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CHAPTER ONE



My name is Atalanta Scrimshaw, and I hope you’re swishing comfortably, because I’ve got quite a story to tell. 


Did I say ‘swishing’? Silly me. If you’re reading this book, you’re probably a human, so I should have said ‘sitting comfortably’. You see, I’m a mermaid and we generally swish, which is like sitting, only underwater.


When I’m on dry land, I do enjoy sitting, mostly on rocks, but my main hobby is walking. I’m very good at it. I belong to a mermaid walking club called the Shoal Sisters.


Now, if you’re swishing – I mean sitting – comfortably, then I’ll begin.


I live in a quiet, cosy cave in the Sleepy Cove Nature Reserve, which I help to look after with my friends . . .
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It all started one afternoon when I was picking up plastic. It is amazing how much is thrown away and then gets washed up on the beach. Creech, who studies humans, says that they treat the ocean as a big dump without thinking. I pick up as much I can, but there always seems to be more at every tide.
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The poet is using the R.E.G.G.O. for a project at Waldo Pond, which he calls ‘re-Wilde-ing’.


He is making sculptures inspired by his favourite writer of marine fairy tales, Oscar Completely Wilde.
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I had just picked up yet another of those plastic bottles humans use to put water in, and dropped it into the whirlybin, when I saw some strange footprints in the sand. I was intrigued, so I decided to follow them.


They led along the beach and through the Lorna Dunes towards the Blue Lagoon.


‘That’s enough plastic picking for today,’ I said to myself. I closed the lid of the whirlybin with a satisfying click and pressed the RETURN button on its side. 


The rotor blades began to whirr as the whirlybin rose high in the sky, then flew off towards the Bulgey Wood repair shop. Doing a quick ‘tailfin pitter-patter’, I followed the strange footprints.
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It wasn’t long before I reached Creech’s shepherd’s hut, where he lives beside the Blue Lagoon. At least, I would have reached it if the shepherd’s hut had been there. Instead, there were more of the mysterious footprints criss-crossing the sand but no sign of the hut. 


Then I spotted Creech’s friend, Worzel Rummage, the starecrow, lying by the shore of the lagoon. Someone had knocked out his straw stuffing. 
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‘Who could have done such a thing?’ I wondered out loud. ‘Poor starecrow.’ 


I replaced the stuffing, dusted off his coat and propped up Worzel in his usual place next to where the shepherd’s hut should have been.


I spent the rest of the afternoon searching the shores of the Blue Lagoon for Creech and his missing shepherd’s hut. There was no sign of either of them. ‘This is very strange,’ I said to myself as I made my way back to Sleepy Cove. 


I was worried about Creech, but I didn’t want to be late for the meeting of the Sleepy Cove Nature Reserve committee. They might have some ideas about what might have happened to our friend. 


Back at my cave, I took off my walking suit and dived into the sea. The water was wonderfully refreshing after my busy afternoon, and swimming soothed my tired tailfins. Reaching the rocks of Lonely Point, I climbed out of the water and splish-splashed up to the door of the lighthouse.


‘Atalanta!’ said a cheerful voice, and, turning, I saw Felicity Fogg smiling back at me. Mustard Seed fluttered just behind her on the path.


‘Good plastic picking,’ Felicity said. ‘Another full whirlybin. I’ll empty it and send it back to you tomorrow.’


‘You look worn out, Attie,’ said Mustard Seed. ‘Would you like a lift?’


‘Yes please!’ I said.


Scooping me up in her powerful arms, Mustard Seed flew us both up to the top of the lighthouse, where Luna Sparkle was waiting for us.
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Below, we could hear Felicity’s foot-steps as she climbed the stairs. ‘It’s all right for some!’ she called up to us with a laugh.


‘Come in,’ said Luna Sparkle. ‘Forgive the mess, but I’m just finishing my latest knitwear collection. I’ve got a cardigan to finish, as well as a Pembroke and a St David . . .
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‘But I have finished this.’ She handed me one of her creations. ‘It’s a floor-length knitted tunic – I call it a Gower Peninsula.’


‘There are lots of buttons,’ I said, trying it on.


‘Yes,’ admitted Luna. ‘I did think of using a zip, but it just didn’t seem right.’


‘Absolutely,’ said the poet, who was slumped in one of the lighthouse armchairs. ‘I considered making my Shellfish Giant half the size, but then it just wouldn’t be as impressive.’


Luna, Mustard Seed and Felicity joined me on the circular sofa.


‘Which means I’m going to need a lot more R.E.G.G.O. . . .’


‘Making more shouldn’t be a problem,’ said Mustard Seed, shaking her head. ‘I emptied a full whirlybin into my compactor this afternoon.’ 
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‘The plastic is never-ending,’ sighed the poet. ‘We humans must mend our ways. I explained this to Creech the other day when he brought me some Lagoon pebbles to decorate the Snappy Prince—’ 


‘That’s what I want to talk to you all about!’ I interrupted, jumping to my fins.


‘My Shellfish Giant?’ said the poet.


‘Knitting?’ said Luna Sparkle.


‘Lagoon pebbles?’ said Mustard Seed.


‘No!’ I said. ‘Creech! I’ve been looking for him all afternoon. There’s no sign of him or his hut. It’s a mystery . . .’


‘It’s no mystery.’ Felicity Fogg smiled. ‘I know exactly where Creech’s shepherd’s hut is.’


‘Where?’ I asked, turning to her.


‘It’s outside the repair shop. His whirlybin flew back with it. He must want me to fix it up while he’s on holiday. He left this pinned to the door.’
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‘But I found strange footprints in the sand . . .’ I said.


‘Could it have been the seagulls?’ wondered Luna Sparkle. ‘And I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about. You know how Creech loves to go on those field trips of his . . .’


‘But he always takes Worzel Rummage with him,’ I said uncertainly. ‘I found Worzel by the Blue Lagoon with his stuffing knocked out of him . . .’


‘Naughty seagulls, perhaps?’ suggested Felicity. ‘And his note does say he’ll be back soon. As Luna says, I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about. Besides, we’re all so busy. I’ve got a shepherd’s hut to repair . . .’


‘And I’ve got a big claw to finish,’ said the poet.


‘And R.E.G.G.O. bricks to make,’ added Mustard Seed.


‘Not to mention cardigans to knit,’ said Luna patting me on the arm. ‘This Gower Peninsula really suits you, Atalanta.’
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