
  
  [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.]
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  [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

  

  
    Colophon

    This is an official file of Pip & Dawn by A.J.Sharpe. You may pass
    on unaltered copies for no charge, saying where it came from -
    "Pip & Dawn by A.J.Sharpe - pip-and-dawn.com".

    © 2026 A.J.Sharpe. No licence is granted for any use beyond the terms. Terms: https://pip-and-dawn.com/terms

    Expressly reserved, in the sense of Article 4(3) of EU Directive 2019/790: all text and data mining, scraping for datasets, and the training of machine learning or AI models, for every part of this site and every file it serves.

    The canonical address of this file is https://pip-and-dawn.com/books/8.epub.
    The illustrated, narrated edition lives at pip-and-dawn.com,
    and the full terms at https://pip-and-dawn.com/terms.

    Edition of 2026-08-03

    © 2026 A.J.Sharpe. Terms: https://pip-and-dawn.com/terms

  
OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-05.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-06.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-04.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-12.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-07.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-11.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Book VIII - The Two Shores


      		Colophon


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Begin


      		Colophon


    


  


OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-08.jpg






OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-02.jpg






OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-09.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-10.jpg





OEBPS/images/gen-the-two-shores-01.jpg
Y/






