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2nd December 2042

Come by Chance, Australia

All what Me-Me saw through the crowd was September admiring a glowing Christmas tree. Five large colorful ribbons were wrapped round it by some kids throwing snowballs at each other and ice-skating on the wide frozen aisle glass floor inside the vast mall. They happily threw red Santa Clause marvins and attached twinkling jingle bells on the branches with each spin and turn. Me-Me Jaymes smiled then zoomed his Lodney camera for another pic.

Britney snatched the camera. “Give me that. Wonna have conversations?”

“What?”

“Go now talk with her.”

“Who?”

“Daaaah Jaymy...September, like if you don’t know what we talking about.” Perpetua tapped the gallery icon of her Kodiakk iPhone. “There’re feels within, aren’t any?” She winked at him and tiptoed towards an AI humanoid painting Santa Clause beside a glowing wall. Three little kids skated affront her and halted as she oriented the roll for a snapshot. “Excuse me.” They looked at her and immediately she recognized the littlest one between them in a shining Burney costume. “Sasha, it’s eleven.”

Little Sasha grinned. “Nights are for everyone. What you gonna do Ms-P-oh-Sash-Sash?” She smiled alongside her little friends and clenched teases.

“Bro knows you are here?”

Little Sasha’s smile suddenly vanished. “You’ll be a complete douchebag if you tell him.”

“Crunch hamburger I’m somewhere else.”

“Dare mention to him.”

Perpetua grinned and took a snap.

“Don’ tell ‘em!”

“Ha-haha. Afraid mum and dad will see you?”

“Damnit Perpetua. Why are you here??”

“What you gonna do about it Ms-Sash-Sash-oh-P?”

“Owkay, I’m sorry. Please-please, don’t inform ‘em I’m out.”

“Deal,” Perpetua squatted adjacent little Sasha, “but will walk you home then. Have deleted the photo.”

“Sure? Lemme see backup.”

“No need for-.”

“How can I trust you?”

“You don’t need to trust me,” she smiled, “trust the nights with your burneys if they are for everybody.”

“Perpetua, I said I’m sorry...really I-.”

“Simmer down. I won’t mention to anyone.”

“But you still got the photo in your phone.”

“All erased Sas-.”

“I’ll buy you candy.”

Perpetua smiled more. “Buy me candies? Who ought to do so for another?”

“Latimore once told me if I ever see you, I unwrap for you.”

“Sorry?”

“Hinch Quincy, your ‘sweet’ ally.”

Perpetua flashbacked her crushie with a giggle. “I need to get you home Sasha.” She held her right palm and stood up. “Nights are never appropriate to children.”

“Even on Sundays?”

“Let alone Monday to Saturday.”

“We are friends, right?”

“Yeah, absolutely.”

“My parents are vacationing, Hosea is on a picnic. Nannie had visitors when I sneaked out. Please don’ mention to anyone.”

“Don’t worry, promise I won’t. You’re welcome at our house.”

“Thanks. Sorry on seconds ago.”

“I’m cool eleven-girl, I do understand.”

...

Vrrmmm...vrmm-vrrrmmmmm. Bethany Darsy tested the Jaguar’s engine.

“Somebody can be our next Lewis Hamilton.”

“Aaawwww, only with that?”

“And courage. You just should believe in yourself.”

Bethany blushed and tickled a Teddy Bear doll, then she winked affectionately at Floyd. “Thanks love. I wonna like to drive as you.” She engaged the gear to D, slammed on the clutch and accelerator and drove fast, then she drifted thrice and screeched. “How about now?!!”

He stared in much agape. “Wow!”

She reversed the Jaguar sedan aback towards Floyd Gregg. ... He jumped sideways when she neared closer. “Eazy sweetheart. I can’t run over you.” She slammed on the brakes and drifted again, then she turned off the Angel lights.

“Holy Lord. Incredible. Where did you learn that??”

“Atleast I can drive.”

He walked to the passenger door. “Wait-wait-wait, not soo fast.”

“Bet on me?”

“Hold on babe. There’s something I wonna tell you.”

“Urgent or emergency.”

“Both.”

“Get in the car then I take you to The Outback.”

He raised an eyebrow. “What?”

She chuckled. “Why haven’t they ever done Formula-One on sand?”

He smiled and got in the leased black Jaguar. “We shall first begin at Aaaah Road from next week.”

“Niiiice.”

“Merry Christmas.”

“Merry Christmas.”

“By the ways, my family is flying in.”

“You must have missed them.”

“An year no see, can’t wait to meet them.”

“Same case to me honey.”

“ ‘Not soo fast babe’,” she teased and kissed him on the lips, “we have a drive to make.’ ”

. . .
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TWO DAYS LATER

September dived up in the warm swimming pool for fresh air and flapped her long-scaled artificial tail. One kid standing by the metallic staircase freaked and ran to his papa screaming “there is a mermaid in Australia!” while stealing glances at September Julie.

“Watch out Ohio,” his father beckoned, “you’ll fall.”

The little one slowed down, dragged a white gazzibo chair, then sat calmly.

“Usually they hide for long.”

“They exist?”

“Our oceans are deep with secrets.”

“What the...no way.”

Beautiful September got out of the swimming pool and slowly walked towards the little one. 

“I’m not real.” She said with a smile upon her arrival at the recess Pine table – tapping him for comfort. “Never be in blue-fears of water.”

Little Ohio covered his face with a towel.

“Real mermaids can walk on water.”

“Don’t speak like that. Is she still around?”

Papa grinned.

September scythed. “For real I’m not real. Mind to have a look?” She unzipped the artificial tail and stepped out from it.

“She’s human.”

“Yeah?”

“Aah-hah.”

“I only hope so.” Little Ohio uncovered his face.

“See? I ain’t real.” September smiled humbly. “My apologies on scaring you. Wasn’t any of my intentions.” She bid bye-bye to the little one and quickly walked towards her recess table to wrap herself with a linen towel. ... She sipped Mela Juice and laid the OceanGirl’s attire on a bean chair. 

Me-Me Jaymes seated at a nearer table on the west-wing politely waved at her. She smiled and waved back. He picked his Tecno Spark 8 - together with two gift boxes, and stood calmly, then he made ‘gentle’ steps to her table.

“Hi.” She welcomed him with a prettier smile.

Me-Me eased. “Hi. You truly looked glamorous underneath the waters than I thought.”

“Thank you.”

“And beautiful swimming all-alone in the deepest end.”

She blushed much more. “Thanks.”

“How is you?”

“Fine I am. Saw you ‘searching’ me at the mall, months in brief occasions, many times at coincidental encounters, and now here. Kinda seem an investigator or something?” She offered him a seat. “Don’t ‘spy on me’ for long, I may get old.”

Me-Me fathomed the acroasis. “Or maybe somebody ‘snatches you before I get a chance to know you’ abit.”

“Indeed Jaymy, you’ve finally gotten that courage. I kept wondering why you were taking long since three years ago, wanted even to now ‘draft the lines’ and I ask you out.”

He eased much more – aston taking a notch. “How about coffee?”

“Sorry, most ladies ‘drink then later-on get burnt’, many men are just species. What of I cook you tea?”

He smiled. “No wonder you are soo unique. Swimming with fins and walking with it everytime as other ladies are in bikinis, It’s really brave of a lady not to let hormones just ‘play hulla-hoo’ with her mind then she only gets embarrassed on the streets by unnecessary revealing dress codes. I like the way you were dressed only that you were misquoted. ‘Real gorgeous mermaids don’t need to hold their breaths’. Actually Sept, I like how you usually do wear decently.”

Her prettie blush eloped more off her beautiful face. “I’m that attractive in flappy clothes?”

“Not to mention when you flapped them fins underneath the waters.”

“Someone must have been sneaking at me then.”

He smiled. “Couldn’t help myself to come and give you this, a small present from Santa.” He issued her two new woolen Gucci sweatshirts wrapped inside the colourless boxes knotted with red ribbons. “Winters here in Come by Chance are not often cold but trusting you won’t mind.”

“Aaawwwww, they were for me? Thankyou-thanks.”

“Anytime our ‘sheen mermaid’ of Australia.”

She blushed yet more. 

Suddenly, Me-Me’s phone rang. “Just a minute.”

“Yeah sure, feel free.”

He smiled and picked the call. “Hi cousin,” he stood five feet away from September, “glad hearing from you again.”

The girly voice on the other end giggled. “Heeeeeey cousiiiiin. I’ll be at the airport soon.”

Me-Me waved at a Boeing 777 that had passed slightly low above. “Missing someone lots though not looking down now.”

“Always wonderfully hilarious. Can’t be able to see me where we are?”

“An airbus is flying near where I’m chilling in wait.”

“Ha-ha, same, you’ve made me miss you lots lots.”

“Now who’s hilarious?”

“Ha-ha-haaha, glad to hear from you.”

“When is it hitting the runway?”

“Is there a wrong deed the runaway has done?” Coryn chuckled on the line. “Ummh, lemme guess, denying space our plane not to land early? Yap dear, a punishment of sanctions is awaiting.”

Me-Me laughed. “No doubts it’s keeping me wait on you for this long. Missing you too alot.”

“I know you are really missing me a-bunch.”

“More than you could ever imagine.”

“Aaaawwww, love you cousin. Gonna let you be informed when I arrive.”

“I wish it’s soonest. Love you too cousin.”

“My wishes too having the awesome moments with your good family, and for you to have a safe time.”

“An appreciatory I’ll hang on to. Stay safe Coryn Cannitas.”

––––––––
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AN-HOUR LATER

In entered Partridge skating and up a reflective lamp went Mellissa levitating with a glassed hover board. Their parents seated leisurely on a Fleksie couch listened to the going-on live broadcast tracing back the roots of Lord Christ Jesus as they laid various fruits on a table. Partridge skated past them.

Mrs. Hayden ‘made quite an orchestra’ of it. “Shawn? You know how much dirt that skate carries? Those small wheels can bring ‘big’ biological trouble.”

“Viruses?”

“And you’re still riding?”

“Maa, have only hopped at the door.”

“You think I haven’t watched you from the gate?”

“I saw the TV anchoring news too.”

“You precious goon,” mamaa smiled, “get off from the wheels now.”

Shawn Partridge frisked and leged-up the green skateboard for a stop then held it on his right hand.

“You gonna wash the prints you’ve left behind.”

“No any.”

“For your health safety.”

“Plus,” Mr. Hayden seconded, “ours too. Do as mum says else we won’t pay for emergency health credit.”

Shawn picked a glassed hand-mop and a scanner from the trolley near him. “Did Mellissa pass-by?”

“I’m on a hover board you moron.” Mellissa said from the hallway of the first floor.

“Even you, clean the gas you’re emitting.”

“Like if Theslar faded Ghattes. Why do you keep seeing as if it uses fuel? It fuckin’ got chips.”

“Yeah, my chip partner is a quincie also.”

“Shameless!” Mellissa suddenly appeared on the lamp. “Such a shithead!”

“You guys,” mamaa scythed, “we’re watching Christ Jesus’ Biblical documentary. Watch on your vibes.”

All-over-sudden, the Mahogany entrance duo door opened simultaneously and Me-Me Jaymes walked into the wooden-classic bungalow followed by September Julie and Coryn Cannitas. Aesthetically it was sparkling with festive décor. {Two chimneys eager for any pinned domestic game.} Glowing ceiling chandeliers and twinkling wall ‘bracelets’ reflected the Christmas feel in-within – the minute light only being a Nain, but now they had been flashed more into Forr, Faif and Sikses – Sefe-Nie was a Fore that was originally part of a Then. Immediately September and Coryn stepped through the porch and an usher emblem on a beam said MERRY CHRISTMAS SWEETHEART  to them both at the lounge, their hearts ‘melted’ instantly from the intense unanticipated warm welcome. 

“Coryyyyyn!” Mellissa yelped in joy and ran to embrace her.

Shawn waved at September with a smile.

The parents ushered
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“Lovely and intriguing.”

—Paula Beth
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