
Title: Discovery in the Deep 

Soundtrack link: 
https://music.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLKmL3NXsZu8yh8g5hh4ZM4KFlKTAMtatv&feature
=share 

Copy: 

One hour. That’s how long it took for an idyllic day at the seaside to turn into a nightmare. 
All because of a discovery in the deep. 

 

It was the 2nd of July and one whole week after finishing my GCSEs. I was lying face-up in the 
sea on Bournemouth beach and for the first time since sitting in that dreaded exam hall, I let 
my mind relax.  

Here was the one place I could be myself. Free from anxiety. 

I cast a quick glance towards the sand and the flame of bright red hair that was my best 
mate Poppy. She had stayed behind to lay in the sun, opting to not “damage” her fresh 
manicure.  

Desperate to feel the waves that reminded me so much of my childhood days in Spain, I 
settled into a breaststroke. As I swam, I suddenly saw the sun’s bright rays reflect off 
something deep in the water. To my initial alarm, I thought the shimmering light was a sea 
creature, a jellyfish maybe? But as I squinted my eyes I saw the shape of a golden ring 
glittering on the seabed. 

Some childish part of me was ecstatic at the thought of golden treasure and I decided that I 
would try and reach it. The logical part of me argued it was just a ring that someone had 
dropped while swimming, right?  

I took a massive breath and pushed myself into the aquamarine depths.  

After swimming for a few seconds, I felt this inexplicable sense that something was not right 
down here. This gut feeling that the sea had seen something dark and terrible and every 
part of me screamed to get back to the surface.  

Stubborn as I was, I opened my eyes underwater and with the saltwater stinging, I reached 
the bottom and grabbed the object. I swam to the surface before my lungs burst. 

Sweet air, sweet victory. I let out a giddy laugh.  

With my success, I hadn’t realised that the object in my hands was definitely heavier than 
just a ring and now I slowly opened my fingers. 

 

I started gagging. Panic rose like a tide inside of me and I started shaking my head 
frantically.  

https://music.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLKmL3NXsZu8yh8g5hh4ZM4KFlKTAMtatv&feature=share
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Surely… surely… this wasn’t happening. 

My brain was rejecting what my eyes could clearly see in my hand.  

A severed pale finger with a shining gold ring on it.  

 

I don’t know how I made it to shore but I was now walking through the sand in a trance. My 
mind was frozen, stuck out at sea, still staring disbelievingly at the severed finger.  

Only one blaring question was on my mind: 

Who did it belong to? 

 

I dimly registered that my hand was still wrapped around the finger like a vice.  

 

Somehow I made it to the towel. Poppy was lying happily in the sun, her eyes closed as she 
listened to music on her iPhone.  

“Natalia!” Poppy said excitedly when she heard me sitting down on the towel. 

“I was just- wait. What’s wrong?” she asked quickly after taking one look at my pale face 
and shaking body. 

In answer, I opened my hand on the towel.  

“NATALIA WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?!” she yelled and jumped up from the towel with a 
shocked and disgusted look. 

“I…I found it in the sea…I don’t know who it belongs to…” I managed to get out before my 
eyes began to water and my breath caught in my throat. 

“Okay,” she said slowly and her voice softened at my tears, “But why did you bring it back 
here?”  

“We have to show it to the police. We have to find out who it belongs to.” I said as the truth 
of the words strengthened my voice and I wiped my tears.  

“Makes sense. Let me deal with the police though, you’re a wreck!” she said in her honest 
way and somehow Poppy managed to make me laugh. God, I loved her. 

After twenty minutes of anxious waiting, the police arrived. The sight of the policeman’s 
official uniform released small waves of hope in my stomach. Maybe we would end this 
nightmare.  

He introduced himself as Detective Gray of the Dorset police and asked us dozens of 
questions about our unusual case. 



“Do you have the finger here with you? I need to see it,” he asked with an openly disgusted 
look in his eyes. 

We quickly showed him the severed body part. He then bent down and with plastic gloves 
and a grimace, he placed it in a plastic bag. 

“Thank you for your answers.” He said with a slightly sympathetic smile, the first glimpse 
that he was human underneath his uniform. He then asked for my email address, so the 
police could send an update on the investigation.  

Now I had to pick up the pieces of myself that lay scattered on that dark seabed.  

 

It was a week later, and I was sitting in my bedroom in London. Every time I closed my eyes I 
could still feel that pale, cold finger buried in my hand. It felt like my hand would never be 
free of the ghost of that dead weight.  

Suddenly, a “PING!” came from my laptop. With a burst of energy I hadn’t felt all week, I 
opened the email. 

I scanned the email with only one haunting question on my mind: 

Who did it belong to? 

 

My eyes landed on the name. Carly Smith. She had disappeared a month ago and the police 
had assumed that she drowned herself when she was last seen on Bournemouth beach. She 
was only 17.  

Now the police were planning on reopening the investigation thanks to my discovery on 
suspected foul play. I felt a glow of pride when I read the attached email from Carly’s 
mother, thanking me for my help.  

I felt my lips pull up in a smile. Maybe something good had come from that gruesome 
discovery in the deep.  


