“Uhmm, Pierre, you wouldn’t mind if I brought a friend along myself, would you?”

“Jac, don’t you think it’s going to be a little too crowded?”

“No...honestly, I don’t think so. Besides, what are “backseat extenders” for? We can all fit in the car, all we have to do is push a tiny little button, and the car becomes twice as large!”

“Hmm, guess you’re right after all. Soooo.........OK!”

“Je t’adore!”

“I know you do!”

Tilde: “Who do you have in mind, Jac?”

“Lisa from the Netherlands, of course! She’s my best friend! She’s totally cool, you’re gonna love her! Oh, and rule number one: Never call her Lisa. Or she’ll pop!”

Tilde: “What should we call her then?”

Jacqueline: “Liesje! It’s sort of a Dutch byname.”

Tilde: “Nice!”

Pierre decided to interrupt. “OK, guys, guys! Let’s have some work done here, shall we?”

“Whoa there!” Rafaela tried to calm him down a little bit. “What’s the rush?”
Pierre gave her a weird look.

“Oh, forget it.” She turned to the rest of the guys. “Why do I bother?”

They all shrugged, trying to hide an almost wicked smile.

Pierre: “Alright. I see there might be a temporary setback...”

Jose: “What do you mean?”

Pierre: “The small roads we chose as our route are too steep in some places. Plus, these particular areas (he pointed three dots on the map) are restricted to just flying cars and jets. And planes, of course. It’s impossible to cross by classic-car.”

Jacqueline: “Wait, does that mean what I think it means?!?” 

Pierre: “Ahhh...”

Jacqueline: “Oh, man! Our whole trip’s ruined!”

Rafaela: “Hmm, not quite...what if we went to Greece on...horseback?”

Everyone was stunned when they heard that. They were as if the cat had got their tongue. “HUH!?!”

Rafaela: “Hey guys, don’t look so shocked! I think it’s a good idea, is it not??”
Jacqueline: “Raffy, you know I can’t ride...and I don’t think anybody here can. Don’t get me wrong, but I really don’t think this is practical...” 

Rafaela: “Don’t you worry about a thing. With this special laser punch card right here (she took a tiny metal chip out of her coat) you can learn every existing sport on the planet straight away. It’s a matter of seconds. You just scan your eyes’ retina with the laser, and you’re done. Afterwards, you’ll be able to even sit exams for becoming a Dressage trainer! How cool is that?!”
Jacqueline: “Awesome...”

Pierre: “Raf, you’re a genius!”
At that moment there was a knock on the door.

Pierre: “Are we expecting someone?”

Jacqueline: “Of course we are! I paged Liesje and I asked her to come over while we were talking. I’m fast, ain’t I ? Besides, her hotel is just a minute away from here!”
Pierre: “Oh OK.......Aren’t you gonna open the door??”

Jacqueline: “Right!” She opened the door.

Liesje: “Hej Jac, alles goed?! Hoe gaat het*?”

Jac : “Everything’s great, and I’m fine! How are you doing, Liesje? Are you down for the trip?”

Liesje: “You know it! I’m looking forward to it!”

Jacqueline: “Great! OK, we were just discussing it with the guys. Come sit with us and join the conversation!”

Liesje: “Okey-dokey!”

Rafaela: “You know you guys owe me a big one for saving the trip...AND your butts!”
Christopher: “Do we at least get a discount??” He giggled.

Rafaela: “Get outta here, you...Cri-Cri!”

Christopher: “Did you just call me a Cri-Cri?? What for???”

Rafaela: “Yeah, I did. I bet Jac knows what I’m talking about. Right, hon?”
Jacqueline: “Damn right!”

Christopher looked at Jac. “Mind to share?”

Jacqueline: “Sure. There’s an old French TV-show called “Hélène et les garçons”. Cri-Cri is how Hélène calls her boyfriend, Christian.”

Christopher: “What a lucky guy...he he!”
Jacqueline: “That’s my favourite show! Don’t you dare laugh at it!”

In the meantime, Sarah, who had been listening to this endless babbling for twenty minutes or so, wisely decided to intervene.

“Alright, that’s it! You’ve been talking about EVERYTHING but the trip. Guys! Get serious for once!”

George agreed with her. “I hate to say this, but she’s right. We need to focus on what we have to do. Personally, I think the horse idea is excellent. I’ve practiced horse-riding in the past, I even have several pairs of additional mechanical wings that can be adjusted to the horses’ back and automatically provide them with incredible speed, and the ability to fly! And they’re not like cars, that can only fly at 30,000 feet or higher. These wings can fly at any height, even only at a few centimeters above the ground!”
Pierre: “Then I guess everything’s set! And Jac, we can use grandpa’s horses! That means we’ll have to pay him a visit in the Netherlands, though, since he has moved to Ilpendam. But it’s no biggie, we’ll just take the new NL-Air Canal Bus, that comes all the way to Barcelona. We all know that its speed measures up to nearly 100 times faster than the original Canal Bus invented some 60 years ago, which, by the way, used to be a boat. It uses the airways, also! But although it seemed a good idea at first, I don’t think we should visit any other countries after Holland, as our time is limited, and Jac has a deadline to meet, right Jac?”
“Unfortunately for me, Pierre...”

Liesje: “Ilpendam??? That’s where I was born! It’s in Noord* Holland! Great town!”

Jacqueline: “Well, Liesje, as you would say, ... “Ik ben een grote fan van Ilpendam!!”* ”  Liesje laughed joyfully.
So they all took the following NL-Air Canal Bus. When they arrived at Jac and Pierre grandpa’s ranch, they picked out the best horses of the stable. Pierre and Rafaela chose a couple of beautiful Trakehner mares, Sarah went for the Arabian, Tilde picked an Hanoverian stallion, Christopher surprisingly decided to share an Anglo-Arab with George(!), and Jose preferred to ride an Andalusian. Liesje, as a first-time rider, preferred a short-legged Haflinger pony, while Jac chose a tall and elegant Poney Français De Selle mare, named Joncquille. She had named the pony after her favourite flower, and she had always had a soft spot for that equine.
When the flying devices in the form of wings were adjusted to each horse, they were all set and ready to go.

“We’re off to Greeeeece!!!” Jac yelled in excitement.

“Ja*, we are, indeed!” Liesje agreed with her.

The wings proved to be really useful, as they took them all the way to Athens in less than half an hour. Everybody was content to see the Parthenon in the distance.
Jacqueline: “Now I’m positive that my project will exceed all my teacher’s expectations!”

Liesje: “You’re right, it’s so much mooier dan finding information op het internet!*”

Jacqueline: “Tell me about it...but could you stop with the Dutch, cause I don’t get everything you say!” 

Liesje: “Geen Nederlands??* D’accord!”

Jacqueline: “That’s more like it!”

Tilde: “Alright, listen up everyone! How about finding a place to leave our horses first, and then pay a visit to the dear Parthenon? We can help Jac finish her project, and then we can see the rest of the city. How’s that?”

Everyone in one voice: “Sure!!!”

Tilde: “Glad to hear that! ...Let’s go then!”
                                                     ***

Translation (original phrases are in Dutch):
* Alles goed?=everything OK?

* Hoe gaat het?=How are you?

* Noord=North

* Ik ben een grote fan van Ilpendam=I’m a big fan of Ilpendam

* Ja=yes
* mooier dan=nicer than

* op het internet=on the internet 
* geen Nederlands=no Dutch
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