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I’m just like you.

So I reacted probably the way you would react the first time I met a mermaid.

Am I dreaming?

Have I lost my mind?

Is this a joke? Where are the hidden cameras?

Maybe it’s a mermaid love doll robot or a hologram of some sort?

What’s the date today? Is it Halloween?

Then, after realizing it was actually happening, I calmed down a bit, accepted it, the initial shock gave way to curiosity, then amusement, finally sheer awe!

How many people can say they’ve met a real mermaid?

That first day and the novelty of those first few initial encounters certainly overwhelmed me. But as this book makes evident, those days are long gone. Of course, I am still immersed in wonder. But I don’t wonder about it anymore. As luck would have it, it just happened. 

Life is full of surprises, eh?

While I still recognize how unique the experience is, how privileged I am to count a number of mermaids — twenty-three in all — maybe not as close friends, but as highly memorable acquaintances, the whole idea is now nestled in a comfort zone, as are my personal feelings about the mermaids themselves. Yes, it’s incredibly rare and unusual and special to spend time with these lovely creatures. But now it’s more like meeting someone from Tonga or Outer Mongolia. How many people do you now know from either of these remote places? Still, if you met someone, you wouldn’t faint or rule it out as impossible, nor would you think that you were losing your mind. At the same time, you’d recognize the novelty, and probably treasure the experience as unique and unforgettable.

When I share my mermaid encounters with people conversationally, I’m hardly surprised, but I still get rather annoyed, with how fixated most of them are on truly mundane questions.

Can they talk?

Do they speak English?

How do they go to the bathroom?

Do they have sex?

Do they smell like fish?

Are they on Facebook?  

How do they get around?

Do they have gills?

Yes, they talk.

I haven’t watched any of them go to the bathroom any more than I would ask you or that person from Tonga to let me watch. Do these people think I’m a pervert?

And whether I’m a pervert or not, I did not have sex with these ladies of the sea. Nor did I ask them about their sex lives. Maybe I’m strange but that seems rather rude, especially since typically I only spent a few hours with each one. If someone arrived on your doorstep from the desert in Namibia, would you immediately ask them how they copulate?

Do they smell like fish? I don’t know. Some people smell like hot dogs. Others smell like cigarettes. Still others smell like shoe polish. Okay, I’ll answer that. Mermaids do not smell like fish, unless they have a fish strapped to their necks. In fact, all of them give off an almost undefinable scent, something like a fresh spring breeze from high above on a cliff, overlooking the sea, with wispy white cirrus clouds painting the sky.  It’s very captivating to say the least. If I could bottle it, I’d make a fortune. Trust me. It’s nothing like a can of tuna fish or microwaving past-their-expiration-date fish sticks.

Facebook? No, they’re on Flipperbook. Jeeeeeeez!!

The question of how they get around is particularly lame. Hasn’t anyone watched the Para Olympics? How do they get around? Considering many of the athletes have no functioning legs, they seem to do just fine, eh?

Granted, mermaids can’t dance. That’s why you don’t see them at raves or night clubs. Or as members of the American Ballet Theater.

Clearly, they have to perform some activities differently. But they either do things close to the floor, or they prop themselves up, leaning against or half-sitting on a stool.

Are the above questions seriously what fascinates people the most?

Think about it. These ladies are human but a different species. They live under water! They experience the world entirely differently than you and I. Their culture and history are completely unfamiliar to us. Their relationships are totally different. I don’t know if there are mermen or merdudes around. No one seems to know how mermaids reproduce or how long they live. Maybe they live forever.

Understandably, I am curious about so many of these things. 

And if I find out the answers, I’ll get back to you. I promise.

For now, I will just share what happened in my brief encounters.

And most importantly, I will give you the answer to ...

What do mermaids eat?
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I’ve met twenty-three mermaids.

They all invited me over for dinner at either a condo or an apartment. Either way, the place was small — how much room does a mermaid who does practically no entertaining and doesn’t have to practice the Argentine Tango need? Though tiny, by my standards the accommodations were fairly luxurious. Tastefully furnished, with all of the modern touches.

Nineteen of them cooked incredible meals and this book shares their recipes with you.

Four of them claimed they had zero talent in the kitchen — they may have just been being shy or modest — so I ended up eating as they do when they’re topside. 

By the way, that's what they call their visits up here on dry land ... being ‘topside’.

These four non-cooking mermaids claimed they survived on take-out — specifically any food that could be delivered — since they obviously couldn’t just jump in an Aston Martin or on a motorcycle and zip on over to a drive-thru window. They didn’t eat meat, certainly wouldn’t touch anything like fish and chips or a McFish burger — way too greasy! — but loved sashimi, sushi, any grilled fish or fish stew. At last resort they might go with processed meals like an Artisan Bistro Wild Salmon with Pesto or Amy’s Kitchen Tofu Scramble with veggies. Or if total desperation set in, they would eat out of a can. Yes, you read that correctly. Out of a can. Get this! All four of them love Campbell’s SpaghettiOs, though some of us topsiders might question whether this is really even a food. Most of us land dwellers view it as more like something to plug a hole in a radiator, having exhausted other options.

One thing the mermaids all say about these quick pre-prepared meals is how salty they are. Good grief ... they live in the ocean and they’re complaining about how salty our food is! Think about that for a minute. No wonder so many people have high blood pressure!

Anyway, finally getting around to how I met all these mermaids ...

Corinne, my very first encounter, was complete serendipity.

It was late — 2 or 3 am — and I was returning home from a bar/restaurant on Anjuna Beach in Goa. I had been dancing and making new friends, but finally exhausted and ready for some serious sleep, was heading back to my guest house. I was of course alone.

I saw something writhing on the beach ahead of me. A beached porpoise? It was dark and hard to make out what it could be.

As I approached, it stopped moving. I pulled out a small flashlight and pointed it.

There was Corinne.

She looked absolutely horrified. I thought she was going to cry.

Through quivering lips, almost too quiet to hear, she whispered: “Please be my friend. Don’t tell anyone.”

Now some guys might have whipped out their smart phone, taken a quick photo, posted it on the internet, and claimed their 48 hours of Twitter or Instagram celebrity.

But I respected her request, accepted her friendship, honored her confidentiality.

To be candid, those pleading eyes would have melted a hardened criminal.

For my consideration, I’ve been rewarded with three years of the most unique, awe-inspiring, wonder-filled experiences anyone can imagine. How many of you can claim to have seen even one mermaid? No, the Little Mermaid ride at Disneyland does not count!

After my dinner with Corinne two days later, everything fell into place.

What I am now going to tell you is going to sound implausible, impossible, ridiculous.

It’s so cliché, yet so zany ... could I even make up something like this?

Corinne told me what I now needed to do. And it worked like a charm.

From that day forward, when I was going to be somewhere seaside — anywhere! — all I had to do was put a note in a bottle, seal it, then toss it in the ocean. That’s precisely what I’d do. Like this:

[image: A message in a bottle next to a pen

Description automatically generated]

Then wherever I was, a note would either show up at the reception desk of my hotel, or be slipped under my door, telling me the whereabouts and time to show up. I would go and voilà! There would be a new mermaid, either making me an incredible meal, or opening a can of SpaghettiOs. I have no idea how they found out where I was staying, or how the note to me got delivered. It just happened.

Like I said, all of this sounds like a fairy tale — or a big fat joke — but I’m not kidding, nor am I inventing a new fable. This is how it went.

It only failed on two occasions, in Kailua-Kona, Hawaii and Puerto Vallarta, Mexico. I don’t know what happened — maybe the bottle got swept away in a fishing net or sucked into the belly of a hammerhead shark — but I never heard anything.

So that’s my story.

Most of you probably won’t believe any of this.

Whatever.

Just enjoy the stories. 

Look at the lovely mermaids.

Savor the incredible dishes.

Life is too short ...

Unless you’re a mermaid.
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