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Prologue


From the sky, Barrøy resembles a footprint in the sea, with some mutilated toes pointing west. Except that no-one has ever seen Barrøy from the sky, other than the bomber crews, who did not know what they were seeing, and the Lord God, who does not appear to have had any purpose with this imprint He has left in the sea.


Snow is now falling heavily on the island, making it white and round – this lasts for one day and a night. Then its inhabitants will begin to form a black grid of tracks criss-crossing the whiteness, the widest of them will connect the two farmhouses, the old, run-down building on the island’s highest point, surrounded by a cluster of trees, and the new one in Karvika, which is resplendent and showy, and in the summer is reminiscent of a stranded ark.


Then paths will appear between the farmhouses and the barn and the wharf buildings and boathouse and peat-stacks and potato cellars and haylofts and moorings, between the islanders’ workplaces and stores, paths that will become entwined into a tangle of wild, random squiggles, the marks of children and play and ephemerae; there are many youngsters on the island in this, the first year of peace, there have never been more.


And then a dirty-brown rivulet winds its way south-west through the landscape, it is the sheep going to graze on the seaweed in the south of the island. Barbro hobbles along behind them, wielding a pitchfork and singing at the top of her voice, her face turned to meet the dancing snowflakes, which she snaps at between the strains of her song.


One might speculate about why she doesn’t drive the animals down between the new wharf building and the Swedes’ boathouse, the shortest distance between the barn and the sea. But Barbro knows what she is doing, it is late winter and the seaweed is in the south, knotted together by storms and driving rain into brownish-black ropes, and left in coils at the highest point of the tide, where it lies, rank and covered in ice.


Barbro shuffles back and forth, pulling the strands apart so that the animals can get to the semi-frozen sustenance they contain, she is soon hot and sweaty and sits on the tree trunk they found drifting here a lifetime ago and secured with pegs and lines hoping that one day it would be worth something. And she begins to ask herself whether they have too many sheep this year, whether these undernourished creatures will manage to carry their lambs through to April and May, at this time of year she always frets about these things – every season has its worries, even the summer, when it can rain for months on end.


But then she feels a stinging sensation behind her left ear, it extends down the back of her neck, into her shoulder, along the arm that is resting on the tree trunk and into her hand. A hot, inner stream flows from Barbro’s head and starts to drip from her longest finger, which immediately stiffens and creaks, as if made of glass.


She opens her eyes and realises that she is lying on her back, the snowflakes are falling on her eyes, she blinks and sees that Lea, the sheep, is standing at her side, staring out to sea, now whiter than ever, it is as calm as milk, there are no birds, except for the three cormorants sitting on the skerry to which they have given their name, and not even they are making any sound.


Barbro digs her fingers into Lea’s wet fleece and drags herself to her feet. The other sheep stand watching. She picks up the pitchfork, feels a protracted stab of pain pass through her waist, and herds the flock in front of her up the same track, to the marsh pond where they cut peat in the summer. She knocks a hole in the ice crust so that the animals can drink, and one by one they waddle up the slope unprompted and disappear into the barn.


Finally Barbro sets off, her right hand still buried in Lea’s wool, and she doesn’t let go until this sheep, too, is swallowed up by the darkness. She bolts the door behind her and stands with her gaze fixed on the farmhouse, but fails to see the hand waving in the kitchen window. Barbro turns and follows the path leading to the new wharf house, goes into the baiting shed and stares down at the three holes in the bottom of an empty line-tub as the wind rattles a loose board in the south-facing wall. She sits down, grabs a bodkin and twine, and her hands set about making netting. The door opens and a voice asks what she is sitting here for.


“Aren’t tha freezen?”


It is Ingrid, who had seen her aunt from the kitchen window and wondered why after going down to the quay, which Barbro often does, she hadn’t come back up to the house today, and a long time had passed, evening was drawing in.


Barbro turns and fixes her with an intent gaze, and asks:


“Who ar tha?”


Ingrid moves closer and peers at her, tucks a few strands of hair under her headscarf and realises that she will have to answer this absurd question truthfully, and at great length.
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It is summer on Barrøy, 1946, the down has been gathered, the eggs are in barrels, the fish have been collected from the racks and weighed and tied, the potatoes have been planted, the lambs are gambolling in the Acres, and the calves have been weaned from their mothers. The peat has to be cut, and the old house needs painting so it has no cause to feel ashamed beside the new one. From the hill behind the barn, Ingrid Barrøy is watching the boat in the bay, a cloud of terns above it, it is a whale catcher, the Salthammer, which they acquired when the previous owner went bankrupt, the Barrøyers have become whalers.


The Salthammer has a harpoon cannon on the bow and, on the mast, a white crow’s nest with a black ring around its middle, it has rigging like a sailing ship and a wheel atop the wheelhouse roof, encircled by a white tarpaulin, there is a bait house and a modern line-setter, it is an imposing vessel for all seasons and occasions. Ingrid can hear the sound of hammering and sees Lars and Felix making preparations for the first whale hunt, small boys running to and fro along the deck, she can hear their voices rising and falling from across the water, and Kaja is sleeping on her back in a shawl.


Then her daughter wakes up. Ingrid unwraps her and lets her crawl about in the heather to her heart’s content, and is startled at the sight of her jet-black eyes, takes her into her arms and walks down the hill towards the garden, where the soft-fruit bushes have begun to bud. She sits on the well-cover next to the newly purchased tub of paint and brushes, there are so many things that have to be done on the island, it has never had a brighter future, it has never had so many inhabitants, and it is no longer hers.


*


Ingrid goes into the kitchen and places Kaja on Barbro’s lap, walks down to the shore and rows the færing out to the Salthammer, waits until Lars looks over the gunwale and asks whether she has brought him some coffee.


Ingrid says they have coffee on board, don’t they.


Lars laughs and tells her they have managed to find a harpooner and will pick him up in Træna in a week, weather permitting.


Ingrid rests on the oars and says she will be rowing over to Adolf’s in Malvika with the young’un, this evening, in the færing.


Lars asks what she wants to see Adolf about.


Ingrid shrugs, Lars says it’s no skin off his nose, they’ve got enough boats.


To Ingrid this seems a rather high-handed attitude regarding the island’s assets, so she says she is going to be away for a while.


“Ar tha now?”


The small boys come to the railing, too, Hans and Martin and, behind them, lanky Fredrik, who in the course of the winter has grown taller than is good for him. They spot Ingrid, immediately lose interest, and pester Lars to be allowed to shoot the harpoon, they can practise on some old fish crates they have seen on the shore, can’t they.


Lars laughs and lifts up three-year-old Oskar so that he too can look down at Ingrid, who waves to him. Then Felix also appears, clutching some cotton waste between his oil-blackened fingers – such that all Barrøy’s men, both big and small, are standing in line on the deck of the island’s economic future, like an unsuspecting farewell committee, as Ingrid Marie Barrøy lays into the oars and rows back ashore, relieved that this has been much easier than she had feared.


She walks up to the house and also tells Barbro and Suzanne that she is going away for a while, casually dropping the news as if it were an everyday matter. But here in this women’s world it turns into something rather more serious than it ought to be. Barbro has questions about where she is planning to go, why, and for how long? While Suzanne understands what is afoot and remarks contemptuously that Ingrid is lucky to have someone to miss, to search for, then hurries out to hang the washing on the drying rack.


Ingrid packs the small suitcase she takes with her whenever she tries to leave the island. And after she has gone down to the shore and wrapped Kaja up inside the canvas bag and settled her on the sheepskins at the back of the færing, before putting the suitcase in the forepeak, there is only Barbro, now transformed, who has a sense of the gravity of the situation, she stands and says goodbye with her arms crossed, her dress is sky blue, newly acquired with the proceeds of the winter, it is covered with huge white flowers, she says:


“We war goen t’ paint th’ hus, warn’t we?”


“A’m not stoppen thas.”


Barbro fidgets uneasily and says it’s not possible to paint a house without Ingrid. Ingrid laughs and says they can wait until she gets back then.


“Reit,” Barbro says. “An’ hvan will tha bi comen bak than?”


“It’ll bi some taim.”


“Some taim,” Barbro repeats, standing on the shore, in such a huff, as Ingrid manoeuvres the boat around Nordnæset, that she can’t bring herself to wave until it is too late. By then the sun is in the north, low and white, and beneath it lies the sea, like a grey stone floor.
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Kaja slept the whole crossing. When, at the break of dawn, Ingrid had cast the grapnel in Malvika bay on the main island, she curled up on the same sheepskins, the cries of seagulls, the gurgling sea and the gentle cooing of the eider ducks in her ears, and her eyes salty with sleeplessness. She fell asleep and woke up, and was dizzy and cold when she at last caught the smell of birch wood and saw a window opening in the white-walled farmhouse, and two eiderdowns being thrust out into the morning air.


The porch door opened, Daniel emerged with his braces dangling around his thighs, a saw in his hand and a coil of rope over his shoulder, and sauntered off in the direction of the forest. Then two girls came out, Liljan, Ingrid presumed, Daniel’s younger sister, the other might well have been his sweetheart . . . And now the pressure on her was so overpowering that she felt she had no choice but to row home again empty-handed, to give up on this endeavour before it ended in disaster.


But they had seen her.


Daniel re-emerged from the forest, leading a horse. He let go of the reins and strolled slowly down towards the harbour where he stood until Ingrid had manoeuvred the boat so close that it wasn’t necessary to shout.


“Is that tha, Ingrid?”


She threw the mooring ropes ashore, and he dragged the færing in onto the skids. “And the baby,” he said with a surprised smile.


Ingrid was unable to explain to him why she was there, but could at least get to her feet and pick up her sleeping daughter and wait for Daniel to notice the suitcase and carefully lift it onto land. Then she followed, mumbling that she would like to have a few words with Adolf, how was he doing?


Daniel said that his father had got old, and asked:


“Ar tha goen travellen?”


By this time the two girls had also come down to the shore. Ingrid showed them Kaja, who woke up and blinked. She shook Liljan’s hand and introduced herself, they didn’t know each other, there was a sea between them, and Malvika folk were farmers. A sumptuous farmhouse with three dormer windows stood in all its majesty on the hillside, encircled by two enormous trees, barns, cowsheds and summer livestock shelters, outhouses, dairy cows and a host of goats and sheep, potatoes for sale, carrot fields, chickens, pigs, in addition to no fewer than six tenant farmers in various houses and timber cabins to the south along the coast. Even though Adolf in his younger days had been both a much-feared skipper of a cargo boat and a fish wholesaler, after losing two of his brothers when their boat sank, he had turned his back on the sea and transformed the family farm into an estate.


They laughed at the way Liljan held Kaja, who just smiled, and the girl who was new to Ingrid was allowed to hold her too, she was the daughter of one of the tenant farmers and worked as a maid in the main farmhouse, Ingrid was told, her name was Malin. They were commenting on the child’s pretty nose and dark eyes when Ingrid noticed the door of the farmhouse opening again, and the old man himself, Adolf, emerged in a white shirt and with a skipper’s cap on his head, he was dragging a kitchen chair, which he placed in the grass next to a rockery. He sat down and pulled out a pipe and carefully filled it, waiting for the guest to be done with the young ones and tell him the purpose of her visit, nobody rows over from the islands without any purpose, usually it is something important, too.


*


All the peace after the war had made Adolf hunched and stooped, and ruddier than Ingrid remembered. But he had those same darting eyes, which made everyone he talked to wonder whether he was about to end the conversation. Now Ingrid stood in front of him, with her immense lack of anything sensible to say, and an infant in her arms, which, it seemed, was more or less what Adolf had been expecting. The young people left, and he asked if she war starven.


Ingrid ignored the question.


They hesitated, her standing, him sitting, until Adolf raised his eyes and stared almost directly at her before remarking that she had no doubt come to ask him about the letter he had returned to her about a year ago, the letter she had given the Russian P.O.W. from the Rigel?


Ingrid said yes, why had Adolf taken the letter from Alexander, it had been meant to help him on his escape route home?


Adolf said it was a terrible note, she had also written her full name on it, as well as her address, Barrøy, when there was a war going on.


Ingrid nodded, and asked what he had done with Alexander. Adolf said that question had been a long time coming. Ingrid nodded again.


Adolf said that he had known her father, and her mother, they were good folk, but her mother had had a problem with her nerves, hadn’t she?


Ingrid could only nod to that, too.


Her silence seemed to weary Adolf, who told her they had hidden the Russian in the loft for a little over a week, only Mathea had known about him, she had given him food and tended to his hands, and his wounds did heal, although his fingers would never be the same again.


Then one night when there was a snowstorm they had furnished him with a map and compass and sent him over the mountains to the harbour in Innøyr, where one of Adolf’s old friends had taken him on board a freighter named the Munkefjord, it was from Finnmark and transported iron, it still did, he had shares in that boat.


And since Ingrid had nothing to add on this occasion either, he laughed in her face and said that by now she must be proper starven, they should go inside to see our Mathea, she’s laikly bin watchen us from th’ window an’ put th’ coffee on.


*


Mathea had been a housekeeper on the farm since long before the children’s mother died, and ruled the roost in a sand-scoured kitchen gleaming with newly burnished copper and gloss paint, smelling of coffee and carbolic soap, where even the brass bar on the stove shone and the wood scuttle looked as if it were an exhibition piece. She was almost as old as Adolf, small, nimble and bow-legged, with hard, dry hands and a blue-checked headscarf bound so tightly that it resembled a helmet.


She averted her eyes as soon as Ingrid greeted her, and a look was exchanged between her and Adolf. Ingrid was asked to take a seat.


“O’er thar, next t’ th’ window,” Mathea commanded before taking up a position at the head of the table, as if to conduct an inspection of Kaja. And it was thorough, she stroked the tiny chin with her crooked finger, making Kaja smile, exchanged a few more glances with Adolf and said – as though Ingrid were not present – Ya, that’s ’im.


Adolf heaved a sigh in the direction of the tablecloth and mumbled that he hadn’t paid such close attention out there in the sunshine, he didn’t trust his eyesight any longer, but if Mathea was sure, then so was he, Ingrid could bet her life on it.


Ingrid asked whether folk gossiped about her in the village.


“Jus let ’em gossep,” Adolf said, sticking a sugar lump in his mouth.


“Ya, the’ need someth’n t’ blather about,” Mathea said, as if it weren’t only Ingrid they discussed, the country had just emerged from a war, and wars do strange things to people, and not necessarily to their advantage.


Ingrid looked at her enquiringly.


Adolf said that folk knew about the child, but not about the father, not even Daniel knew about the Russian.


“An’ does th’ skipper on th’ ship know?” Ingrid said. “Th’ Munkefjord . . . ?”


Adolf said calmly that it all depended on what the Russian had told him. But now Ingrid should get some bread and butter down her and help herself to the lamb roast. And Mathea said, as though she had become aware of Kaja again:


“Sich a pretty babby.”


Adolf said:


“Ya, ya . . .”


Mathea asked if she war still given titty.


Ingrid collected herself and managed to explain that she had lost her milk in the spring, and answered yes to Mathea’s offer to warm some for her. She gave Kaja a piece of bread to suck, took off the child’s headscarf and ran a finger along her tiny teeth. Before the milk arrived on the table Ingrid had also taken off Kaja’s jacket, and heard Adolf’s question as to what she was actually after, it was time to get to the point, wasn’t it, clearly some sort of disquiet had been building up in him.


Ingrid asked if he knew where Alexander had left the ship.


“In Kongsmoen,” Adolf said.


“Why Kongsmoen,” Ingrid asked.


“Short distance to Sweden,” Adolf said, and added that a road had been blasted up into the mountains, for a cableway to a mining community by the name of Skorovas, it was to transport untold amounts of pyrite from there, these were new times, the country was at peace, it had its own future back.


Ingrid asked if he thought Alexander had followed the “road” inland towards Sweden.


Adolf said there was no way of knowing, but that had been the plan, yes. And Ingrid began to suspect he was cooking up some kind of white lie.


She asked him to tell her everything he knew.


Adolf, who had a lifetime’s experience of expressing himself in circuitous terms, said that Ingrid was making a great mistake if she was now sitting at his table and planning to follow the fellow, to undertake anything like that would be madness.


But he said this without looking at her, and seemed more relieved than resigned when Ingrid said nothing in a manner that could be interpreted in no other way than that she had already made up her mind, or else that she was doing so at this very moment, and that from now on there was no turning back.


Mathea broke this pregnant silence and said she had been the housekeeper on Adolf’s farm since she was a young girl, for fifty-nine years, she totted up, and that is a lot of time, so Ingrid should think things through very carefully before she did anything stupid.


Ingrid said she had been thinking about it all winter, and with the light in the spring and summer improving, things could not be any worse now than they had been.


Mathea stared at her, and Ingrid stared back. Mathea said love is treacherous. Yes, Ingrid said.


*


They talked about peace-time and the radical changes to Barrøy since Daniel had been there last autumn doing a sterling job of restoring the island after it had been neglected for so long, those little miracles that allow an island to flourish again after a disaster, the fish, the people, the land and the animals, Adolf wanted to know every detail, including about the lightning that had struck Barbro, this woman who had always been a beacon in the seas around her.


Ingrid said that Barbro had recovered from the stroke, her aunt had learned to speak again, and knew who she was, she also knew who the others were, all of them, but she didn’t want to go out in a boat anymore, she had become afraid of the sea.


Adolf said that Our Lord also has a purpose with whatever He taketh away – what on Earth might seem confusing and meaningless can make good sense in Heaven.


To Ingrid this sounded both hollow and long-winded, but she agreed that Barbro had been a beacon that was no longer there, that too was one of the reasons why she, Ingrid, now found herself here on the threshold of this journey – the stroke that incapacitated Barbro was the irrefutable sign that life is short and fragile. But she didn’t say so aloud. And she didn’t divulge the most important reason either: the fact that the older Kaja got, the blacker her eyes became and the clearer her gaze.


*


After both mother and child had been installed with inordinate care in the finest room of the house, which was always unoccupied, according to Mathea, such was Adolf’s wealth, Ingrid sat on the wide bed searching through the window for Barrøy, as months ago Alexander must have sat here with this same view. But back then it was a winter’s night, and now it was summer with all its light, and there was a knock at the door.


Ingrid was not accustomed to people knocking on her door, but there was another knock, so she said, yes, and Mathea came in, noticed that Kaja was asleep in the cradle under the window and sat down on the bed next to Ingrid. But she had just as little to say about the reason for her visit as Ingrid had had about hers. They remained where they were nonetheless, and it occurred to Ingrid that the old woman must have let an opportunity slip at some time in her life, without realising it, and was now sitting here reflecting deeply on it. Mathea sighed, rose to her feet and said, no, she couldn’t stay here like this, wished Ingrid goodnight, and went out again, closing the door noiselessly behind her.
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Next morning after breakfast Ingrid set about tackling the pass through the mountains that led to the landward side of the main island, rough, hard-going terrain, which was covered in snow all winter and melted so late in spring that it was a sign of approaching summer to the island folk when this did finally happen, but where now small ferns would tickle a wanderer’s calves, and recognising an unmistakable footprint Ingrid felt a sensation shoot up from the soles of her feet into the clouds above, her head was reeling.


She wasn’t walking alone, as Alexander had done, but was accompanied by Daniel and Liljan, and young Malin. Even Adolf and Mathea struggled up the twisting, overgrown cart track, still silently advising her against embarking on this search for a needle in a haystack. But Mathea was now less adamant and more pensive, and when they eventually shook hands at the highest point Ingrid felt confident of her quest. She had some provisions in a canvas bag that Daniel had tied to her suitcase, which he had fitted with leather straps so that she could carry it on her back. Kaja was asleep in a shawl tied around Ingrid’s belly, and Ingrid didn’t look back once the descent towards Innøyr had begun.


She drank water from every stream she crossed, and they stopped twice to eat before arriving at a new sea, and slept in a fisherman’s shack, which one of Adolf’s friends had unlocked for them, for two nights. Then they boarded a fishing boat, tendering a note from Adolf, which had the desired effect on the skipper, a small, thickset, taciturn man, who nodded impassively to his passengers and gave Ingrid his cabin, he could sleep in the chart house, he said, that was where he belonged. But he couldn’t take them any further south than Rørvik, there Ingrid would have to wait for a another lift up the fjord to Kongsmoen, it’s a long one, that fjord, he said, it almost cuts the country in two.


Yes, that’s the plan, thought Ingrid, who was now on her way, and stood on the deck surveying familiar groups of mountains and islands, which, one by one, sank beneath the horizon behind her, leaving her without even the slightest trace of melancholy. Kaja, too, gazed at everything with stoic calm in her Russian eyes, this world they were in the process of leaving, which had been the only one they knew.


*


After three nights in Rørvik, which they spent in another shack, and where Ingrid whiled away the days alongside the quays with Kaja on her back or belly, the Munkefjord docked, fully loaded with masts for the cableway, sticking out all over the place, causing the ship to look like a floating magpie’s nest. Ingrid went on board with yet another note from Adolf and addressed a great hairless lump of a man from Finnmark who went by the name of Emil Rimala, and Emil Rimala said:


“Ah, Adolf, old Adolf,” and read the note twice, very carefully, before folding it up and handing it back, deep in thought, as if Ingrid hadn’t made full use of it yet.


Ingrid asked whether there was anything wrong.


“No,” Rimala said.


But when he was shown Kaja’s eyes he was far less convinced than Mathea and Adolf had been. Nor did he exhibit any visible reaction when Ingrid told him that she wanted to be put ashore at the same place as the Russian.


“The Russian?”


“Yes.”


“The one who’d been on the Rigel?”


“Yes.”


“O.K.,” Rimala said in American English, and Ingrid, who in the last few days had exchanged no more than a few banalities with a man at the harbour office in Rørvik, asked Rimala what he thought about her venture, as if she had begun to lose faith in it, or as if to elicit what Rimala had to say, there was something in that closed face of his that troubled her.


Rimala said that it was nothing to do with him.


Ingrid asked him what he remembered of the trip the previous winter, of the meeting with her Russian.


“Your Russian?”


“Ya, my Alexander.”


Rimala said it wasn’t the first time he had taken refugees on board, he had been involved in evacuating a whole population from Finnmark, his own people, it had been dark and miserable that winter, and who can remember one face from so many anyway? But yes, he did remember the Russian, unless that was just something he had pretended to be, because when he went ashore in Kongsmoen he had thanked Rimala with a stream of incomprehensible words, but he hadn’t shaken his hand, he had held his hands up in the air by way of apology, they looked like feet.


“Ya,” Ingrid said, “That’s ’im.”


But why would he pretend to be a Russian, if he wasn’t one?


“Maybe because he was German,” Rimala said. “A deserter.”


Ingrid asked whether he would have taken a deserter on board?


“Yes,” Rimala said, without hesitation. And again Ingrid showed him Kaja, who looked up in puzzlement at his shiny scalp. Rimala smiled back, avoiding her eyes, and Ingrid thanked him.


“For what?”


She said that helping Russian fugitives was a capital offence during the war, so he deserved a big thank-you. Rimala smiled with embarrassment, and said Ingrid had better have a word with Alf, his first mate, he was the one who had given the poor wretch something to eat, and he had also shared his cabin with him.


*


But Alf Isaksen wasn’t the eyewitness she was seeking either, if anything he was just as dismissive as the skipper, and became even more annoyed when Ingrid wouldn’t stop her pestering. But later that evening over the dinner table in the mess it transpired that Alf, too, remembered the Russian’s hands. In addition, he had wondered at his high spirits, this evidently happy soul who was about to embark on an impossible trek over the mountains in mid-winter, it was 60 or 70 kilometres to the border alone and no doubt an eternity from there to the nearest sign of civilisation in Sweden, so why was he so happy?


To be alive, Ingrid suggested.


Alf Isaksen said that to make it alive through metre-deep snow from Kongsmoen to Sweden, you would need help from both God and your fellow man, otherwise it was certain death. And Ingrid reflected that to get help you would have to talk to someone, who would remember, such as Rimala and Alf, and not least herself, so she was grateful for his hands, which worked when Kaja’s eyes did not.


She asked Alf why he was so bitter.


He looked at her in bewilderment and said he wasn’t, he was just exasperated that she could even believe it was possible to track down a person who had disappeared during a war, it was like trying to comb the seabed. Ingrid had no further questions.


*


At around midnight she heard the skipper and his mate arguing loudly on the deck, they were going at it hammer and tongs. She realised they were talking about her, Rimala’s Finnmark voice shouting above the roar of the engine that they had no choice, they had to let her go, while Alf, less voluble but no less intense, yelled that they were committing a grave sin, with respect to both the woman and God.


“To hell with you, and you can take God with you!”


“And the kid as well, a little baby! All because of that stupid booze . . .”


The voices died down and the men left, but Ingrid couldn’t sleep, she lay looking around the cabin that Alf had cleaned up for her while she stood watching, having been told not to help. He had also made up the only bunk. The smell of soap mingled with diesel, oil and the stale odour of men’s sweat. On the outer bulkhead hung a notice headed with the word Judenverbot, daubed with many black crosses, together with a yellowing piece of paper describing how to connect car batteries in series. Between the notices gleamed a blue porthole, which Ingrid couldn’t take her eyes off, until her heartbeat synchronised with the rhythm of the ship’s engine.
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