes, but what?”


	“I just told you,” Edfey mutters not understanding.


	“Hu used to be president of China?” Vanna now laughs out loud.


	“Who…? Well, how should I know? The Chinese empire was founded almost two-thousand years ago,” says Edfey excited. “Anyway, those two sailors will pick you up. Make sure that the broadcast will not go live!”


	Vanna is rolling on the floor, laughing out loud. I can barely hear Professor Cort vainly giving Edfey an explanation on Vanna’s jokes.


	I am not laughing. This is definitely not fun. Aquiferians being kidnapped. Nobody knows anything about Aquiferians and Vanna and I have to make sure it stays that way. I grab some things to take along on my trip to Copenhagen. First of all the Translatch. My Danish is not what it used to be...
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	“Are you ready to have some fun?” Decker stirs our enthusiasm.


	“Let me see, I had planned to go shopping in three more major cities around the world, so… no.” Vanna wearily throws her hair back as we are having a hard time to keep up with Decker and Whatt.


	“Copenhagen is a cosmopolitan city,” notes Decker helpful and making Vanna’s look spontaneously change. “Oh no, Miss Quay,” Whatt addresses her formally when he maneuvers us through the turnstiles of the VETRO station, “we have a mission.”


	“Yes, I knów,” she sighs. “I just imagined how much nicer it is to leave for Copenhagen, instead of being dropped at a forgotten platform in the middle of the ocean,” she adds with a wink at me.


	“What are you talking about?” Whatt informs cautious.


	“Hello-oh, who has been called upon to cease that news broadcasting?” Vanna says proud.


	“You,” says Whatt hesitant and careful.


	“You see?” Vanna and I exchange a look. For men being trained by Clousteau these two guys behave pretty stupid.


	“Yeah, sure. Now come along with me, alright? As you can see our VETRO is ready to go,” he concludes this meaningless conversation. 


	We are waiting in the middle of the station.


	“Well, it’s not that bad. We still have fifteen minutes left and, mind you, the VETRO to Copenhagen is this way,” I reprove him when he wants to walk into the opposite direction. I direct my index finger to the departure times on the monitor.


	“The VETRO to Copenhagen indeed has fifteen minutes left before it will leave, and you are right, it is over there. But the VETRO to Great Palm Island, Australia, is this way. Well come on, a little pace Miss Quay.”


	“Excuse me? What do you mean? We are supposed to go to Copenhagen, aren’t we?” Vanna starts panicking.


	“They do; we don’t.” With his arms crossed Whatt is waiting patiently for Vanna.


	“What?” I now thrust out. “I can not interrupt the broadcasting all by myself can I?” I scream across the platform. I’m certainly not averse to a bit of attention, but hanging out in front of the camera telling the world a lot of bullshit... What can I say? “Hey, what you are going to hear is not true you know; or are we going to say that unicorns exist now too? Oh yeah, now that I’m still on TV; sorry grandma that I’ve spilled some insect stew on your vintage sofa; but hey, that bank was ready to be replaced anyway.” No, I do not like this idea.


	“No, you’re not going to solve this one on your own. The others already are on their way. In fact, I think Longfellow and Daebob must have arrived at Copenhagen by now,” Decker reassures me.


	“Daebob?” I bring out in a strangled voice.


	“Oh, great! Mister Tall Guy can shop around and I won’t?” Vanna sighs dramatic. A glimmer of pity blows through my mind. Poor Vanna. Although I am not perfectly sure who you can do a greater pleasure to go shopping; don’t underestimate good old Daebob. Not that he will ever admit it. He calls it ‘goal orientated purchasing’. And I buy gimcrack. Well, too bad for you. I’ve seen it with my own eyes when we were at the station of Great Palm Island, when we started our social service; that young man knows about shopping. He has a hole in his pocket. And not a small one either.


	“Not that I really care, but Pinkett will not be shopping either,” Whatt warns me. Efflorescent I put my hands in the air.


	“Exactly. I would not dream of it,” I say, knowing I got caught. Too bad; I have to forget about the new collection of Iversen immediately.


	“Well, enough talking. There’s work to be done. Hop hop!” Whatt drags Vanna along by her arm. She turns around and theatrically gives me handkisses; puzzling a few passengers. Exuberantly I keep waving till I can not see her anymore; almost protruding Decker’s eye. He barely knows to dodge my swishing arm.


	“I think we should go to check in too,” he says anxiously while he carefully lays my arms along my body. I confirm with a little nod and clamp my bag a little closer. Decker starts walking faster. I struggle with difficulty through the crowd.


	“You could help me,” I gasp lugging around my suitcase. Tired I blow some of my own black hair out of my face.


	“Sorry, sorry. Just give it to me,” Decker apologizes and puts his sticky sweaty claws on my suitcase. He rolls the wheels viciously on my toes. Ouch! I feel like my little toenail just jumped off. “You think you might race those wheels a little harder on my toes?” I ask indignant. “This way you will never have luck with the girls.” I wave my finger pedantic in his direction. Decker changes color. “I, um ... Sorry, but I...”


	“Is she giving you a hard time already? Our little troublemaker?” Longfellow has surfaced behind Decker and friendly pats him on the shoulder. Actually, I barely recognize Longfellow without his wetsuit. He is the only Navy employee whose name I remember, after his heroic action to save me from an Aquiferian. A totally unaggressive Aquiferian, but who cares? Unfortunately my hormones make me forget to greet him; you see my attention is immediately drawn to the tall figure walking behind him.


	“No I do not think so. A case that size is just too big for such a little girl,” Daebob greets me. “What on Earth are you carrying with you, girl?” he asks curiously. 


	Why doesn’t he kiss me? Even a decent ‘Hello’ seems out of the question.


	“Oh, you know. Essential supplies,” I say as dignified as possible. It takes great concentration to keep my voice under control. I mean, it’s not that we have not seen each other that long. And occasionally we did have contact. But all messages were just small talk. Right, indeed, which actually means that it was a total waste of time. Daebob raises his eyebrows in amusement. “And what are those bare necessities? Dresses? Lipsticks? Piles of rubbish?” Well, I say... Surely I brought dresses, because I need something to put on. Clothing is a human right. Beyond that I’m not a nudist; what does he take me for? That I would skip by Denmark all naked? Ha! Keep on dreaming boy.


	“No. That is. Sure, I brought some dresses. And perhaps some basic makeup stuff. But the rest, I took along for our mission,” I add convincingly. There you are. Nailed it. I got him on his own words, telling why he was excused to go shopping. “And what kind of mess are you carrying in that canvas bag of yours?”


	“Please, can we do this later? We have a VETRO to catch,” Longfellow groans provoked.


	“Exactly,” Decker agrees, welcoming the distraction of his bad manners. “We are late already,” he adds.


	 


	“So did you enjoy a nice week off?” Longfellow asks once we are installed in our VETRO-tube. It’s all nice and sweet that we will be in Denmark within half an hour; however, I will be glad to get rid of Daebob’s toes that are almost stabbing in my ass. Those tubes are just too small for four people. Especially if one of them has the length of two persons. It’s a good thing I do not have claustrophobia. And that this journey doesn’t take us six hours, like it did when we went to Australia.


	“A little bit rudely interrupted,” I respond acidly. “Where are the others?”


	“They are sent around to Copenhagen from a VETRO drive in their neighborhood,” Decker replies. I can hardly imagine that everyone has packed his bags to a distant destination. Rhona, I happen to know, has gone to Yosemite - one of the largest nature reserves - to cuddle and embrace every tiny organism she can find. Not that I was really interested to know, but it was the only thing she could talk about lately. No matter what I said or asked, she always managed to end up with that topic. When I asked her if she liked my nails, she compared them with the colors of the pine trees over there. Hey! Sounds like a great idea to start my own make-up brand…When I asked her if she had gotten the results of the tests... Well, she didn’t bother to have them checked. Then she started talking about it just like that; out of the blue. Yielding some confusion I must say. Actually, I paid very little attention to my colleagues before the holidays. I had my own obsession. All I could think about were those amazing city trips Vanna and I would make. And… shopping!


	“Where were you anyway?” I ask Daebob innocently. Actually I have no idea what he does in his spare time. Do I really know him at all? Okay, Pinky, no need to panic. Just act normal. Despite Vanna had convinced me that there was no way back to normal as soon as bodily fluids are exchanged. Oh come on; how could she say that? Bodily fluids sounds completely gross. Call the spade a spade and say we kissed. As, except for some kissing, nothing happened. Honestly.


	“I was on a cycling holiday,” he replies potty. 


	I choke in my own laughter. “Isn’t that something for grandfathers and grandmothers?” I ask doing my very best to hold my laughter. Cycling; for God’s sake. 


	I can tell Longfellow and Decker not even try to pretend they’re not laughing. “I can picture you, with a little rear engine on an electric bike,” Decker hiccups.


	“I practice cycle racing,” he speaks against him.


	“You mean in those tight pants?” Now even I can no longer stop myself from laughing.


	“How do you get two meters and six centimeters folded upon such a small bike?” Longfellow asks genuinely surprised. Daebob looks from one to the other.


	“Oh, and is it also true that you have no underwear under those tight pants?” I’m hiccupping.


	“And that along the way, while you’re biking, you hang out your Willy out of those tight pants to pee,” Decker adds to it with a stoic face. 


	Annoyed Daebob rolls his eyes. “That’s all nonsense stories,” he hits back. “Except for the pants. It is simply a bit more airy without...,” he adds a little ashamed to it.


	“So you really don’t wear underpants if you are on the folding bike? Yegg!” I say bewildered while I dry off my tears with my finger.


	“Now you pretend that it is very dirty,” he perks offended.


	“Well it is, isn’t it? I like to wear nice clean underwear every day. Underwear is just another human right, you know.” Anyway. Any clothes you can put on is a human right to me. I’m so noble.


	“Oh come on! I clean it every day, you know.”


	“Your underpants? Do you only have one pair?” I ask mockingly.


	“I was not talking about my underpants,” he replies with a red-faced head.


	“Oh,” I fall silent. “You were talking about your little prince down there,” I murmur quickly. This is getting out of hand. I really don’t want to be talking about his, um, Willy the Worm right here. Certainly not in the presence of Longfellow and Decker - who now seem to die in a faint smile.


	“Little prince,” hiccups Longfellow. 


	Decker wipes the tears from his eyes.


	“I’m sorry, nothing personal,” Longfellow continues speaking to Daebob.


	“No, of course not. Are we almost there?” Daebob adds restrained.
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	“How about that,” says Daebob while we are walking along the water front, going to Sea World. “There is the statue of the mermaid. They have left it standing there upon the quay!”


	Half an hour ago we arrived at Copenhagen. Professor Edfey could not tell us who might help us to cancel the news broadcast. So we decided to walk to Sea World. Hoping to find a solution there. Or actually hoping to find someone who would have a solution. Now we are standing here, looking at the statue of the mermaid, we can see with our own eyes that everything is ready for a spectacular broadcast tonight. The mermaid’s rock is empty. A scaffold that is built on the rock doesn’t look promising. On the quay a stage and a grandstand are placed. Around the temporary constructions I can see numerous buses of camera crews. A little stashed behind the grandstand, stands the little mermaid sadly, staring out.


	“She’s smaller than I expected her to be,” says Daebob,


	“Compared to you everything is small,” I say a tad bitchy.


	Longfellow chuckles. Could also be that he still laughs at the slapstick underwear show of this morning. Ai, that was a tricky situation. I really have to keep an eye on my words.


	“This is going to be tough,” Decker says, staring at the crowd of journalists. “With that many spectators I’m afraid we can not prevent the broadcast.”


	We try to walk unobtrusively among the journalists. Or, more or less unremarkable actually. Two burly guys, a lamppost and a mini-bitch; even inadvertently we get attention.


	“I think half the world press is present here,” says Longfellow.


	“I guess more than half the world press,” I interrupt. “My Translatch is overloaded by all these different languages.”


	“Plan of action?” Decker asks as if he is convinced that one of us has come up with an ingenious solution to prevent the broadcast.


	“Shouldn’t we find out where the Aquiferians are first?” I ask. Stupid, stupid, stupid, of course I shouldn’t mention that name. Daebob wants to give me a warning tap on my head. I am alert and quickly make myself even smaller so Daebob’s long arm is hovering over me and hits Longfellow full in his face.


	“Darn,” Longfellow babbles with a tooth through his lip.


	“Sorry,” Daebob excuses for his awkward action. “I only wanted to give Pinky a tick.”


	“One more time, and z‘you don’t want to know what I will do to z‘you,” Longfellow lisps with a bloody lip.


	“Let’s try to stand out a bit more,” says Decker sarcastic. “And don’t act like a wimp,” he tells the grumbling Longfellow.


	“Z’hitty z’tuff',” Longfellow lisps still gibbering.


	I keep my hand over my mouth and gently bite on my lip so the affected toddler doesn’t realize that I am laughing at him. A bodybuilder almost 1.90 meters walking around, sputtering like a pathetic little boy.


	“Great, so no one has a plan?” Decker asks one more time against all odds.


	“Not even z’you?” I ask Longfellow imitating his lisping.


	“Z’you go and get lozzt. Z’hithead,” lisps Longfellow, and we all burst out laughing.


	The people around us look at us oddly. Some journalists seem to be doing live coverage of everything; and I mean absolutely everything what is happening here on the crowded wharf. Decker is right, we inadvertently attract the attention. From the other side of the quay a few bodybuilders, dressed in black uniforms, come rushing to us.


	“Maybe this is a good time to start walking,” I squeak anxious. “On the way here I saw a very nice shopping...”


	“Don’t even think of it,” says Decker resolute. “This is where it’s going to happen. This is the place where we must take action.”


	“Guys, I’m not going to fight with those Danish bodybuilders,” I say, and I try to get out of the way.


	“You stay here,” says Daebob while he grabs me by my collar. This time I was too late to escape his long arm. From the corner of my eye I see Longfellow laugh.


	In no time the black brigade has surrounded us. “What are you doing here?” one of them asks in broken English. My Translatch protests. Yep, it’s either, Danish or English. Any combination of sounds is not appreciated by my dear Translatch. To my surprise Decker conjures four press cards.


	“Aquamarine Magazine,” Decker is bluffing. “We have been invited to the press conference.”


	The men in black try to look at the cards Decker is dangling in front of them. I can tell it really says something like Aquamarine. Where on Earth did he suddenly get those tickets? Although none of the men can read the cards, they trust Decker on his faithful blue eyes. We are allowed to stay if we behave quietly from now on.


	“Where did you get those press cards?” Daebob asks when the men are too far to hear what he’s saying.


	“Which press cards?” laughs Decker. When he shows Daebob the cards, he also can’t help laughing.


	“What’s so funny?” I ask curious.


	“These cards are entrance tickets from the Aquamarine amusement park in Barcelona,” grins Daebob. “Apparently their Spanish is as bad as their Dutch!”


	“Amazing what a little bit of confusion can do,” says Longfellow.


	I look at him.


	“Yeah, what do you think? I would go on lisping all day?” he says triumphantly.


	“No. Or actually, yes I did,” I chuckle. “But it is not about your lisping. I am concerned about the confusion.”


	“Well, I think you’re more than confusing right now,” says Longfellow.


	“Chaos,” I say. “We have to create chaos so that the broadcast must be cancelled. It’s our only chance.”


	“And how do you think you’re going to do that?” asks Daebob.


	“That’s where I at least need some help.”


	“Like what kind of help?” sighs Decker, afraid of yet another mindless plan. In this case, unfortunately I can not blame him. My plan is a spontaneous inspiration.


	“That stand near the water. At the rock of the Little Mermaid,” I say, already proud of my own plan.


	“Yes?” three desperate men are now asking me.


	“There is the Aqui...,” I quickly swallow my words before Longfellow will get another tooth through his lip. “That’s where the presentation will take place. They will show one of our friends in a cage to the public.”


	“Oh yeah; that’s really confusing,” says Longfellow. I immediately regret that I didn’t give Daebob a chance to punch another tooth through his lip.


	“I’ll take the place of the Aqui... thingy,” I say proud.


	Three desperate men are now staring at me bewildered.


	“Something this blunt I had not even expected of you,” says Decker. “How do you think you can do that? And what do you think the press is going to do?”


	“The press will dismiss the whole event as something ridiculous. They will not intend to return soon for another fake presentation.”


	“Hmm, it might work,” mutters Daebob. “But how do we get you in that cage?”


	“Actually the question is: what will I be wearing?” I say.


	“Sure,” says Decker. “Here we go again. Little Missy wants to go shopping. You really don’t care how you’ll fix it as long as you can go shopping, right? If only you are allowed to go into stores.”


	“Even worse,” I say, “All of you need to shop around too.”


	“What?” calls Longfellow. “Why do you think I joined the Navy? Right! To be months from home so I don’t need to shop or even be harassed with that kind of crap.”


	“I feel sorry for your girlfriend Longfellow,” I reply. “But there’s no escape this time. I need a full mermaid outfit,” I bluff. “Tail; mono fin; a wig with long hair. You name it.”


	“Are you really going to do it Pinky?” Daebob asks worried. “You do realize that you’re making a fool out of yourself in front of the whole world?”


	“We must stop that broadcast Daebob. We need to prevent people hearing the truth behind our Aqui... friends.”


	Longfellow, shaking his head, stares over the quay. “This isn’t going to work, he says. “I have a very bad feeling about it.”


	“So do I,” says Decker. “But frankly I don’t have any alternative plan.”


	“So,” says Daebob, “against all odds then?”


	Like they are the three musketeers the men make a high five with their hands. “Deal!”


	“It’s good to know I’m one of you too,” I sigh.


	 


	“Do you perhaps sell mermaid suits?” 


	The saleswoman looks astonished at Daebob. My ears catch his question and I run to him to grab him by his sleeve like a toddler. “What are you doing? You do not ask if they have a ‘mermaid suit’ here at Burberry, you moron!” I say reproachfully.


	“But that’s what we are looking for, aren’t we?” he asks, surprised.


	“Isn’t that the whole idea why we went shopping?” Longfellow joins in the conversation.


	“Yes,” I hasten to say.


	“So why shouldn’t we ask around then?” Decker also joins in. “Or… did you bring us here under false reasons, by any chance?” 


	Tsss. Men. They can be so suspicious.


	“Yes, because if a mermaid should not wear Burberry, then why are we in a Burberry store?” Daebob does a two cents. Alright; I admit. Maybe I grabbed my chance. But hey, I’m not in Copenhagen every day. Besides that, the shop window, which is plastered with a big fat SALE - sticker asked my attention. Well that and the purse that was hidden behind the sticker. The same one I have now clamped firmly in my greedy hands. It is a beautiful suede bag with fringes. The Burberry print - genuine leather - shimmers through the fringes. It’s just perfect. I thank God on my bare knees that Rhona is in a country far, far away from Denmark; hiding between the trees. She can not snatch this purse out of my hands like she did the last time. If she ever knew I would buy a bag for which the life of a cow had been sacrificed. I fear I will end up as a carpet on her floor. Anyway, I have nothing to fear. Rhona is not here.


	“Hnn, well,” I stammer a bit dazed. Gross, now I look just like Professor Edfey. Quickly I recover. “I only buy this and then we will move on, okay?” I take a step towards the counter. There are a few store employees; enthusiasts with a great love for the work. They receive low wages; after all their work could eventually be performed by robots. Daebob grabs my arm, making all my hairs stand straight up. I am so close.


	“Only this bag?” he asks suspiciously. He looks at me intently with his green eyes. I can not fathom his gaze. I really have no idea whether he will display an action like Rhona or if he will follow my example and buy himself three bags from the rack.


	“Yes,” I squeak. I anxiously watch the way he reacts. For a moment he stares holes in my retinas, but then he starts moving. He reaches into his back pocket and takes out his wallet with bank cards. My eyes grow bigger and bigger.


	“Let me do it for you,” he says. He looks at me pedantic with an ‘I-know-something-you-don’t-know’ smile at me. “Your mouth is open,” he notes helpful.


	“You really don’t have to,” I stutter shy. I mean, I think it’s very sweet. Really. And unexpected. But he does not have to buy that bag for me. I shuffle uncomfortably backwards.


	“Yes I do,” he speaks to me and angles the bag out of my hands with his tall fingers. My mouth forms a line as I keep repeating the same mantra in my mind: Do not let him see the price tag. Do not let him see the price tag. Do not let him see - he looks at the price tag. Shit.


	“11903.96 DKK? Pinky are you crazy?” he stumbles surprised.


	“It is Burberry!” I defend my almost-purchase.


	“It’s Burberry. That’s your argument?” He shows an amused smile on his lips. Behind me I hear Longfellow breathing heavily. I believe that Decker must start giving him mouth-to-mouth resuscitation; if he wants him to survive that is.


	“So you really intend to spend 11,903.96 DKK on a bag?” Daebob asks me again to be sure.


	“Well, if you convert it it’s only € 1595, - so if you look at it that way…”


	“Then it’s still a fluttering lot of money for a bag with blades,” Longfellow interrupts me.


	“Good. Well, no matter how lovely I think you are, I’m not buying you a € 1595, - purse.”


	Lovely? He thinks I’m cute? Not beautiful, funny or clever. Daebob throws the bag somewhere on a shelf and puts away his wallet. 


	“Let’s go,” Decker suggests. 


	My heart is pounding like mad in my chest. I must have that bag. Daebob remarks my desperate look. “Oh, no little one. We will leave that bag here at the store. Come with me.” He grabs both my shoulders and turns me around to the exit of the store. I resist; my gaze focused on my baby. It does not take long before the bag is picked up by another woman, who runs screaming to the counter.


	“No!” I gasp, horrified. My bag. I want to stamp through the store. That was my bag. Mine. 


	“Don’t be like that,” grumbles Longfellow rolling his eyes.


	“Let’s go and work out your plan. I think that’s wild enough for today,” Decker adds. 


	Daebob guides me to the exit. When we are outside, I still have not said anything.


	“Now where do we go? Pinky?” I look at him with a crooked eye. Yes, sure, now you’re playing mister Nice Guy again? I casually point into the direction of the Kronprinsgade. We continue our journey. Longfellow and Decker firmly move on, while I am stuck at every shop window that we encounter and Daebob feels obligated to keep me going. After ten minutes they are fed up.


	“This makes no sense. We won’t find anything here.” Longfellow surly looks ahead.


	“I would not say that,” I try to resist his moaning.


	“No costumes,” he reacts. 


	I do not want to leave yet. In vain I look around me in the hope that the shops offer a solution. They don’t. 


	But Decker does. “What is that?” He points into an alley. The alley is dark and there are no signs of familiar brands. Halfway down the street I see a lighted sign with some Danish name, which I can neither read nor speak. It does not look promising. Just when I want to put it on the agenda the three men have already made their decision.
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