Prompt: The Turning of Tina
She lay there, a mass of blubber, registering way off the maximum on any weight scale - she was an impossible challenge.  A humungous, horrific blot on an otherwise faultless landscape. Something had to be done with her before it was too late.

It seemed like the whole world wanted to help.  Countless do gooders tried to get involved, they offered outlandish advice and then produced outstanding invoices for their trouble.  Nothing helped, the Tina problem grew worse each day.

As she lay there immobilised, Tina thought of all the things she’d never do again.  She’d never skyhop - oh how wonderful if felt to jump out of her watery kingdom, to breathe in the sweet tasting oxygen and then to splash back down into the water’s welcoming depths.  She’d never join in the harmony of a Humpback opera, nor tantalise a boatful of sun-bronzed tourists with her acrobatic prowess.  She was a clever creature and she accepted her fate even if those around her would not give in.
After the engineers had packed up their contraptions and gone home forlorn, others came to prod her and squeeze her for several more days, then finally sensing her imminent extinction they came to pray for her.  Where they had been divided before they became united over this wondrous creature, who had so warmed their hearts in such a short time but whom they could not turn back to her rightful place in the sea.
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