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Through the Eyes of the Ocean
 

For centuries I have rolled, untamed and free

Depths of darkness and mystery,

Seas of crystal blue and marine curiosities.

 

I have weathered storms, cresting them with waves,

Was host to great swirls that dragged ships to their graves.

I was feared and formidable, untouched by human hand, 

but now that position wavers as humanity struggles with demand. 

 

Never in my millennia, has a wound cut so deep, 

as the plastic and pollution roiling inside of me.

I used to be home to many swarms of creatures 

but in their absence only pain and anger features. 

Rage and sorrow, mixed with fear, 

do you not realize I am but one victim here. 

 

Children of the sea, children of the land, 

all of us suffer in your attempts to expand. 

I give you so much but all you do is take, 

and what I receive in turn is all that you discard and break. 

 

Ice caps melt and temperatures rise, 

it's a wonder my oceans have managed to survive. 

Animals are drowning in pollution, the oceans in disarray, 

and yet you continue to pretend everything’s ok.
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But despite it all I still have hope. 

There are some among you working for regrowth. 

Planting coral, cleaning the seas and above all else preserving biodiversity. 

I haven't given up and neither should you, 

now it’s time to stand up, and protect the deep blue.

 

 

 

By Emma Gallagher

Ashbourne Community School
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Ocean story
 

Lagan felt the heat of the sun through the round window in his cabin below deck and knew it

was time to rise for the day. He was still tired, but it was futile to try to sleep longer because

nowadays, once he is awoken, he cannot sleep again until dark. His days of deep sleep are

gone since the blow to the back of the head he took during a vicious storm a week or so ago.

This trauma’s impediments stretch further than rest – he can no longer precisely keep track of

time and his short-term memory is hazy. His estimate for his days at sea is at over a month

now – but he is not completely sure, and doesn’t know if he ever will be again. 

Lagan, and his lifelong best friend Johnny Benson, had taken Lagan’s old yet reliable open-

decked cruiser to sea for their bi-annual fishing trip. It began in their thirties when Lagan got

the boat for his birthday and for the last thirty years it has been a tradition to take it to sea in

summer and winter. This vicious storm had put them further off coast than anticipated and

they were delayed getting back. Lagan looked across at Benson’s bed. Perfectly made, as

always. He must already be up. 

Lagan went to deck, and sure enough, Benson was up and smiling, fiddling with the masts. 

“Morning, Seánie!” he called in his typically cheery tone. “Chuck on a few rashers for us there

would ya?”

“Sure thing, Johnny” said Lagan and hobbled back inside.
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Since the storm, Benson had been putting on a bit of weight and becoming sloppier with his

tasks. Sometimes Lagan would find Benson had only half-finished certain jobs and would have

to complete them himself. Lagan’s memories of the storm came and went, like the cruel

waves themselves, but his constant one has always been awaking the next morning and

seeing Benson’s outline in the sun staring out across the calm waters, before turning around

and saying, “We’re safe, Seánie”. 

As he was putting the rashers on, Lagan heard a distant echoing sound. The sky that was grey

in the distance was fast approaching and the waves were chopping. 

“Dear God. Johnny! Inside now!” Lagan cried out to his friend, but there was no answer.

Ferocious rain and wind broke out and the ship was hurled, causing Lagan to crash against a

wall. He struggled his way to deck. 

“Johnny! Johnny, come in!” Lagan shouted but the storm seemed to carry his words far away.

He could no longer see Benson at the masts and the boat was becoming unsteadier by the

minute. 

“Seánie! Help!” Benson yelled out behind him. He turned and his friend was halfway into the

water, clinging on to the edge of the boat. Suddenly Lagan got this strange feeling that he

was rewatching a film he had seen before. He fought over to him and offered his hand, but

the boat took another sharp jolt and Lagan slipped, sliding down the deck, away from Benson.

He tried crawling back over to his best friend, but it was as if every movement was taking

them farther away from each other.

Eventually, Lagan reached the edge of the boat and grabbed at Benson’s collar. He pulled

and pulled yet could retrieve nothing but cold, enveloping water. That’s all there was. But the

waves weren’t chopping anymore, and the rain wasn’t ravaging his face like a million mini

knives. No, he even felt warmth on his back. He turned and saw Benson’s silhouette in the sun,

staring out across the turquoise expanse in front of him. The ocean he loved so much. With

each rock of the boat, his proud figure seemed to disappear and reappear in Lagan’s view. 

 



“We’re safe. Seánie” he said.

Lagan stumbled back into the cabin and saw his bed, at the side, creased and messy, and

Benson’s, neat and made as always. A strong indescribable emotion came over him then,

almost like a mixture of loneliness and frustration.

“Tomorrow we go home, Johnny” he said into the hollow chamber. 

Lagan felt the heat of the sun through the round window in his cabin below deck and knew it

was time to rise for the day. He looked across at Benson’s bed. Perfectly made, as always. 

He must already be up.

 
By Alistair Verdon

Gonzaga College S.J.
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As the ocean rippled and swayed in time with the wind, the seagulls squawked as they flew

freely over the laughing children's heads. Not a care in the word did they have as they soared

through the air. Their wings spread out as far as they could, dipping occasionally to touch

their feet off the great blue and turquoise ocean only to swoop back up to meet the cloudy

sky a second later. 

The ocean, a thousand colours of blue, green, and grey from the reflection of the cloudy sky.

The smell of saltwater filling the air as it crashed against the sand on the beach and

retracting again with the force to pull any loose treasures off the sandy beach with it and into

the great blue mystery of the ocean, never to be found again. 

The sky was grey, full of clouds that were threatening rain all day, but the children didn’t care,

they kept playing even when the clouds finally did give way to cold, fat drops of rain. They

were oblivious to it, they laughed even more and danced around, even when their moms

would run after them yelling "Don’t come crying to me when you’re not able to leave the

house tomorrow with a terrible cold!” But they kept laughing still even with that threat in their

minds. They danced and laughed till darkness fell on the beach. 

The sea creatures watched on from the safety of the blue barrier, that was the only thing that

kept them from being washed up on the sandy beach. They swam freely in the ocean. The

millions of different types of creatures, all respected, all welcome in that big blue city of

creatures who all had a right to live. We respect these creatures so why not respect each

other in the same way? If these creatures who can’t all communicate live in harmony, why

can’t we? 
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As darkness settled down on the beach so did the sea creatures who all had a home to go to

and perhaps if you use your imagination, maybe even a family too. The laughing children had

gone home to bed with a sore throat even though they didn’t want to admit it in front of their

parents. 

The grey clouds had given way to a large, full moon. Round and bright so it reflected off the

ocean. The stars were brighter than you have ever seen them. Each with a story to tell and a

child to watch over. The wind lulled the sea creatures to sleep, whispering a story to them.

One they had never heard before nor had they ever heard anything like it before. 

It told the story of the moon, the stars and the sea and how they helped to make the world a

better place. The baby sea creatures marveled at this and felt more powerful than ever. The

whole sky of stars listened, as did the moon who usually didn’t like the wind’s stories. But

tonight, was different. Tonight, everything and everyone was at peace all around the world,

because when the stars, moon, sea creatures and the ocean smile, the world smiles. 

By Sarah Cullogh

Ursuline Secondary School


