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