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Introduction


Tales From the Tank are short stories that are companions to the larger, stand-alone novels in the MELINDA series. They can be read before, after, or simultaneously with their corresponding novel.
This story happens alongside Chapter 10 in Melinda and Her Father Go Scuba Diving (Book 1 of the MELINDA series).
Where the main books in MELINDA focus on Melinda herself, Tales From the Tank is from Teensie’s perspective and will introduce you to things Melinda is unaware of.




Preface


Hi! I’m Teensie, Melinda’s pet fish. 
I figure, since she gets to tell her stories, I should be able to tell mine as well!
You and I, well, we probably don’t have much in common. I am a goldfish after all, and I need to be submerged in water to survive. You likely live on the dry-side and breathe air. You also have the freedom to move around as you choose whereas I need help to do pretty much everything.
Read on, for a behind-the-scenes peek at what really goes on in the Longers' house!




Episode 5

Housekeeping


Knock knock knock.
“Housekeeping,” called a voice in the distance. “Turn down service.”
I lifted my chin and fluttered my fin to spin me in a circle. I didn’t see anybody. Perhaps it was just my imagination? What did “turn down service,” mean anyway?
Knock knock knock.
The sound happened again.
I fluttered my other fin and spun my body back around.
Still nothing.
Maybe it was coming from the hall outside the room? This was the first hotel I’d ever stayed in, and I was still learning what was considered normal.
We were in Nova Scotia. Tomorrow, I would go out with the Longers’ family SCUBA diving and we’d come back with a treasure.
At least, that was the plan. Melinda and her father were out at supper now, ironing out the last of the details. I had been left in the hotel room, alone, to think if there was anything else, any other little bit of information, that might be useful in our treasure hunt.
Since lightning had struck the Longers’ home months ago, giving me the ability to communicate, I hadn’t done much else other than to think about the treasure. They hadn’t wanted to do anything other than talk about it. And all of our time had been spent preparing for this trip. I doubted that I’d think of anything new that could help us, but I was just a goldfish and didn’t have much of a voice at the best of times.
Knock knock knock.
I frowned. Maybe the knocking was from that TV thing they liked to look at. It was off in this room, but maybe one of the neighbours was watching it or something.
I filtered some air through my gills and tried hard to get back into a relaxed state. Before the intrusive noise had stolen my attention, I had been drifting in a dream. In my dream I wasn’t a goldfish. I was a gigantic Tyrannosaurus Rex and I’d been chasing down a smaller dinosaur that had looked like a tasty meal. I liked dreams like that. I often wondered what life would be like if I didn’t need to stay surrounded by water all of the time. When I was dreaming I had the opportunity to experience life on the dry-side, or at least, what I imagined experiencing it would be like.
Before being struck by lightning, I don’t remember dreaming, yet I remember everything else. I’m happy with the change and I don’t want to go back to not dreaming again. 
Sadly, good things have a way of disappearing. Like my friend Red from the pet store. He had been a wonderful friend. Always giving me the second biggest flake at feeding time.
Then one day. BAM! In swooped the net, out went Red and never again did I get the second largest flake. 
I thought about that for a moment. I hadn’t thought about Red in a really long time. 
Sometimes, Melinda and her father gave me the “best” piece of things to try. Red had never done that. He’d always taken the best for himself and given me what he hadn’t wanted. 
Did that mean he wasn’t actually a good friend? 
I shook my head vigorously to get rid of the friendship contaminating thought. I wanted to remember Red for the good things, not judge him on my new understanding of the world.
Melinda and her father seemed happy to accept my new abilities, and while things were far from perfect, they were getting better and better. Finding this treasure with them would cement my place in their lives. I enjoyed imagining how well they would treat me then.
The door to the hotel room opened and I perked up.
Maybe Melinda and her father had reconsidered taking me with them? I wagged my tail excitedly.
A young lady came through the door.
“Housekeeping,” she called out as she walked into the room and looked around.
I froze. 
What was this lady doing in here?
Wasn’t this room just for our family?
I watched as she walked into the bathroom. Whatever she was in here for, I needed to get her out.
This was our space and she didn’t belong.
I spun around in my tank, feeling the urgent need to do something. Unfortunately, the hard reality was that I was a little fish in a small tank, and there wasn’t much I could do about that. Even if she had been in a huge tank with me, and I could swim at her, there still wasn’t much that I could do.
I didn’t have teeth like a shark and I wasn’t very menacing or imposing to look at. She hadn’t even given me a second glance after her primary survey of the space.
Think Teensie, think! I told myself. 
What would Melinda do?
An idea came to my mind. It was a classic light bulb moment. Ping!
Better yet, it was something Melinda would never have thought of.
I wasn’t just any old regular goldfish. I had a secret superpower and this lady didn’t know about it. I knew exactly what I needed to do.
I felt my fish lips widen into a huge grin. This was going to be fun. It was exactly the type of fun Melinda would never let me have. But seeing as she wasn’t here, and since this was my best idea ever, there was absolutely no reason to stop.
***
“Ooooohhhhh,” I sang. “Oooooohhhhhhh.”
Immediately, the lady popped her head out of the bathroom and looked around. “Hello?” she asked. “Is anybody there?”
I made sure I was swimming slowly so I didn’t draw attention to myself. Although, I was pretty sure I could be flipping backflips and she still wouldn’t believe the sounds had come from me.
Nobody ever suspected the fish.
Unsurprisingly, I watched as she shook her head and ducked back inside the bathroom without a glance at my direction.
“Ooooohhhh,” I said again. I tried my best to make it as spooky and echoey as possible. Like the ghosts in the TV box Melinda and her father liked to watch. “Get out of my room. Oooohhhh.”
“Excuse me?” called the young lady’s voice.
This time she stepped out of the bathroom, put her hands on her hips, and moved deeper into the hotel room.
“Is someone in here?” she asked, looking around the seemingly empty room. “I’m from housekeeping. If someone’s in here, show yourself. This isn’t funny.”
I waited for her to turn her back, then I let out another long “Ooooohhhhh.”
“That’s it,” she said. Her lips were pressed together into a tight white line.
I had a smile on mine.
I might be small, but whatever her purpose had been coming into this room, she wasn’t getting it done with me here to protect it.
I watched her start to search the room. 
She lifted the edges of the blankets and crouched down to look under the bed skirts. 
She opened the fridge and the drawers under the TV. 
She rummaged through the closet. The same closet where Melinda and her father had stashed all of their SCUBA diving gear. Without that, they wouldn’t be able to come into the water with me tomorrow. If we didn
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