
 

 
Deeper Water 
 
Far out in the ocean, where the water is as blue as the prettiest cornflower, and as clear as crystal, 

it is very, very deep; so deep, indeed, that no cable could fathom it: many church steeples, piled one 
upon another, would not reach from the ground beneath to the surface of the water above. There 

dwell the Sea King and his subjects… 
 
My heart beats to the drumming of engines and ticking of traffic lights. I have not slept for three 
days. The peak of the recession was in November and December 1982, when the nationwide 
unemployment rate was 10.8%, highest since The Great Depression. I lie awake as I struggle to 
come to terms with my current status; unemployed. The cigarette ignites and shrivels like the 
ignition of brown larvae; I don’t smoke I just like the smell, it reminds me of home. I remember the 
nights when the lace curtains billowed in the warm summer breeze which drifted through my open 
window, and when Moon beams delinquently danced along my ceiling like box jellyfish. Yet I now 
find myself drowning in the neon lights of New York City. 
 
My husband’s mahogany coloured hair twists and turns over his face, his eyes are reeling as he 
whispers, “sweetheart, the night is for sleeping not smoking, come back to bed”. I found love to be a 
strange sensation. You devote yourself to someone and then spend the rest of your life wondering 
why. Something I contemplate regularly, my psychologist regards this sombre hypothesis as a 
healthy relationship. That placebo cost me one hour and ninety five dollars. I clumsily trace the 
echoes in the petrified wooden table, a statement piece which contrasts with the vermillion 
wallpaper creating a vibrate mood. Or, so Sarah from pottery barn says, I say, Sarah I feel 
depressed and no amount of furniture could change that.  
 
I live in a shoebox on top of a filling cabinet of apartments. I have spent seven years working in 
office cubicles with felt walls and scratchy lime carpet, with cynical office water purifiers and with 
yellow pencils which snap and splinter when gripped too tight. Seven years of life wasted. The 
arrangement of florescent post it notes, scribbled in biro are tax invoices and reminders to return 
emails. One by one I tear off the yellow slips of wasted time, I am ruthless, and all that remains is 
the adhesive residue on the wall, like the blood stains at a crime scene. 
 
My father read The Little Mermaid to me at the age of six; the miscellaneous used paper back cost 
him 10c, I remembered how he smelt of salt and tobacco, and how, as he read, the book would 
slowly adopt this scent. As I turn the novel over in my hand, I think of the days I spent with my 
sisters and brother on the island’s Warf where the water was as blue as the prettiest cornflower, 
waiting for the Jenny Lynn to dock, marking our fathers return from sea. 
 

Fish, both large and small, glide between the branches, as birds fly among the trees here upon 
land. In the deepest spot of all, stands the castle of the Sea King. Its walls are built of coral, and the 

long, gothic windows are of the clearest amber… 
 
The porcelain bathroom basin in my apartment is violated by the harsh ginger grains which wind 
and weave in the boiling briny water oozing from my hands. Hot tears run down my cheeks, while 
the stale odour of sunburnt coral and algae suffocates sanity. Humidity encases the bathroom mirror 
producing a thin haze of mist. I smear my wet hands against the cold surface only to find a pair of 
sunken grey eyes and the withering features of my father staring back at me. I fumble with the tap 
as the water begins dripping faster and faster, the basin begins to overflow with the salty liquid, the 
gentle trickle of water leaks from my showerhead. The pipes shake and quiver with anticipation as a 
gush of water bursts out of the tap. 
 
The liquid rises rapidly. 
  



My mouth fills with water. The oxygen rises in gentle bubbles gliding and puncturing the surface. 
The bathroom floor dissolves into sand and the shower curtains coil and curl into olive strands of 
seaweed. The tangles of thick, glossy seaweed wrap around his neck. The turbulence stops, the 
water begins to recede, his body slowly drifts to the sea floor, scattering the sand particles that 
cover the bath mat. I struggle to reach him through the intertwining seaweed and shower curtains. 
His porcelain body is webbed by dark blue veins. I kiss his cold face before I slowly close the door 
leaving his limp body on the bathroom floor. 
 

* 
 
When I arrive the island is drumming with anticipation, the tall strands of grass lash against the 
mottled soil in the unforgiving rain. The torrents of rain are illuminated by the droning of light 
escaping from the plastic prison of the light house.   
 
Incandescent rays of moonlight pierce the surface of the ocean. The beams roll across the sea floor 
radiating the golden particles. The sea surface is punctured by the row boat as I toss it into the icy 
depths. The electric turbulence of the waves exhilarates my soul as hot adrenaline smoulders under 
my skin. The currents pull at the oars while the storm churns my frail boat in the violent water. I 
plunge into the deep navy liquid. Panic pulsates through my psyche as I desperately search… 
 
The jagged cliff face marks the resting place of the Jenny Lynn. The years of exposure have left the 
corpse splintered and grey, the moon creeps over the head land like the eye of god spying on his 
creations. The bitter sea shrivels my skin and my soul as I cling to the boats petrified body. The 
soggy pages of Hans Christian Anderson’s the little mermaid drift from the books sewn spine, the 
pages dissolve and dance down to the sea kings castle. The little mermaid, like my father turned to 
the salt and sea foam all that remains is the ocean and the castle of the sea king. 
 
The sun rose above the waves, and his warm rays fell on the cold foam of the little mermaid and my 

father. 
 


