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MERMAID MONTHS

Instead of months, we have moons:



	HUMAN MONTH

	
	MERMAID MOON




	January
	=
	Seahorse Moon



	February
	=
	Bright Moon



	March
	=
	Kelp Moon



	April
	=
	Salmon Moon



	May
	=
	Coral Moon



	June
	=
	Crab Moon



	July
	=
	Seal Moon



	August
	=
	Shark Moon



	September
	=
	Salt Moon



	October
	=
	Fisher Moon



	November
	=
	Storm Moon



	December
	=
	Neptune Moon







MERMAID WEEKS

And instead of human days of the week,

we have:



	HUMAN DAY

	
	MERMAID DAY




	Monday
	=
	Moonday



	Tuesday
	=
	Chooseday



	Wednesday
	=
	Wetsday



	Thursday
	=
	Thirstday



	Friday	
	=
	Fryday



	Saturday
	=
	Saltyday



	Sunday
	=
	Swumday




[image: Atalanta Scrimshaw, a mermaid, sits on a rock in a sea cave and writes in her diary. An umbrella, a dress, message bottles and other knick-knacks are on a shelf and on the wall beside her.]



CHAPTER ONE

Seahorse Moon 12th, Wetsday

Hello. My name is Atalanta Scrimshaw and this is my diary. I live in a quiet, cosy undersea cave in Sleepy Cove. Nothing much happens in Sleepy Cove, as you might have guessed, but that’s fine with me. Like many mermaids, I am very shy and prefer watching people and places rather than getting into adventures. So, if you’re looking for that sort of thing, you won’t find it here. Come to think of it – this is my private diary, so you shouldn’t be reading it in the first place! That’s just rude. I only let my best friend Creech (also known as the Creature from the Blue Lagoon) read mine so he can correct any mistakes I might have made about humans and dry land. Creech knows all about humans like you, and what you do. Dry land is a hobby of mine and walking is my favourite thing to do. My second favourite thing is writing in this diary . . .

[image: Creech, a creature with webbed fins and feet, wears shower curtain shorts and writes on a notepad. Text reads, ‘Creech writes notes for me on human behaviour which he puts in my diary.’]
Are you still reading this? Oh, well, if you must read someone else’s diary, I expect you’re wondering how a mermaid goes walking. It’s not easy, let me tell you! And it took a while to get used to it. I use a walking suit and was very wobbly for ages before I got my balance.

[image: Atalanta wears her walking dress that covers her tail, is made of seasilk that is soft against scales and has a haddock tail collar and jellyfish sleeves. Some walking steps are the tip-tail, the sideways swish and the twin-fin trot.]
Some merpeople never learn to walk. Others never progress further than flopping, which isn’t really walking at all. Me, I love walking and I’m good at it. Hardly any of my 300 brothers or sisters are as good at walking as I am. Some don’t even try.

Creech says that humans have hardly any brothers or sisters – sometimes none at all. Imagine! It must be very strange.

[image: Merchildren hatch from eggs.]
[image: Merchildren swim towards a turtle. A merchild grows into an adult Atalanta, who packs her sea trunks and tail packs and swims away with them. Text reads, ‘And immediately join a school, where we’re looked after by a wise old turtle called a “Taught-us.” Mermaids and merboys grow quickly in sea cave dormitories that get extremely crowded. So, as soon as, we can we pack our sea trunks and tail packs and set off to find nice quiet caves to live on our own.’]
[image: Atalanta’s sea cave, from where she writes the diary, has swim shirts, her diary, a walking suit, a sitting rock, message bottles, cabinets of curiosities, a dressing table, a sand castle table, a sea bed and a sea trunk.]
Seahorse Moon 13th, Thirstday

Delicious breakfast of kelp toast and jellyfish scramble. Merpeople will eat anything, contrary to popular opinion, but I’m not like most merpeople. I’m a thoughtfultarian – I won’t eat anything with an opinion.

[image: Atalanta lounges on her bed and eats a breakfast of kelp toast and jellyfish scramble.]
Seahorse Moon 14th, Fryday

Moll of Kintyre, the Sand Witch, popped over for a cup of saltwater tea. I told her how much I like this diary and the octopus ink that she sold me. (She let me buy them for three seashells and a rusty safety pin, which was a very good bargain!) She always has so many interesting things on her stall but will never tell me where she finds them. Creech says she rummages through the hampers of holidaymakers by the Blue Lagoon when they aren’t looking. The holidaymakers must be very shy, because Creech says they run away when they see him.

[image: Moll of Kintyre has a cauldron hanging from her arm and rummages through a wicker basket.]
Moll brought a new snack that she has created for the holidaymakers – a piece of white bread between two herrings. She’s calling it a ‘sandwitch’, after herself. I’m not sure it will catch on, but Moll says her cat, Lionel, loves them.

[image: The Blue Lagoon snack bar and stall that sells sandwitches. Text reads, ‘Moll owns the Blue Lagoon, the Lorna Dunes and Sleepy Cove and is always trying to get holidaymakers to visit. She says they’re “good for business” whatever that means.’]
[image: Moll and Atalanta sit on a bed, drink tea from their cups and talk. Lionel, Moll’s cat, has a piece of sandwitch in his mouth.]
Seahorse Moon 15th, Saltyday

After a busy day tidying my sea bedroom, I decided to stay in and dry my hair. Creech came by and brushed it for me.

The holidaymakers at the Blue Lagoon were sitting around small driftwood fires making strange noises with their wooden music boxes.

[image: Creech and Atalanta sit on a rock. Creech brushes Atalanta’s hair and the two look at holidaymakers in the distance.]
Creech decided to offer to brush their hair too, but they packed up their tents and left very quickly before he could do anything.

He found out what the noises were, though. This is a note he left for me after I’d gone to sleep.

[image: Creech approaches the holidaymakers with the hairbrush. They run away from the campfire with their guitar. Text in a note reads, ‘Dear Atalanta, The holidaymakers were singing pop songs and playing a guitar. They do this to scare away dangerous animals like the Dread Sheeran and Tiger Swift.’]
[image: A large owl and a leaping tiger. Text reads, ‘The Dread Sheeran, according to Creech, is an orange feathered owl with a loud hoot who likes small guitars. Tiger Swift, Creech says, looks fierce but is a pussycat with extremely long legs who likes honey and pea green boats.’]
Seahorse Moon 16th, Swumday

Swumday already!

I don’t know where this week has gone, Dear Diary, and Dear You, if you’re still reading this. I’ve decided that it is OK if you’re curious to know about mermaids, so please carry on.

[image: Atalanta swims lazily in the waters.]
[image: Atalanta wears her walking suit and walks down the beach with an upturned umbrella on a rainy day.]



CHAPTER TWO

Bright Moon 5th, Moonday

Decided to go for a walk this afternoon, after a morning swimming around the waters of Sleepy Cove. The dolphins had been far too noisy and gossipy, and the crabs and lobsters were as grumpy as usual. Even the fish were sarcastic – it was very frustrating trying to have a conversation with everyone talking over each other. But as soon as I put my walking suit on and started a steady stroll across the sand, I relaxed.

I decided to take the path up into the Lorna Dunes. It looked like it was about to rain, which is my favourite thing ever. Mermaids enjoy walking in the rain, the wetter the better. I put up my umbrella, ready to collect the rainwater. Then, when I tip it, I get drenched – lovely!

As I walked, the clouds darkened and the rain began to fall, and I sang a song that Creech had taught me: ‘We all live in a mellow submarine . . .’

‘What siren beguiles me?’ said a soft yet husky voice.

[image: Atalanta walks on a cliff with her upturned umbrella on a rainy day and sings. A man with dark hair and a moustache stands on the edge of the cliff and looks into the distance.]
I was on the path near the Drowsy Cliffs, enjoying a lovely drenching, and there, standing on the edge, turning from gazing out to sea, was a tall, dark-haired human.

‘But you’re soaked!’ he exclaimed.

‘Yes, I know!’ I said, happily. ‘It’s lovely . . .’

The human rushed over and, taking off his coat, insisted I put it over my shoulders. Now, I’m normally shy and don’t talk to many humans, but today, that wasn’t the case at all. As we walked back along the path, we had a delightful conversation. The human told me that he was a poet and that he had rented a quiet cabin next to Waldo Pond so he could ‘get away from it all’.

I asked him what he meant and he told me about the ‘hustle and bustle’ of the big city. I think that means it is noisy – a bit like the waters of the cove this morning with all those gossipy dolphins. He said walking along the shore in the peace and quiet makes him feel relaxed, and I agreed because it makes me feel the same way.

I left him staring out to sea from the top of the Lorna Dunes and walked back to the beach.

[image: Atalanta walks down a set of stairs with a coat and her umbrella in her hand.]
It was only when I reached home that I realized I was still wearing his coat!

[image: The sea otters of the Mellow Submarine, Marka, Larka, Barka and Ringo, are at the opened door of the submarine and singing. Text in a note reads, ‘Dear Atalanta, That song was taught to me by the sea otters who lived in a brightly painted submarine. They’re very musical and sing all the time, which can get a little annoying.’]
Bright Moon 6th, Chooseday

After my long walk yesterday, I decided to swim down to the kelp forest to see my friend Sea Anemone Sue.

‘Atalanta!’ she said. ‘It’s so lovely to see you. You missed a wonderful party the other day.

[image: Atalanta sits on a rock and speaks to her friend Sea Anemone Sue.]
Sadly, I could only stay for a little while. As I left, Sue gave me a lovely pot and a couple of very pretty seashells to take back to my cave. I was so pleased, I invited her to a small rock-pool tea party to say thank you. Sue said she would be delighted to come, and could she bring one or two friends . . .?

[image: Sea Anemone Sue’s friends are Sammy the Sand Fairy, Sid the Squid, Flip-Flop Fred who doesn’t say much, Jefferson Starfish and Bee Fifty-Two the Rock Lobster.]
[image: Sea Anemone Sue’s friends are Sammy the Sand Fairy, Sid the Squid, Flip-Flop Fred who doesn’t say much, Jefferson Starfish and Bee Fifty-Two the Rock Lobster.]
One of the seahorses offered to give me a lift home, which was very nice of him.

I had given him quite a lot of sea currants and three sea salt lumps, so I accepted straight away. It was thrilling!

[image: Atalanta clings to the neck of a seahorse and swims home.]
[image: Seahorses gallop in a group on crests of waves and eat dried seagrapes and sea salt lumps. Atalanta talks to a seahorse. Text reads, ‘Some facts about seahorses… Seahorses generally hang around in groups of four or more. They have powerful swishy tails and fins and long flowing manes. They love sea currants also known as dried seagrapes. And sea salt lumps. They also love galloping on the crests of waves. If you’re very polite and ask nicely, they will take you for a ride.’]
When I got back to my cave, I went up to the sitting rock for a nice relaxing dry. Creech says this is what humans do, but in reverse – they like to relax by soaking in a hot bath. Very strange.

[image: Atalanta sits on a rock and dries her hair. Her walking suit and a coat hang from hooks on the wall.]
As I was drying off, I noticed that the poet’s coat was hanging up next to my walking suit. I must remember to give it back to him when I come back from my school reunion in Mer City. Poking out of the coat pocket was a piece of paper.

It looked like he was out of ink, so I took a spare bottle of octopus ink and slipped it into his pocket to say thank you for lending me his coat.

[image: A handwritten note is next to a bottle of octopus ink. A crossed-out poem reads, ‘There is pleasure in the pathless woods, There is rapture in the lonely shore, There is—’ A checked list includes sugar, tea, milk, porridge oats, clean socks, bread and apples. The last item on the list, ink, has a question mark.]
It was getting dark and, as I looked out of my cave, I noticed that the lighthouse at Lonely Point was shining brightly. It has been dark ever since old Mr Sparkle, the lighthouse keeper, retired. Perhaps there is a new lighthouse keeper?

I snuggled up in my seabed with a lovely ripple of water swaying the seaweed bedspread. On the bedside trunk, I put the shells and the pot that Sue had given me.

[image: A hermit crab is perched on a ledge.]
[image: Atalanta sleeps on her seabed.]
[image: Atalanta swims past fish with an overnight bag and a sea harp.]



CHAPTER THREE

Bright Moon 26th, Moonday

Dear Diary and Dear You, if you’re still reading.

It has been ages since I last wrote. I have been very busy underwater and haven’t been on dry land for two weeks. I had such a lovely time! This is what I have been doing:

Revisiting my old school . . .

[image: A sea harp, a bag, a pearl necklace, a toothbrush and a box of pearly white toothpaste on display. Text reads, ‘Sea harp in case my sister wants a sing-a-long. My overnight bag. Second best pearls. Pearly white toothpaste.’]
There, I met some of my sisters and brothers . . .

[image: Three mermaids labelled Sisters number 48, 133 and 299. Text reads, ‘Sister number 48. Cymbeline. She lives in the tropical seas and looks after a coral reef. Sister number 133. Marcie May. Does something important in the city. Sister number 299. Roxie. Sings in a sea shanty band and collects vintage admirals’ uniforms.’]
There are so many of them, it’s hard to remember their names, but these are the ones I keep in touch with.

[image: Two mermen labelled Brothers number 7 and 200. Text reads, ‘Brother number 7. Sandy. Plays flipperball for the Mer City Tritons. Brother number 200. Eli. Repairs waterlogged mobile phones and surfs the internet.’]
. . . and seeing my old ‘Taught-us’

[image: Taught-Us is with a group of mermaid babies kept together in shoals on the end of silk threads and says, ‘I hope you’re keeping up with your reeling and writhing, Atalanta…’]
[image: Atalanta reels and writhes. Text reads, ‘Reeling and writhing was my favourite subject at school, it keeps you fit and is good training for “walking.” Writhing: Complicated exercises for strengthening your tail muscles. Reeling: Swimming round in circles extremely fast with a partner.’]
These are some of the ways mermaids keep in touch with each other . . .

[image: A bag labelled ‘Snail Mail’ containing bottles is on a sail and a Portuguese Man O’ Letters drifts. Text reads, ‘A letter in a bottle can be sent by sea snail (very slow). Or Portuguese Man O’ Letters can drift off course.’]
[image: A mermaid whispers to a whale that sings, ‘…And you’ll never guess what Ariel is planning to do…’ Text reads, ‘Or whale song very effective over long distance (but not very confidential).’]
My brothers and sisters all lead such busy lives; they didn’t seem very interested in my quiet life in Sleepy Cove. Not that I mind too much. It is always nice to get their letters in bottles. A big bustling place like Mer City is too busy for me. Sleepy Cove is perfect. I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.

Some messages in bottles:

[image: Five message bottles with messages. Text in the first message reads, ‘Dear A, Busy time on the reef cleaning up after the Conga eels, they really like to party! We found that little clown fish who kept running away, he thinks it’s funny! Lots of love, C.’ Text in the second message reads, ‘To Atalanta. Re: Catching up. Good to see you. Have to rush. Got a meeting about meetings. Sea salt is up, sell seashells on the seashore! Yours, M.M.’ Text in the third message reads, ‘Hi Attie, baby! So lovely to see U! Got a show at the ‘Talk of the Trout’ 2nite! Totes amazing! A bien tot, Roxie x.’ A newspaper clipping is the fourth message with the text, ‘Mer City win by 3 punctured beachballs to nil against Mer UTD. Best sandy.’ Text in the fifth message reads, ‘Hashtag Eli.’]
[image: Mer City bustles with whales and other creatures in structures made of shells, reefs, and sea columns.]
Kelp Moon 3rd, Saltyday

Today, I visited the poet in his small hut by Waldo Pond. I had been looking forward to a long walk, so it felt especially good to be back on dry land. I found him sitting on a log staring out across the pond. He was holding a notebook and a quill pen made from the pin feather of an eider duck. (I prefer my coral dip pen when writing in my diary.)

I asked

[image: Atalanta and the poet sit on a log and speak with one another. The poet holds a book and a glass of octopus ink.]






[image: Atalanta holds a mug and talks.]

[image: The poet has a dreamy expression and thinks of seahorses riding the waves.]



[image: Moll wears a tall hat, is wide-eyed, forms an O with her mouth and holds a sandwitch that has a piece of bread between two sausages.]





[image: A man taking notes on a notepad and a walrus in a suit with an illustrated vest and a walking stick stand next to each other.]











[image: Atalanta holds a mug and speaks to Mister Bristle and Mister Splinter.]


[image: Sea horses ride a tall wave.]
[image: A tall wave ridden by sea horses crashes on Mister Bristle and Mister Splinter.]
[image: Atalanta and a seal swim between sea kelps.]
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