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  [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.
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