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The Upper Sheringham Mermaid 

Chapter i  

 

For a late summer day, a cold wind ran riot through the rafters of All Saint’s Church. It wove 

its way through the mourners quiet in the aisles, happy to remind them that Autumn’s chill lay in wait. 

Steven tried to keep looking forward, aware he had been looking around too frequently for a 

funeral.  At first, he’d checked to see who was there, wondering who had come to say goodbye to his 

Grandfather.  

His Grandfather had been ill for a while, but the nature of his death had been a shock. He’d 

been taking his daily walk along the shore, enjoying his favourite place while he still could, and the 

conclusion had been that he’d slipped somehow, or got pulled under by a swell in the water. The 

morning tide had uncovered his motionless body lying on the sand. 

 Walter, Steven’s Dad, stood in the aisle in front of Steven’s, his head bowed and eyes still red 

after barely making it through a stuttering eulogy that would not have reached the ears of anyone 

beyond the first half-dozen full rows.  As Steven had scanned these aisles for familiar faces he had 

noticed some solitary figures scattered at the back half of the church, and it was one of these faces that 

kept him turning around. 

In the far corner, at the end of the wooden pew nearest the door, calm and upright, sat a young 

woman, staring straight at him.  

And every subsequent time he looked, her gaze still arrowed his way as if she never for a 

moment turned away from looking in his direction. After the first couple of times, he thought it must 

a coincidence. But when she remained staring at him after the fifth, sixth, seventh time and more. 

There was no doubt who she stared at.  

Steven swallowed, uncomfortable, yet flattered. Did he know her? Did she know him?  

She looked very unfamiliar indeed, yet something about her caused him to search his memory. 

Too young for them to have been at school together, no one he’d sold a house to, no one’s daughter he 

recognised.  

 And what on earth was she dressed in? Each item of clothing looked like it belonged to a 

different era, each a different style, faded greens and pale blues, skirts layered, cascading down. And 

they appeared to be damp.  
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Did no one else notice her, did anyone in the church know her? She was younger than most of 

the congregation which given the age of his Grandfather was easy to achieve.  

Steven’s attention was drawn by his Great Aunt Olive shuffling in the aisle before him. She 

turned around, her blunt look admonishing him. In her dragon green jacket, she took up both spaces 

next to his Mother, Joyce, and next to her sat her big, mute son Jimmy, Steven’s Uncle, who now in his 

sixties still accompanied his Mother everywhere. He never seemed to like Steven, but Steven knew 

Uncle Jimmy’s dislike of people extended far beyond just him. 

Steven tried to keep his attention to the Vicar reading a passage from the pulpit. It was 

depressing, to think one day it would be Steven’s turn up there in the coffin. Is that all there was to 

look forward to? 

He couldn’t be distracted for long, and not quite believing he’d done it, Steven dropped his 

order of service leaflet as a reason to move. Bending down, he turned, and sure enough, the stranger’s 

eyes stared back once more.  

Blue, rippling blue eyes, and long rust coloured hair, uncombed yet flowing down to her 

shoulders, her pale white skin as smooth as shell. 

At that moment he felt the whole church could see him, his attention away from the purpose 

of them all being there, watching him find reasons to turn around like a teenager and look at a pretty 

girl.  

But this was a funeral, he shouldn’t be looking at a beautiful woman, no matter how much she 

seemed drawn to him. He should have been mourning his Grandfather. The old boy had been like a 

father to Steven for some of his growing up, as his Dad worked often, home and away. But it was so 

hard not to keep looking round, and after the coffin had come down with his other relations, there had 

been no legitimate reason for him to turn his head as much as he did, but even given the solemnity of 

the occasion, the late summer glare, and the fact he was due to give a reading to end the service, the 

main reason Steven should not have had his head swimming with images of the unknown woman 

sitting on the back pew, was the fact that sitting next to him, now holding his hand, sat Helen, his wife 

of almost ten years, and mother to his six year old son.  
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