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Miranda stood in the soft
sand looking out at Waimea Bay. She scanned the surface of the
rippling water, straining her eyes to see something, anything that
resembled the image that had been anonymously sent to her. The
grainy image appeared to be a mermaid, but it was Miranda’s job to
prove that it wasn’t. Deep down something told her this picture was
genuine.

As a little girl, Miranda
daydreamed about a secret society living under the water off the
shores of her native O’ahu. She would spend hours playing on the
beach imagining little scenarios about her underwater friends. She
daydreamed that there were princesses with beautiful iridescent
tail fins happily swimming around in the warm waters of the bay.
Every year without fail, she went trick or treating as a mermaid.
Miranda was obsessed with the concept of merpeople, and her
obsession ultimately lead to her career as a marine
biologist.

The job felt like it was
predestined for Miranda. The salty sea air gave her life, she felt
like the cliché “fish out of water” anytime she had to spend a day
or more away from her beloved bay.

Receiving an anonymous
picture of mysterious sea life had become a somewhat expected part
of her job. In an age of highly realistic digitally mastered
images, frauds were always looking for a way to cash in on the
latest mythical creature craze. First, it was the Loch Ness
Monster, now this, a colony of merpeople living off the shore of
Hawaii. The local news had gotten ahold of a picture depicting
three sea beings beached on the shore. The residents of O’ahu
cringed as their shores were instantly besieged with tourists
trying to capture images of “King Neptune” and his
subjects.

The buzz died down
eventually after no sightings of anything except the occasional
surfer were captured at the bay. Miranda had the shore all to
herself again, and that was just the way she liked it.

The blue sky was streaked
pink, making the horizon over the bay look like a massive fluff of
cotton candy. Miranda looked again at the image she had received of
the suspected mermaid. She pointed her camera in the same general
direction that the photo was taken, and snapped a few shots
herself. The gorgeous pastel sunset glowed behind the lens of her
camera. If nothing else, these would make gorgeous pictures she
could send back to her friends on the mainland. As her shutter
snapped, she heard a splash to her right. Alone on the deserted
beach, the sound startled her. She turned her head to the right and
zoomed on the circular ripple pattern that had formed on the calm
water. She snapped the shutter again, capturing the ripples with
her camera. There in the middle of the tiny waves appeared a
bump.

Miranda squinted her eyes
at the mysterious lump that had just appeared out of nowhere. She
assumed it must have been a fish or a dolphin, but kept snapping
pictures just in case. Her heart began to pound as the lump grew
bigger. From behind the zoom lens in her camera, she saw what
appeared to be a head.

“It cant be,”
she whispered to herself, rapidly pressing her
finger on the shutter. But it was. A man’s face stared back at her
from behind her camera. Miranda’s hands shook as she placed her
camera down in the sand, she had to see this with her own eyes. The
sun was quickly fading into the sea so she ran the short distance
to where he was in the bay. Tiny ripples of water splashed around
her ankles as she entered the water. The man she had witnessed
emerging from the depths was now twenty feet in front of
her.

Miranda stood gobsmacked
at the spectacle. She could hardly believe her eyes staring at the
creature she had always wished to be true. She groped at her chest
for her camera and suddenly realized she had left it on the
beach. “Damn it” she muttered under her breath. Miranda knew that with all of
the negative press surrounding the hoax that no one would believe
her without solid proof, even if she was a marine biologist. She had been
sent there to debunk the myth, and there she was, surprisingly
confirming it with her own two eyes.

The man was now hovering in
the water, with his shoulders and part of his chest above the
surface. He looked like any other man, except for his eyes. Miranda
felt like she was almost in a trance looking into his pale green
eyes. They glowed brightly against the dusky sky. As if pulled by
magnets, Miranda began to creep toward the man, the water lapping
at the top of her thighs. With every step she took, his face came
more into view. She could make out the smooth surface of his pale
skin. Her heart pounded so hard that she could barely hear the
boisterous golden retriever and its owner jogging down the far end
of the beach.

An excited bark from the
dog tore Miranda’s attention away from the merman. She saw the
owner of the pooch trying his best to keep his dog from destroying
her very expensive camera.

“No!” Miranda shouted as
she watched the dog pawing at her equipment. She could hear another
splash from behind her and turned just in time to see the very tip
of the merman’s tail.

“No, no, no, no,” She said,
running up the beach for her camera. Shooing away the dog, she
pointed the lens at the place the merman was just hovering in the
water, and there was nothing. Her chest felt like it had just been
hit with a wrecking ball. Miranda had just witnessed the thing that
she had been dreaming about her entire life and it was gone as
quickly as it came. She sat on the darkened beach waiting for
another glimpse, but it never came. It seemed her encounter with
“King Neptune” simply was not meant to be.

Waking up the next morning,
Miranda thought that the whole thing must have been a dream. She
scrolled through the digital pictures she had taken on her camera
one by one, looking for any sign that she did, in fact, see a
merman.

Her hand froze in place as
she came to the picture of the immerging lump in the water. Knowing
now what she was actually looking at, she could make out the long
flowing hair on top of his head, and part of one of his gorgeous
green eyes. Miranda squealed, giddy with the fact that she wasn’t
crazy and this wasn’t a dream. She had proof of merpeople right
there in her camera.

Her first instinct was to
immediately send the picture to her supervisor. She had discovered
a new species of merfolk, this discovery was beyond any other in
marine biology history. Wait, I should get
more pictures, absolute proof before I break the news. She said to
herself, scrambling around the house
throwing everything she would need for the day in a beach bag.
Miranda was determined to see him again, and she was willing to
wait all day if she had to.

The beach already had a
dozen or so sun worshipers sprawled out on towels when she arrived.
Miranda texted her boss saying she still had some
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