
  
  [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.]
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  [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
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