
Aequor 
 

She lays still, drifting about, lazily but patiently; awaiting the right moment. If  there is 
one thing she has learned lately, it is actionless action. Constant activity and action is a 
sickness of  our times. Action is necessary but it is critical to allow the right action to 
ripen and emerge at the opportune moment. 

A man howls a few feet away from her. Her ears spruce up at the wolf-like shriek. She 
looks behind, over her shoulders. A smile creeps up on her face. Blood rushes to every 
nook and cranny of  her body. She begins to row her hands in a synchronized pattern 
occasionally peeping behind. Her heart picks up the pace. Her hands move faster. Her 
breaths, shorter but louder. Adrenaline powers her senses. 

She springs to her feet, with movement and precision that would put a cat to shame, 
perfectly poised on the neon yellow surfboard. Then and there, she finds her moment 
of  bliss. She hears clapping interspersed with the soothing sounds of  breaking waves. 
To her right, her instructor rides along with her. They exchange nods while the sea 
drops them off  at the beachfront. 
  
 “You are a natural, Aya”, the lanky towering man acknowledges her competency. “I 
know”, a smirk fills up her sharp small square face. He chuckles heartily at her 
endearing immodesty. “Where you headed?”, he yells at the scampering figure. 
“Where I belong”, she continues running. “You must have ridden 20+ waves”, he yells 
ever louder. “And I will ride 20 more”, she sprints seawards. He shakes his head, his 
curly cascade on to his round face. He gazes till the tiny figure of  a woman becomes 
one with the briny water. 
  
 “Man, these waves aren’t big enough for me”, she says while paddling past another 
woman spread out on her surfboard. “Nothing is big enough for you”, her fellow 
surfer replies. “Shh”, Aya winks at her. She moves past rows of  wave-riders until she is 
in the deep. Another roar signals an impending wave. A monstrous one. 
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 Her eyes widen. The pupils, blue as the ocean she loves, dilating to capacity. 
Adrenaline saturates her blood. Her throat shrivels. Her muscles constrict. She 
hesitates and turns her neck to look ahead. Others wade forward, refusing to take on 
this beast. This only serves to incite her. She looks back at her challenge with fire in 
her eyes and begins to paddle. 
  
 The ominous sound of  the monstrous wave amplifies. She paddles faster and harder. 
The building lactic acid scorches the muscles in her arms. When it hits, she gets up but 
never manages to stand. “Aya, Aya”, the surfers’ sounds spread through the wet, salty 
ocean air. “Aya, Aya”, they don’t stop screaming. They don’t stop searching. 
  
 “Take my hand”, a tender voice rings in her ears. The salty water stings her eyes as 
they try to open. Aya looks up and sees the distorted silhouette of  a man. Her head 
feels heavy but she feels light. “Take my hand”, he repeats himself, no change in his 
gentle tone. Her eyes eventually open and she sees him. He looks neither human nor 
like a creature of  the open waters. He looks like something that is born of  both worlds 
but belongs to neither. His lean muscular physique accentuating his sharp aquatic 
features. Her hands retract, refusing to meet his halfway. 
  
 “Your eyes”, he says, unperturbed. “They speak the language of  the water.” “Who are 
you? What are you?”, she says, matter-of-factly. “My name is Aequor and as for what I 
am, I am confused”, he says, his voice betraying no emotion. “That makes two of  us,” 
she smiles, widely and warmly. “Hey, how am I able to speak underwater, how am I 
able to breathe”, her words come out faster as realization creeps up on her. 
  
 He places his hand on his green neck lined with gills. His translucent eyes ask her to 
do the same. She mirrors his action and feels something alien on her neck. A strange 
device, organic yet machine, wrapped gently around half  her neck. “That’s the euis, 
doing its thing”, he answers the question before it is ever asked.  
  
 “This all seems so…magical”, she struggles with her words, for once. “Magic is 
science we don’t understand”, he says. Her face goes clear resembling the water that 
envelopes her. “Where did you hear that?”, she asks, her tone dripping with 
skepticism. “From a man, born of  the land. I met him, just like I met you”, he 
explains. “Well, not exactly like I met you”, he corrects himself. “I found him, fully 
conscious, exploring our ancient temple. Fascinating man”, he smiles for the first time. 
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 “Your temple?”, little creases come to life on her tiny forehead. “Yes, our temple. The 
first but not the last of  its kind. Built by our ancestors, to encapsulate the sacred space. 
Time has chipped away at it, as time always does. Water has nurtured it, as water 
always does. There it stands, balanced between and by the two, a symbol to my 
people. 
  
 “Your people?”, she asks.“Yes, my…show don’t tell”, he says incoherently. Her 
eyebrows come closer. “Show, don’t tell is something else that wonderful man told me. 
He said it imbued the ethos of  the writer community. Allow me to show you my 
people, my city.” 
  
 He nosedives. Aya pauses for a moment. Her cynicism holds her back, her curiosity 
pushes her forward. She takes the plunge. Deeper and deeper they go into the depths 
of  the sea, to the place where even light does not dare enter. Pressure and uneasiness 
build up within her only to be released by a magnificent white glow.  
  
 Her jaw drops to the ocean floor. Out in front of  her lays a labyrinth of  structures, 
alien but alluring. Conjured, as if, out of  surrealistic dreams. “Take my hand”, he says 
once again. Her hand stretches out instinctively and immediately, grabbing his webbed 
one. 
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