
  
  [image: Dawn holds her head out of the still pool looking down at Pip, who stands very small on a flat grey stone looking up at her, both quite still.]
  

  
    Pip & Dawn

    The complete story, books one to eight

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Dawn holds her head out of the still pool looking down at Pip, who stands very small on a flat grey stone looking up at her, both quite still.]
  

  
    The Edge of the Water

    Pip & Dawn, Book 1

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Pip leans over a neat line of pebbles beside a straight-edged leaf and two reeds, with a still pool below him, small and absorbed.]
    Pip lived at the top of the shore, where things could be counted.

    Stones. Reeds. The steps from his door down to the water: forty-one.

    He checked the count most mornings. It was usually right.

  

  
  [image: Dawn swims up through a tall column of pale sea towards the bright surface, trailing small bubbles, calm and unhurried.]
    Under the sea, nothing held still long enough to be counted.

    Light fell through the water in pieces. Currents unwound themselves.

    Dawn swam up through all of it, towards the wobbling brightness where the world ended.

  

  
  [image: A thin sheet of sea runs up the sand and fills a shallow hollow beside a flat grey stone, quiet and expectant.]
    Twice a month, when the tide was proudest, the sea climbed the sand and filled the hollow by the flat grey stone.

    Then it drew back and left a pool there, like something it had forgotten.

  

  
  [image: Pip pauses mid-count beside a pebble while two large eyes with long lashes watch him from the surface of the pool, neither of them moving.]
    The morning after the high tide, Pip came down to count the new stones.

    The pool was watching him.

    He counted the same stone four times, to be sure of something else entirely.

  

  
  [image: Dawn rests her chin at the pool's edge watching Pip, who arranges pebbles further up the sand with his back turned, fond and unnoticed.]
    Dawn had meant to leave with the tide.

    She stayed instead, with only her eyes above the water, learning the small dry creature that kept arranging the beach.

    The tide left without her.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands formally on the grey stone with one limb raised in a speech while Dawn listens from the water with her head tilted, shy and hopeful.]
    On the third morning he brought a speech. He had practised it on the reeds.

    Hello, he said.

    The rest of the speech had been longer than that, and better.

  

  
  [image: Dawn rises tall out of the pool with the water lifting around her while Pip looks up from the stone far below, very small and very still.]
    Dawn rose to look at him properly, and the water rose with her, and Pip saw how much of her there was.

    The speech left him.

    I want to see where you breathe, he said, which was not part of it.

  

  
  [image: Dawn rests her head low at the water's edge beside Pip, who sits cross-legged on the sand listening, close and calm across the thin line.]
    Dawn thought about it the way she thought about weather, slowly and without alarm.

    The sea only lends, she said. Even to me.

    Pip wrote that down later, on a dry leaf, and got it slightly wrong.

  

  
  [image: A line of tiny steps zigzags down the sand from a burrow under a stone towards the pool, where Pip descends and Dawn's head breaks the surface, both arriving.]
    After that, the mornings had a shape.

    He came down the forty-one steps. She came up from wherever she had been, which she never said.

    The pool held still between them and let itself be used.

  

  
  [image: Pip adjusts the last of a line of white pebbles beside a small reed backrest while Dawn watches warmly from the pool, busy and admired.]
    Pip made improvements.

    A flat place to sit. A reed rail for rough weather. A line of white pebbles down to the water, in case she ever lost her way.

    Dawn admired them all and needed none of them.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits on the sand and Dawn rests in the evening pool with their faces close across the thin line of the water's edge, near and apart.]
    In the evenings the pool went the colour of the sky, and the line where the water met the sand thinned to almost nothing.

    Almost was the wide part.

    They stayed late, one on each side.

  

  
  [image: The morning tide runs up the sand to refill the pool while Pip watches from the grey stone and Dawn arrives in the swell, both waiting for it.]
    The proud tide came again at first light, up the sand to the hollow, the way it always had.

    This time two of them were waiting for it, one on the shore, one in the swell.

    The pool filled. The morning started.

  

  
    The End of Book I

    The Edge of the Water

  

  
  [image: Pip crouches at the water’s edge having launched a little leaf boat, and Dawn watches it sail towards her across the summer water.]
  

  
    Six Leaf-Lengths

    Pip & Dawn, Book 2

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Pip tips a straight-edged leaf end over end down the wet sand between a flat grey stone and the water, small and thoroughly absorbed.]
    The sea was six leaf-lengths past the stone at morning, and four by dusk.

    Pip had measured it with the same leaf both times, to be fair.

    It was the first thing he had ever measured that moved.

  

  
  [image: Pip scores a second small mark low on a thin reed standing in the shallow water at the sand's edge, solemn and businesslike.]
    He cut a reed and stood it at the water's edge, and scored a mark where the tide reached.

    Two marks by morning.

    He numbered them, in case they multiplied.

  

  
  [image: A boat folded from one green leaf sits low in flat calm water with Pip standing in it up to his knees, entirely dignified.]
    The first boat was a leaf, folded the way paper wishes it could be.

    It sailed six leaf-lengths, filled quietly, and went down with no cargo and all hands.

    Pip was the hands.

  

  
  [image: Dawn holds her snout clear of the water with Pip perched dripping on the tip of it, one limb raised mid-sentence, warm and dryly amused.]
    Dawn lifted him out before the water could decide anything.

    I was coming back anyway, he said, wet to the antennae.

    She agreed that he was.

  

  
  [image: A small curled shell sits on the flat grey stone in front of Pip while Dawn watches from the water just beyond, given without ceremony.]
    The next morning there was a shell on the flat stone, small and curled, with the sea still going inside it.

    Hold it to your ear, said Dawn.

    He held it to his ear for most of the day.

  

  
  [image: Seen over Pip's shoulder, he sets a small round grey pebble on Dawn's snout at the water's edge, earnest and still explaining.]
    He gave her a small grey stone that had been in the sun since noon.

    He explained it while he gave it, which he had promised himself not to do.

    It was warm the whole way down.

  

  
  [image: Pip rests a limb on the ninth leaf boat with its reed keel while Dawn looks steadily at it from the water, offering and considering.]
    The ninth boat had a keel, and a name he told nobody.

    So you will not always have to do the coming, he said, when she asked what it was for.

    Dawn looked at the boat a long time.

  

  
  [image: From beyond Dawn's great head at the waterline, Pip sits on the sand with the small curled shell beside him, listening and reassured.]
    Given things do not come back, she said, when he worried that the stone was gone under the sea. That is how you tell them from borrowed ones.

    Pip decided the shell had been given.

    He was right about that.

  

  
  [image: Pip holds a marked dry leaf above his head mid-explanation while the water closes over the place where Dawn has just gone under, undeterred.]
    He copied the summer onto a dry leaf, for winter, in case the sea forgot. Then a second leaf, of everything, for her to take down with her.

    It is made of dry, said Dawn, and went under while he was still explaining it.

    She came back the next morning as if nothing had been said.

  

  
  [image: A leaf boat carrying a pebble rides in across the narrow water between Dawn's watching head and Pip on the sand, satisfied on both sides.]
    Boat ten crossed six whole leaf-lengths with a pebble aboard and arrived the shape it had left.

    They watched it come in together, one from each side, like a harvest.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits on the flat grey stone holding the curled shell to the side of his head while Dawn lies low in the evening water below, content and teased.]
    In the evenings he held the shell to his ear with both arms and listened to where she lived.

    You have seen one eye and a nose, said Dawn, and you listen to the rest of me through a shell.

    He said it was a very good shell.

  

  
  [image: Nine pale leaf hulls rest on the sand above the stone and Pip stands tiny at the foot of a much-marked reed by the water, settled and industrious.]
    By the last warm day the reed carried forty marks and the boatyard behind the stone held nine hulls, resting.

    The sea had not been crossed.

    It had been measured, twice a day, in all weathers.

  

  
    The End of Book II

    Six Leaf-Lengths

  

  
  [image: Pip holds his folded leaf diving bell over his head at the pool’s edge while Dawn rests her chin on the sand beside him, watching.]
  

  
    The Third Breath

    Pip & Dawn, Book 3

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Pip stands up in a puddle beside his tipped folded leaf and reports, while Dawn lays her huge head on the sand to listen, fond and patient.]
    The eleventh boat was a diving bell, which is a boat for going the wrong way.

    Pip folded it from one leaf, waxy side in. Underneath it, air stayed air.

    He tested it in a puddle two Pips deep, surveyed it like a sea, went down like a stone, and came up like a cork, reporting.

    Dawn attended every launch.

  

  
  [image: Pip touches the pale sand at the bottom of a clear shallow pool with a folded leaf held over his head, small and methodical.]
    The pool let him practise in its shallowest corner.

    One breath down, touch the sand, up.

    He wrote the numbers on a dry leaf: how long a breath is, how far down is.

  

  
  [image: Under the water Pip stands among low ridges of sand beside one tall strand of weed, a folded leaf over his head, tiny and full of wonder.]
    Two breaths. The pool's floor had country on it: hills the size of his hand, a forest of one weed.

    He came up talking and was still talking at dusk.

    Dawn listened with her chin on the sand.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lies with her chin on the wet sand answering him while Pip crouches over a marked leaf beside her snout, scratching all of it down, happy.]
    Where the pool stops being yours, he asked, what is it like?

    Bigger, said Dawn, answering a different question.

    There is a cold current that comes in under the warm, she added, unasked. I like that one best.

    He wrote all of it down.

  

  
  [image: The sea has come up the sand into the hollow and Pip stands at the join with his folded leaf under one arm, holding himself to the edge.]
    The proud tide came up the sand on the last hot day, and the sea and the pool held hands.

    While the hollow stood full, the sand off the point stood dry. He wrote that down too: it has to come from somewhere.

    Pip stood at the join with the bell under his arm. Just the edge of it.

  

  
  [image: Dawn has risen under Pip and holds him clear of the swell on her snout, soaked and upright, while the folded leaf floats over on its side.]
    The first breath lasted to twelve.

    The swell came from wherever a sea keeps things, and the bell went sideways, and the second breath lasted to nine.

    The third was water.

    Then Dawn was under him, and there was air, and he counted nothing at all.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits soaked in the warm shallows mid-sneeze and laughing, and Dawn lies close beside him watching, the two of them easy and amused.]
    He was laughing before the coughing finished, which is a thing the saved do.

    What would you give, said Dawn, still close enough to catch him, to breathe where I breathe?

    Everything, obviously, said Pip, and sneezed, and laughed again.

    Ready enough, she said, and he grinned, and took it for a verdict on the state of him.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits on the flat grey stone under an enormous hot sky, Dawn resting low in the water nearby and the folded leaf drying on the sand, both quiet.]
    They stayed by the stone while the sun went about its business.

    The bell lay on the sand, drying.

    Nobody said anything for a long time, and then nobody said anything for a while longer.

  

  
  [image: Pip folds the leaf flat on the wet sand with his head turned to Dawn, who lies close by watching his limbs rather than his face, calm and certain.]
    I will stop, said Pip. I promise it.

    He meant it, and Dawn could see that he meant it.

    He folded the bell flat and put it away among his kept things, and she could see that too.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lies in the near water looking up the shore while Pip stands on the flat grey stone with one limb raised, apologising again, earnest and unnecessary.]
    The sea does not count tries, she said, when he apologised for the eleventh time.

    It sounded like forgiveness.

    He stopped apologising.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits on the sand with one limb on the curled shell, comfortable, while Dawn lies further out and low, looking away from the shore, still and unhurried.]
    When you listen to the shell, she asked, that evening, what do you hear?

    Where you live, said Pip.

    She stayed low in the water past the last of the light, looking at something that was not on the shore and not in the sky.

  

  
  [image: Pip lays a leaf along the sand at the foot of the worn steps that come down from his doorway, measuring the old distance, settled and easy.]
    For three days he measured nothing.

    On the fourth he measured the distance from his door to the stone, which had not changed, and went to bed easier.

  

  
    The End of Book III

    The Third Breath

  

  
  [image: Pip sits alone on the flat grey stone in his scarf beside a marked reed, facing a still grey pool with nobody in it.]
  

  
    The Quiet Water

    Pip & Dawn, Book 4

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Pip sits alone on the flat grey stone at the edge of the still pool, facing water that nothing breaks, small and patiently waiting.]
    The mornings had a shape, and one morning she was not in it.

    Pip sat on the stone until the light was high and ordinary.

    The pool held still.

  

  
  [image: Pip climbs the tiny worn steps up the sand at noon with his dark doorway open above him and the empty pool below, unhurried.]
    The sea was large; he had measured it.

    She had business in it; she had said so, over the years, in passing.

    He went up the steps at noon like somebody leaving a door open.

  

  
  [image: Pip reaches up the thin reed at the pool's edge to the newest of three tiny marks low on its stem, careful and serious.]
    He gave the mornings a reed of their own.

    One small mark each, low on the stem, the size of a grass seed.

    Three marks. He kept them small on purpose.

  

  
  [image: Seen from behind, Pip stands at the edge of empty grey water with his front limbs folded and his feet in the dark wet sand, upright.]
    He kept his promise.

    He did not go past where his feet went dark.

    He stood at that line twice a day with his arms folded, like a man keeping a promise.

  

  
  [image: Pip holds the small curled shell against the side of his head on the wet sand, looking out across empty water, attentive and checking.]
    He held the shell to his ear to check on the sea.

    The sea was still going.

    It said nothing about anybody in it, which is the way with seas.

  

  
  [image: Wrapped in his scarf, Pip sits beside the greying pool among reeds and a leaf lying unarranged where they fell, quiet and idle.]
    Seven marks.

    The weather turned, and he took the scarf out.

    He built nothing at all, and the not-building took most of every day.

  

  
  [image: From out on the empty water, Pip stands on the flat grey stone with one limb raised part way through a speech, earnest and formal.]
    He practised what he would say when she came back.

    Out loud. To nobody.

    The words got shorter every morning.

    By the ninth they were her name.

  

  
  [image: The storm has scattered Pip's white pebbles and laid a high line of weed, and the marked reed still stands; Pip looks up at it.]
    Eleven marks, then a storm that rearranged the beach and left the reed standing.

    He thanked it out loud, and heard what his voice had become, and stopped thanking things.

  

  
  [image: Pip comes down the tiny worn steps in the deep blue night under a thin crescent moon, the still pool far below him, occupied.]
    She had said the sea was big, and he had measured it, and the numbers had agreed with her, and the numbers had always been his friends, and he went through them again at night, the sixes and the forties, and they agreed and agreed and agreed, and none of them said anything about her, and he counted the forty-one steps down in the dark and back up in the dark, and there were forty-one, and it did not help.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands a clean second reed in the damp sand beside the first, whose lower stem is crowded with small marks, careful and squarely committed.]
    The first reed ran out of clean stem on the fourteenth morning.

    He cut and stood a second reed.

    It was the worst thing he had ever built, and he built it well.

  

  
  [image: The second reed stands alone at the still pool with three small marks low on its stem, the upper two almost touching, and nothing else.]
    Fifteen.

    Sixteen.

    Sixteen.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands tiny in the edge of a vast grey evening sea, watching one faint pale shape a long way out, holding still.]
    The sea went strange one evening, a long way out: a paleness that stood, and sank.

    He watched until dark and told himself the word for it was weather.

  

  
  [image: The flat grey stone sits empty beside the pool, whose grey water is unbroken from one edge to the other, quiet and holding.]
    The pool held still.

  

  
  [image: Across the pool, Dawn's head and one calm eye rise on the far side and look at Pip, who has stopped still on the sand.]
    On the seventeenth morning the pool had her in it, risen on the deep side, which was not her side.

    She looked at him a long time before she said anything at all.

    He was too glad to count what the look was doing.

  

  
  [image: Dawn speaks quietly from the far side of the pool while Pip stands by the second reed, its marks stopping below clean stem, glad and listening.]
    Deep is not far, she said, when at last he asked where she had been.

    He decided that was most of an answer.

    The marks on the second reed stopped at seventeen.

  

  
    The End of Book IV

    The Quiet Water

  

  
  [image: Dawn rises close to the dusk waterline where Pip stands, a small clear stone on the sand between them holding the last light.]
  

  
    Three Tides

    Pip & Dawn, Book 5

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: Dawn rises on the far side of the pool at first light and Pip stands on his stone facing her, both of them entirely at ease.]
    She came at first light now, and again at dusk, as if mornings had been running at half strength for years.

    She came up on the deep side, which had stopped being not her side.

    Pip adjusted to abundance. It took him about a day.

  

  
  [image: Pip points out the stone, the steps, the nine hulls and the reed while Dawn listens from the water below him, attentive and quietly amused.]
    She asked what everything was called, and then what he called it, and said each one back until she had it, like marks copied onto a leaf.

    The stone, the steps, the nine hulls, the second reed.

    The ninth boat has a name, she said. One day you will say it.

    He would not, and she looked pleased about that.

  

  
  [image: Dawn comes in across the shallows with a small round clear stone balanced level on her snout and Pip waits with both arms raised, careful and delighted.]
    One morning she brought him a round clear stone that held the light all afternoon.

    She carried it the last leaf-length more carefully than the distance needed.

    For the garden, she said. He did not have a garden. He started one.

  

  
  [image: Dawn's head rests on the flat still water while Pip crouches over a leaf at the edge and marks it, absorbed and greedy for every word.]
    She talked about the sea for once: where the currents folded, and what the cold was like when it was safe.

    There were rests in her talking now, the length of a wave, where no rests had been. Once her eyes closed in the middle of one.

    He wrote it on a leaf, delighted, and did not ask why now.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lifts her head out of the far side of the pool and speaks down to Pip on his stone, teasing him; he is plainly puzzled.]
    Be ready in three tides, said Dawn.

    Ready for what?

    Ready enough, she said, which was an answer from the old days, and he grinned at it like a boy.

  

  
  [image: Pip practises a look of surprise alone on his swept stone, the white pebbles straightened and his scarf airing on a reed behind him, privately pleased with himself.]
    He swept the stone. He straightened the white pebbles. He aired the scarf, in case the surprise was formal.

    He practised looking surprised, to nobody, laughing at himself between attempts.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lowers her snout and touches the top of Pip's head as the water she lifted runs around his feet, tender and perfectly still.]
    On the last evening she came up so close that the water she lifted ran warm off her and around his feet.

    She touched her mouth to him, once, above the eyes, quick as weather.

  

  
  [image: Dawn rests low in the dusk water while Pip slides a leaf into a small stack under the grey stone, the two of them settled and unhurried.]
    Nothing is lost that is paid for, she said later, of the summer being over.

    It sounded like the sort of thing that is true about summers.

    He filed it with her other weather.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lowers her head close to the still pool and looks a long while at her own reflection, steady and studying it, while Pip works among the hulls above.]
    Two tides. She spent one of them looking at ordinary things: the doorway, the boatyard, the reed with his mornings on it.

    At the end she looked a while at the pool itself, at the face the water gave her back, as if to learn that too.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits alone on the broad flat stone before first light with the pool dark and empty beyond him, early, patient and content.]
    One tide.

    At first light, she said, be on the stone.

    He was there an hour early with his speech ready, and for once in his life he did not rehearse it.

  

  
  [image: Pip comes down the worn steps in the sand under a thin crescent moon, the still pool at the foot of the shore below him, calm and methodical.]
    In the night he went down the forty-one steps four times, to be sure of them.

    They held still, all four times.

    The dark smelled of a spring that was still a season away.

  

  
  [image: Dawn comes in ahead of the tide at first light with the sea standing tall and quiet behind her, and Pip watches from his stone, unafraid.]
    The third tide came in at first light with Dawn ahead of it, and behind her the sea stood up taller than he had ever seen it stand.

    It did not frighten him.

    Nothing that came with her ever had.

  

  
    The End of Book V

    Three Tides

  

  
  [image: The winter sea stands tall and still while Dawn waits at its foot and Pip faces her from the wet sand, a folded leaf under his arm.]
  

  
    Where You Breathe

    Pip & Dawn, Book 6

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: The sea stands high and still above the shore, Dawn waiting at its foot while Pip looks up at her from the grey stone, both steady.]
    The sea stood at its full height and held still, which seas do not do.

    Off the point, the sandbar stood dry to its shoulders.

    Now? said Pip, from the stone.

    Breathe out first, said Dawn.

  

  
  [image: Pip holds an old folded leaf up with both arms and Dawn's great head leans close to look at it, patient and unhurried.]
    He had brought the folded leaf, the bell from the old days, out from among his kept things.

    Dawn looked at it a long time.

    You will not need it, she said. He brought it anyway.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lays her long snout across the flat grey stone and Pip steps onto the tip of it, a line of white pebbles below them, small and certain.]
    She lowered her nose to the stone and he stepped aboard, as he had a hundred mornings before.

    This time she turned toward the deep water.

    The white pebbles watched them go.

  

  
  [image: Under the surface Pip rides on Dawn's back with one arm lifted towards the broken pieces of light coming down, his antennae up in wonder.]
    The sea took them the way a door takes a guest.

    Light came down around him in pieces, the pieces he had only ever seen from above.

    He reached for the number of them, out of habit, and there was no number.

    Not withheld, not forgotten: her world did not have numbers, the way it did not have dry.

  

  
  [image: Dawn moves through deep open water with the whole length of her seen at last, Pip floating tiny beside her eye, both of them unhurried.]
    Her world was one enormous room.

    She moved through it like the light: without edges, without weight, without any of the care she wore at the shore.

    He had never seen her whole before.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands on the rise of Dawn's back far under the water with one arm put out into it, her calm eye turned back to him, both at ease.]
    It sounded the way the shell had always said.

    Everywhere, and unhurried, and under everything.

    He put out one hand and let it pass.

  

  
  [image: Pip floats alone in deep blue water inside a tall open column of pale light coming down from above, small, loose-limbed and entirely at rest.]
    The water opens, and holds, and asks nothing of him.

    Pip breathes.

    The sea goes through him like morning through a door.

    Where you breathe, he thinks. Where you breathe.

  

  
  [image: Dawn swims one slow open curve of her whole body around Pip, who floats at the middle of the turn watching her come round, delighted and quiet.]
    Dawn swam the whole of herself around him once, slowly, with nothing folded away.

    She turned once more, for nothing but the turning.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits soaked and laughing on the flat grey stone while Dawn rests low in the water beside him without moving, very still and attentive.]
    She set him back on the stone with the morning barely older.

    He was laughing and could not stop and did not try.

    She watched him from the water, very still, learning it.

  

  
  [image: Pip watches from the grey stone as Dawn goes out, small and far across a wide empty stretch of cold water, both of them settled.]
    She went out with the tide, the way she always did.

    He watched from the stone, the way he always did.

    Neither of them said anything they had not said a hundred times.

  

  
  [image: The sea has gone far out past two grey reeds and the pool lies still and open under a thin crescent moon, quiet and matter of fact.]
    The tide kept going.

    What had stood up for a morning was going out for good: by dark it had gone further than the reed had ever recorded.

    The pool lay open to the sky.

  

  
  [image: Sand stands where the sea stood, and Pip waits on the flat grey stone with a folded leaf held in both arms, patient in a high ordinary light.]
    The proud morning came, and the sea did not come with it.

    Sand stood where water had stood.

    Pip waited on the stone with the folded leaf in both arms until the light was high, and ordinary.

  

  
    The End of Book VI

    Where You Breathe

  

  
  [image: Pip sits in his scarf on the flat grey stone in the dry hollow, holding the shell to his ear, the sea a thin line far away.]
  

  
    The Sound in the Shell

    Pip & Dawn, Book 7

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: High above a long dry shore, Pip stands beside a fallen leaf laid flat on the sand, measuring towards a thin far line of sea, small and patient.]
    The sea was two hundred and forty leaf-lengths out.

    He measured it the first morning, and the second, and the ninth.

    It was not coming back for its things.

  

  
  [image: Pip tips a curled leaf at the head of a narrow trench he has dug, and the thread of wet sinks away into the sand, absorbed and unhurried.]
    He worked the problem.

    A channel dug from the hollow toward the water, deep as himself.

    The sand drank everything he gave it and asked him politely for more.

  

  
  [image: Two tall grey reeds scored with tiny notches stand over Pip, who tips his head back and reads up a stem, careful and businesslike.]
    He read the reeds like ledgers: the summers, the seventeen small marks, the tides that had all, every one of them, come back.

    The numbers said nothing was owed.

    He checked them twice.

  

  
  [image: At the open doorway of his burrow above the dry shore, Pip lifts a shallow box of marked leaves down from a shelf, quietly decided.]
    He stopped digging on the day he could not say what the channel was for.

    He went up the steps and took down the box of leaves instead: everything he had ever copied out.

  

  
  [image: Seen from above, one dry leaf covers the table, its rows of marks crossed through with a single hard scratch, and Pip stands at its edge, level and still.]
    One leaf, from the first summer, in his earliest hand: The sea always lends.

    He read it until the words came apart. She had not said always. She had said only. She had said even to me.

    He crossed out always and wrote only, and initialled it.

  

  
  [image: Four dry leaves lie in a row down the salvaged table, each one more worn than the last, and Pip looks along them from the near end, orderly and quiet.]
    He laid the leaves out in the order of their seasons.

    Given things do not come back; that is how you tell them.

    The sea does not count tries.

    Deep is not far.

    Nothing is lost that is paid for.

  

  
  [image: Pip sits among the laid-out leaves holding a small curled shell against his head with both arms, his eyes closed, listening with his whole body.]
    He took up the shell, the first given thing, and held it to his ear with both arms.

    The sea was going inside it, whole and unhurried, under everything, kept.

    She had given it to him years before he would need it.

  

  
  [image: From over his shoulder, Pip works down a long leaf filling with rows of marks, the small curled shell beside his elbow, late and intent.]
    He wrote it out the way he wrote tides, one line under another, until it balanced.

    The doubled visits. The questions about his words for things. The three tides. Breathe out first.

    Then, from years further down: a wet morning, a joke. What would you give. Everything, obviously.

    He had been asked. He had answered. He initialled that too.

  

  
  [image: The whole small burrow in a few lines, and Pip very small at the salvaged table writing on one leaf by the pale light of the open doorway, settled.]
    The sea only lends, he wrote, in his careful hand. She found the once that gives. I do not know how she asked, or where, or what it heard. The still water that held me had to come from somewhere. It came from here. She knew. I had said everything, obviously. A joke is still an answer.

  

  
  [image: One torn leaf lies alone on the table with a hard scratch struck across it, and Pip sits back from it upright and still, not touching it.]
    He read it all back, and it balanced.

    He sat with the balance until dark, and then crossed one line out: Nothing is lost that is paid for.

    Under it he wrote one word, and scratched it out until the leaf tore.

  

  
  [image: Pip pushes a small wrapped bundle to the back of his shelf, and beyond the doorway the grey stone stands far down the dry shore in the first light, empty.]
    He wrapped the shell in the folded leaf and put it at the back of his kept things.

    For nine mornings he did not go down the steps.

    The stone kept the first light to itself.

  

  
  [image: Pip walks away down the tiny worn steps with the small curled shell left inside his doorway behind him, the sky changing over the dry sand, unhurried.]
    On the tenth morning he took the shell out and set it inside the door, and went down.

    The sky changed over the sand as it had always changed.

    The sea stayed where it was. The sound of it went where he went.

  

  
    The End of Book VII

    The Sound in the Shell

  

  
  [image: Pip stands tiny in the edge of the spring tide below the nine sprouting boat hulls, and far out a pale shape rises that could be foam.]
  

  
    The Two Shores

    Pip & Dawn, Book 8

    by A.J.Sharpe

  

  
  [image: The old hollow lies grown over with grass, the flat grey stone at its edge and the sea a thin line far below, quiet and long settled.]
    Years went over the shore as tides had: high summers, low winters, and no two springs the same size.

    Grass came to the hollow and held its shape, the way beds do.

  

  
  [image: Two grey reeds stand by the old water's edge with their marks gone soft, and Pip walks past their feet without looking up, untroubled.]
    The sea kept its distance, and Pip let it.

    The reeds stood grey by the old edge, their marks gone soft as grain in driftwood.

    He had not read them in years, and left them standing.

  

  
  [image: Nine weathered leaf-boat hulls lie in a row above the shore, shoots growing out of them and a round clear stone among them, long undisturbed.]
    The nine hulls were a garden now.

    Things grew in them that had never asked what a boat was for.

    The ninth still had its name, and nobody had ever said it.

    The clear stone she had brought sat among them, holding its light.

  

  
  [image: Pip steps out of his doorway at the top of the shore holding the small curled shell against the side of his head, easy and unhurried.]
    The shell lived inside his door.

    Mornings, on his way out, he put it to his ear the way other creatures look at the weather.

    The sea was going. It was always going. He went too.

  

  
  [image: Dawn passes through open water above a small grey stone lying in a hollow of rock, the noon light reaching down to it, calm and unhurried.]
    Past the sandbar, in water the shore has no word for, a small grey stone lay in a hollow of rock where the light got down at noon.

    Dawn passed it most days.

    Some days she stopped.

  

  
  [image: Dawn lies at the surface of the open water and looks at the long thin line of the land far off, settled and at home.]
    She still came up where the water was safe and looked at the long line of the land, whole, from the outside, the way he had once seen the whole of her.

    She knew its shape by heart.

  

  
  [image: The spring tide runs up the sand and stops well short of the old hollow while Pip walks down the shore to meet it, unhurried.]
    On the first proud tide of spring, the water came up the sand as far as it still knew how.

    Pip walked down to meet whatever arrived.

    Past the sandbar, the same hour, Dawn rose to her surface, for no reason she would have given.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands tiny at the water's edge with the shell, and far out the noon light reaches a grey stone in a rock hollow, wide and quiet.]
    He had brought the shell down, for no reason he would have given either.

    She had nosed the stone up into the noon light.

    Between them lay water, and under the water, sand that remembered being a shore.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands in the thin foam at the water's edge under a great sky, one small pale mark far out on the sea, still and easy.]
    The foam came up to his feet and left again, twice, like something keeping in practice.

    He stood in it without measuring anything.

    Out past everything, a paleness rose, and sank, and was gone before the word for it came.

  

  
  [image: Dawn holds the small grey stone at the tip of her snout in a fall of noon light, every edge of it sharp, attentive and calm.]
    Dawn held the stone in the light a while.

    It had been years in the sea and had kept every one of its edges.

    She turned it over twice, to be fair, and set it back where the light could find it.

  

  
  [image: Pip stands in the very edge of the water, small in a wide pale afternoon, his head lifted a little as he speaks, calm and alone.]
    Pip stood in the edge of the water and said the ninth boat's name, out loud, to nobody.

    One day you will say it, she had said, and the day had picked itself.

    The name went as far as sounds go over water.

    Out past the sandbar, Dawn lay at her surface, and did not hear it.

  

  
  [image: The sea runs out below while Pip climbs the tiny worn steps with the shell held against him, small and steady, his back to the water.]
    Then the tide turned, the way tides do.

    He carried the shell back up the forty-one steps, counting them, out of habit, and they were forty-one.

    The sea went out behind him without turning around.

    It was always going. Nothing about the going had ever been about him.

  

  
    The End

    The Two Shores
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