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​The Sea Remembers

They say the sea never forgets.

Every name whispered into its depths, every ship it has swallowed whole, every light extinguished in its endless darkness—it holds them all. It moves under the weight of memories, its waves carrying ghosts as easily as salt. At the very edge of the coast, where the cliffs crumble into gray foam and the gulls wheel silently, stands a lighthouse that no longer needs a keeper. Its light now shines of its own accord, cold and mechanical, sweeping the horizon with indifferent precision. Ships pass by, guided by silent satellites, unaware that a man once tended this light with his own hands, using burning oil and a slow flame to measure the nights. The door still opens every evening, precisely as the sun sets behind the waves. Slowly, deliberately, and ritually, someone climbs the spiral staircase. It is the last keeper, Elias Merin. His hair is the color of sea mist, his hands calloused from years spent turning old gears and trimming a wick that no one needs anymore. He lights his lamp anyway, watching the flame bloom in the glass like a memory that refuses to die.

Life goes on without him as the village lights twinkle below. They call him the ghost of the tower. From the beach, children dare each other to wave at him. But he never waves back. As the night deepens and the mechanical beam slices the sky, his own small oil flame still burns beside it—a second light, softer, out of place and time.

And then, when the fog thickens over the sea, another faint, deliberate light flashes on the horizon. As if the sea is answering.

​The Ghost Keeper

THE COAST SLOWLY AWAKENS in the morning. The sea, still pale from the night, shimmers with thin threads of light stretching towards the cliffs. The cries of the gulls echo on the rocks like laughter; they are already awake. Elias Merin watches the tide come in through the lighthouse window. He sips cold tea from the same chipped mug he has used for twenty years. The air smells of salt, lamp oil, and iron.

The new lighthouse above him hums softly, steady and precise—a machine that never tires or forgets. Installed five years ago, it is a tall white cylinder, too narrow for a man to fit inside. It flashes according to a specific code, not instinct. Its light never wavers, not even in the wind.

Yet, every night, Elias climbs the steps of the old tower next to it, where the dampness of centuries-old stones permeates the air. The wood is warped, the windows are encrusted with salt, and the brass mechanisms have long since stopped functioning. But when he lights his lamp, the flame blossoms softly, warm and imperfect—human. He likes that word: imperfect.

He keeps a logbook, but no one ever reads it. The weather is calm. No ships sighted. Lamp lit at 18:42. Good visibility. It's a ritual. A way to remind himself that he exists in time.

At noon, he walks into the village along the narrow path. The locals greet him politely but briefly. They are used to him, the old man of the cliff who doesn't want to move inland. Mrs. Harker from the grocery store always gives him an extra loaf of bread. "You'll freeze to death out there one of these nights," she says. He just smiles. "It wouldn't be the first time," he replies. Down at the harbor, the boats sway with a gentle rhythm. The fishermen talk about automated nets and new sonar systems. Nobody talks about lighthouse keepers anymore. Data and GPS have unlocked the secrets of the sea, which has been mapped and measured. Elias returns to the tower at dusk. The climb seems longer every year. He stops to rest about halfway up, placing his hand on the icy railing. The sea below glows faintly under the rising moon—silver, alive, endless.

He reaches the lantern room. Outside, the white beam of the electric lighthouse sweeps across the horizon with a soft hum. Elias kneels before his small lamp beside him. With a sigh, the wick catches fire as he strikes a match. The old glass reflects his face—wrinkled, pale, almost translucent.

He places the lamp on the ledge beside him. Like a candle defying the machinery of progress, its golden light flickers beside the sterile brilliance of the new lighthouse. Then, for a brief moment, he thinks he sees a faint pulse of light on the distant horizon. He narrows his eyes and leans forward. Nothing. Just the sea, dark and endless.

He smiles faintly to himself. "My eyes are playing tricks on me," he whispers, but he makes a note in the logbook before going to bed:

"22:14 - Possible light sighted, south-southeast. Faint, rhythmic. Unconfirmed." The old lighthouse emits a moaning sound as the wind intensifies outside. The flame in its lamp flickers – as if it were listening.

​The New Light

OVERNIGHT, THE WIND had changed direction. By morning, the sea was calm and still as a mirror, stretching to a horizon so tranquil it was unsettling. Elias stared out the window where he thought he’d seen the light, clutching a cold cup of tea. It was only a hazy reflection of the heat on the water. He convinced himself it was just an optical illusion—the moon reflecting on the water at a certain angle, or perhaps a ship too far out to be picked up on radar. Still, he continued to stare.

He arrived in the village at midday after walking along the winding road at the edge of the cliff. Despite the ache in his knees and the sting of the sea air in his eyes, he walked with a quiet intensity, as a man does when he is pursuing something he cannot name. The harbor was busy today. Seagulls shrieked overhead, fish crates clattered against the wet planks, and engines roared defiantly against the tide. Elias met the harbor master, Tom Bragg, smoking by the dock. “Tom,” Elias said, adjusting his cap, “did you see any ships off the southeast line last night?”

Tom peered at him through the smoke. “Didn’t see a thing. Expecting visitors?”

“There was a light,” Elias said. “A steady light. It looked like a lighthouse.”

The younger man chuckled. “Man, you’re the only lighthouse around here. Maybe it was your own reflection waving at you.”

Some of the dockworkers laughed, but not unkindly. Elias smiled faintly, but the smile didn’t reach his eyes.

Before he left, the old fisherman Harlan, a wiry man who had spent half his life at sea, grabbed him by the sleeve. He said in a low voice, "Don't answer it."

Elias frowned. "What do you mean?"

Harlan whispered, "Lights on the horizon that shouldn't be there. They're calling you. They always have. Ask the widows. Ask the sea."

When Elias looked back to ask him more, Harlan had already walked away, shaking his head.

That evening, Elias climbed the spiral stairs again. He felt as if his anxiety had been absorbed by the stones of the old tower as darkness fell. The smell of oil and damp brass permeated the lantern room. He trimmed the wick, lit the flame, and placed it beside the glass in its holder. The white, icy electric beacon outside flashed continuously. The warm, soft light of his lamp flickered with every gust of wind. Hours passed. The sea was black and calm.

Then, at 2:14 AM, the same small pulse of light appeared far beyond the reach of the beam. It flashed once. Twice. Three times.

Elias's heart sank. He moved closer to the window, his breath fogging the glass. The pattern repeated slowly and deliberately.

Not a ship. Not a reflection.

Someone—or something—was signaling.

He hurried to his desk and opened the logbook, his hand trembling as he wrote:

"Light confirmed at 2:14 AM. South to southeast. Pattern repeating (three short pulses)."

He turned to look at the window again. The horizon was dark once more.

Elias sat in silence, the flame of the oil lamp whispering beside him.

He felt a faint pulse in his fingertips. Then, almost without thinking, he reached for the old signal lamp, which hadn't been used since the age of automation. Dust covered its handle, and the metal felt cold against his palm.

He pointed it towards the sea and sent his signal:

Three short flashes.

Nothing moved for a long time. Then – faintly, distantly, and precisely – the horizon lit up again.

​The Village Below

THE FOLLOWING MORNING dawned pale and quiet, the sky the color of unpolished pewter.

Elias hadn't slept. His thoughts tumbled like the lamp he had left burning until dawn, the smell of smoke and oil still clinging to his hands. He saw the horizon flashing before him every time he closed his eyes—patient, deliberate, and alive. He was stiff with age and tension as he descended the spiral staircase. On his small wooden table, his journal lay open, the ink still dark and wet around the words "The pattern repeats." Before closing the cover, he took a long look at the line. He returned to the village at midday, this time seeking company rather than supplies. The path down was muddy from the night's rain, and the sea whispered below as if talking to itself. Seagulls followed him part of the way, expectant and mocking.

At the harbor, he was surrounded by the same bustle of daily life—nets being hauled in, radios crackling, engines humming. The living world continued its movement, oblivious to the strange communication that had taken place during the night.

He met Tom Bragg again outside the harbor office. "You'll laugh," Elias began, "but the light came back last night. Clear as day, if not clearer." Tom sighed, flicking ash into the water. "Are you sure it wasn't the freighter that went east? It's automated, but its indicators..." Elias interrupted him, more sharply than he intended: "No. It wasn't a ship. Ships move. This stayed still. It responded to my signal."

Tom looked at him for a long time. "It responded to you?" Elias nodded. "Three pulses. The same pulses I sent."

Silence fell between them. Behind them, some of the fishermen stopped mending their nets to listen. Elias felt their eyes on him—pity, and hesitation.

"There's nothing there, Elias," Tom said finally. "There's nothing left. You know that."

Elias smiled weakly. "That's what I thought."












​The Return Beam



















​Messages Across the Water


























​A Voice in the Fog
























​The Second Light
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