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	I.

	 

	The sea no longer spat out corpses. It spat out eyes.

	 

	They lay on the beach like wet pearls, glistening in the twilight. Elsa Kriel stood with her hands shoved deep into her jacket pockets. Her father, a man who had sailed the sea for fifty years, had said the ocean had a memory.

	 

	A shriek cut through the rumble of the breakers. Not a shriek of fright. One of recognition.

	 

	Elsa turned. Uncle Frik, the old lighthouse keeper whose mind came and went like the tide, knelt in the damp sand. In his upturned hands, like an offering, lay an eye. The iris was the color of copper, speckled with gold.

	 

	"Annette," he whispered. His wife. Lost at sea forty years ago. Her body never found.

	 

	Elsa stepped closer. The eye in Uncle Frik's hands did not look up at him. It looked at her. The pupil, black and infinite, narrowed to a pinprick. Elsa felt it focus. On her face.

	 

	She felt something shift inside her. A strange memory belonging to someone else: the feel of cold silk against her ankles, the taste of salt on her tongue, the crushing weight of dark water above her.

	 

	She staggered back, her breath throbbing in her throat. The memory broke like a wave.

	 

	Uncle Frik laughed. A soft sound. "She sees me," he said, his tears making tracks through the sand on his cheeks.

	 

	Elsa knew it wasn't Annette looking, even if it was her eye.

	 

	 

	II.

	The night had swallowed the eyes. Elsa lay awake, the feel of that copper-colored gaze branded on her skin. The sea roared in the dark, an endless, dissatisfied sound.

	 

	In the morning, Uncle Frik was gone. His hut, always so tidy, was open. On the table lay the eye. It had not dried out. It lay there, wet and awake, in a small bowl of saltwater.

	 

	Elsa waved to Lukas, the young fisherman with hands as big as anchors and a heart too soft for this world. "Frik is gone," she said, her voice rough from sleeplessness.

	 

	Lukas looked at the eye in the bowl. "It's unnatural, Elsa. Throw it back."

	 

	"And what about Uncle Frik?"

	 

	"I don't know where he is."

	 

	But as they walked to the beach, they saw the footprints. Small, bare footprints, like those of a child. They led from the water, straight to Frik's hut, and then... nothing. Just the door swinging open.

	 

	Lukas turned pale. "There was a storm last night. No boat could have landed."

	 

	Elsa looked at the bowl she was still carrying. The pupil moved, focused on Lukas. And then she heard a word, carried on the wind blowing from the sea:

	 

	"...yours..."

	 

	Lukas flinched involuntarily, his hand going to his ear. "What was that?"

	 

	 

	III.

	 

	The little bowl with the eye stood on Elsa's table. She hadn't put it there. She had hidden it in the cupboard. When she woke this morning, it was in front of her, the copper-colored iris turned towards the kitchen window, as if looking at the sea.

	 

	Lukas had said she should throw it away. He said it was making her jumpy. But he hadn't heard that word in her head, soft as a receding tide: "...yours..."

	 

	She took the bowl. The water sloshed lightly. The eye swayed, the pupil swung and focused on her. A shiver slid like a wet blister down her back. She walked to the door and opened it.

	 

	"No."

	 

	The thought was sharp and alien. It wasn't her own thought. It was the feeling of someone else's panic in her heart.

	 

	Her hands moved. The saltwater sloshed over her fingers. She looked at the eye. It looked back. And she saw it, a flash: the reflection of a young woman with long, dark hair, pale with fear, in the sheen of the cornea.

	 

	She turned around, walked back home. She put the bowl back on the table. Her heart pounded like a prisoner against bars.

	 

	"It's just an eye," she muttered to herself. "Dead tissue. Like an oyster." But dead tissue doesn't think. Dead tissue doesn't scream in your head.

	 

	She went to fetch Uncle Frik's keys from the town's mayor, a man with a face like leather and eyes that wanted to say nothing. "Don't linger there too long, Elsa," he said, his voice soft and dangerous, like the silence before a storm. "Frik was... not right in the head. The sea took him, like it took Annette. Like it takes many people. Don't think you're any different."

	 

	The hut smelled of rotten wood and old tobacco. Everything was tidy, except the bed. The blanket was thrown on the floor, and where the pillow should have been, there was a wet circle, like a tear from the sea itself.

	 

	And on the bedside table, lay an old, yellowed photo. Uncle Frik and a young woman, Annette. She was smiling, her hands clasped around his arm. And her eyes... her eyes were the precise color of weathered copper, speckled with gold.

	 

	Elsa spun around. She felt as if someone stood behind her. The hut was empty. But in the dust on the windowsill, next to the clear imprints of her own fingers, were a few small, perfect bare footprints.

	 

	Then she heard the door close behind her.

	 

	The snap of the lock sounded like a breaking bone.

	 

	 

	IV.

	 

	The door was closed. And then, just as suddenly, it was open.

	 

	Not flung open. Pulled open. Silently.

	 

	Elsa had screamed. She had beaten her fist on the wood. She had shaken the window frame until glass dug into her palm. The blood smelled sweet and metallic, and for a moment, between her own screams and the roar of the sea, she could have sworn she heard someone laugh softly. A child's laugh.

	 

	The door was open. Then, silence.

	 

	Her breath came faster. Her throat was raw. Her heart fluttered like a caged bird against her breast. Step by step she crept to the doorway, her bleeding hand pressed against her oilskin jacket. The hallway was empty. The kitchen was empty. Just the bowl on the table, and in it, the eye. Calm. Observing.

	 

	She fled to her own house. She didn't look back. But she felt, deep in her bones, that the small footprints were walking in the sand beside her.

	 

	Now she sat in the dark of her living room. The curtains were drawn. The bottle of brandy on her lap hadn't helped. The creak of the house, the wind screaming around the corners, every sound was a hand plucking at her clothes.

	 

	And then she saw it.

	 

	Where the curtains didn't quite meet, in the darkness of the beach. A shadow. Small. Barefoot. A child. It stood and looked at her house. At her window.

	 

	Elsa froze. The brandy bottle fell and rolled across the floor, a wet, dark stain on the mat. She crawled away, away from the window, her back pressed against the cold wall. She closed her eyes. It isn't really there!

	 

	But when she opened her eyes, she was looking straight into the face of Annette.

	 

	The woman from the photo. Young. Vibrant. Her copper eyes and her smile. She stood in the corner of the room, wet with seawater, her hair stuck to her cheeks.

	 

	Elsa didn't scream. She couldn't. She blinked. Once. Twice.

	 

	The corner was empty.

	 

	But on the floor, where the apparition had stood, lay a puddle of saltwater with sand. And in it, the clear imprint of a small, bare foot.

	 

	And the eye on the table... it had moved. It no longer looked at the sea.

	 

	It looked at the wet sand on her floor.

	 

	 

	 

	V.

	 

	 

	The pickup truck's engine growled. Elsa had thrown the eye into a bag, the knot tied so tight her fingers hurt. The bag lay on the seat next to her. She had no plan, just flight, to Lukas's house on the other side of the bay.

	 

	She drove through the main street. The lights of the fishermen's bar glowed warm, and she saw the men inside. But in front of the windows, standing like dark sentinels in the evening mist, were the shadows of the town's older men. They stood and watched. Not at each other. Not at the sea. They watched her truck. Their faces were empty in the dark, just black dots, like holes in reality.

	 

	Her stomach turned. They knew what she carried.

	 

	She parked hastily in front of Lukas's house. She knocked, first softly, then harder. "Lukas!"

	 

	The door swung open. His face was pale with shock, his eyes wide. "Elsa? What's wrong? Your hand…"

	 

	She stormed past him into the kitchen. "You really shouldn't have driven alone…"

	 

	"He locked me in," she cut him off. "In Frik's hut. The door slammed and then the lock was shut. And then... then it was open. And there was sand... and a woman... and the footprints, Lukas, the small footprints stood at my house and looked at me!" She was crying now, the tears warm and bitter on her face. She thrust her bloody hand at him as proof.

	 

	Lukas wiped his eyes, his face full of worry and doubt. "Elsa... you're exhausted. Come, sit."

	 

	"No! Listen to me!" She clawed in her pocket, ripped the bag open and threw the contents onto his table.

	 

	The eye rolled out, wet and gleaming, and came to a stop with the pupil turned.

	 

	Lukas jumped back. "Jesus! Elsa! What are you doing?"

	 

	"Look! Do you see? Don't you see how it's alive?"

	 

	He looked at the eye. He looked at her. She saw his gaze shift between her madness and the unnatural object on his table. She saw the horror in his eyes. But not the horror of the eye, the horror for her.

	 

	 

	Elsa declared. "It talks! It thinks! It watches me!"

	 

	He shook his head, his shoulders sagged. "I warned you... I told you to leave it alone. Now it's made you like this." He pointed at her bloody hand, at her crazed eyes. "You're sick, Elsa."

	 

	He didn't believe her. She felt the floor sink beneath her. The eye on the table remained still. It did nothing. It proved nothing. It was just a piece of meat.

	 

	And then, softly, like sand over wood, she heard the thought in her head:

	 

	"They will never believe. They cannot see. Only we can see."

	 

	Lukas's face changed. The worry disappeared, replaced by a hard, sorrowful resolve. "I'm calling the hospital," he said, and he turned to the phone on the wall.

	 

	And on the table the eye's pupil turned slowly, silently, and focused on the back of the young man who only wanted to save his beloved.

	 

	 

	VI.

	 

	Elsa's hand, still crusted with her own blood, swept the eye up. The cool, wet weight of it against her palm made her stomach turn.

	 

	"Elsa, no!"

	 

	But Elsa was already at the door, she yanked it open and stormed into the cold night. Elsa heard him shout her name, his footsteps behind her. But she was always faster. Always more determined.

	 

	The sea's roar beckoned her. It did not threaten. It promised.

	 

	The beach was an open wound in the moonlight. She fell to her knees in the cold sand. The water was black and icy.

	 

	"What do you want from me?" she screamed into the wind. She heard only the thunder of the breakers. She thrust out her fist, the eye clenched tight inside. "Here it is! Take it back!"

	 

	A large wave rolled up, foaming and furious. But instead of breaking, it flattened, grew still... And from the depths of that dark water, something came forth.

	 

	Not a child. Not a ghost.

	 

	It was Uncle Frik.

	 

	His skin was pale and swollen, his eyes wide open and completely white, without pupils. His lips were blue. He stepped out of the water, his clothes dripping, and every step left a puddle of water on the sand. He walked towards her, not unsteadily, but with a terrible, mechanical certainty.

	 

	"You cannot run, Elsa," Uncle Frik spoke, but the voice was not his. It was the voice of many people together -Annette's voice, the child's voice, mingled with the voices of countless others, a chorus of the drowned gurgling from his throat. "We have been waiting. The eye chose you."

	 

	He stretched out his hand. Not towards the eye in her hand.

	 

	Towards *her*.

	 

	And over his shoulder, in the black sea, Elsa saw how hundreds, thousands of white eyes opened and stared at her.

	 

	 

	VII.

	 

	"No!"

	 

	The word sounded hard as stone, shattered against the chorus of voices from Frik's mouth. Elsa swung her arm. The eye, slick and heavy, shot from her palm. It flew through the night, a glint in the moonlight, and plopped into the black water.

	 

	The thing that looked like Frik stood still. The white eyes did not blink. The chorus in his throat died down to a soft, disappointed sigh. The thousands of eyes in the water behind him winked out one by one.

	 

	Elsa turned and ran. Her feet plowed through the loose sand, her lungs burned. She waited for the cold hands to grab her ankles, for the sound of dripping footsteps behind her.

	 

	There was nothing.

	 

	Just the sea's roar.

	 

	She reached the tar road, her heart a hammer against her ribs. She shook her head, expecting to see the pale, swollen figure in the dark. The beach was empty.

	 

	Where was her truck? At Lukas's house. She couldn't go there. They would look for her. Her own house. It felt unsafe.

	 

	But where else?

	 

	The old, deserted lighthouse on the rocky point, far from the water. Frik's old post. No one would look for her there.

	 

	The path up was dark, the iron stairs rusted. Elsa climbed, her breath knocking against the cold metal. Up, in the round room, the glass was dusty. The place was empty, except for Frik's old furniture: a chair and a table.

	 

	She slid down against the wall. She had thrown it away. It was over.

	 

	She took a deep breath. The air no longer smelled of salt and copper. It smelled of dust. It smelled of peace.

	 

	And then, in the silence of the tower room, she heard a sound.

	 

	A drip of water.

	 

	Wet. Soft.

	 

	Another drip.

	 

	Elsa froze, her eyes staring at the floor in front of the door.

	 

	And another drip.

	 

	A dark stain formed in the dust. A small, wet circle.

	 

	She looked up.

	 

	On the ceiling, directly above the door, a dark pool of water had begun to form. And from the center of that pool, like a ripening fruit, a single, copper-colored eye descended. It broke loose and fell to the floor with a soft, moist plop.

	 

	The pupil rolled, swung, and focused on her face.

	 

	 

	 

	VIII.

	 

	Uncle Frik's own eyes had begun to change.

	 

	Elsa
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