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  [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.
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