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CHAPTER ONE
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THE PRICE OF A BODY

The bus from Vagar came into Thorshavn at twenty past eight on a Monday morning with a south-west wind at its back and rain across the upper windows. Durita Djurhuus sat at the front of the top deck, which is where she sat on any road, because a road she can see is a road she can price. Four hours of it, two hills, one ferry crossing, a stop at a village where nobody got off and nobody waited. She had her bag between her feet and a folded paper at her knee with three things on it: a name, an hour, a sum.

The town was waking wet and the masts in the harbor moved a little at the tops. She counted the walk from the station to the office of the insurance agent as she had counted the steps of the lightship ladder for six years, and the count was four hundred and ten, and on the eleventh day of the crossing she would have been able to do it in the dark.

Beint Hanusardottir had her office on the second floor over a chandlery, and the stair smelled of rope tar and of the coffee that the men below kept on a plate. The landing had three doors and one of them had a line of brass under the paint where people had put their hands. Durita knocked once and waited with her bag at her feet, and the woman who opened it had the sleeves of a clerk and the coat of somebody who expects to be thanked for it.

"You came by bus," Beint said.

"I did."

"The firm sent a car to Vagar on Sunday for you. It came back empty."

"A car brings a person to a door. A bus brings a person to a town. I was in no hurry to be at a door." She lifted the bag a little, to show it was all there was. "You wrote Monday at nine. It is nine and twenty minutes. I have stood in your stair for the difference."

She stepped back anyway. The office had two windows, a desk, a shelf of binders with years on their spines, and a stove with a nickel kettle on it that had been put there by a man and never used by one.

"The claim was filed on the sixth," Beint said. "The funeral was on the seventh. Nothing is in my hands about the death itself. My file is about forty three folios of account, and the man who could have sworn to them is in the churchyard at Runavik with three marks on the left of his chest that the surgeon wrote up as falls against a rail."

"A rail at a quay makes one mark and not three," Durita said.

"I am told the same by men who ought to know better." Beint put a folder on the desk and kept her hand flat on it. "Before the lawyer comes I will say the thing I would rather you heard from me. There is a woman at Klaksvik. She is twenty nine. She is not in a cell and she has not been charged. My insurers will not pay a death claim on a man who has not been certified as murdered, and they will pay a great deal, on the other hand, if the account of Hentze and Co. is found to be a true account and the true account has been taken from a house by somebody who is not the family. Do you understand the shape of the money?"

"I understand that you want a person moved from one town to a boat without being stopped on the way."

"I want her moved and I want her whole. Those are two prices and I am paying both."

The lawyer came at half past nine with a portfolio and no coat he was willing to take off, and his name was Sjurdur Isaksen, and he spoke to the window before he spoke to either of them, which Durita took as a habit and not a hint. He laid four sheets on the desk, square to the edges, and read the contract out of his mouth without looking at it, which is how a man reads a thing he has written nine times.

Three days. Klaksvik to the quay at Thorshavn, and the woman put aboard the boat for Denmark at the gangway, and the folder of a paper at her name handed to a man in a gray coat who would be standing at the third post and nobody else. Custody, transfer, night. No firearm in the carriage of the woman, and no other weapon either, and the reason for that was in the second clause: an escort with a gun becomes an accomplice, and an escort without one becomes a witness, and a witness is worth more to the insurers than either.

"Fourteen thousand," Isaksen said. "For three days, and half of it in hand today, and the balance at the gangway. If the crossing is delayed by weather the delay is paid at the same rate per day, and if it is delayed by a person, meaning you, it is not paid at all."

"And if she runs?"

"You will not shoot her."

"I have never shot anything. I am asking what I am to do."

"You are to be faster than she is and heavier than she thinks you are," Isaksen said. "The clause says: escort, and not a judge. I wrote it that way because a woman who is judged at a roadside stops being a person worth money and becomes a case. My client pays for a person worth money."

Durita took the paper he offered and read it twice, and the second time she read it for the omissions, because that is how she had learned to read anything: her mother had translated treaties for a shipping board and had told her at eleven years old that a document is only ever interesting at the place where a sentence stops. There was no name in the contract. There was "the woman at the address given" and there was "the said person", and there was a clause about a bag that said the bag travels with her, is not opened by the escort, and is not opened by anybody at all before the gangway.

"My bag is a fish bag," she said, when the reading was done. "It has a torch in it, a pair of pliers, a knife for line, thirty feet of whipcord and a change of wool. I carry no gun because you have made it dear to me that I must not. Is there anything in the terms about what I do if a man at a post is not the man you say he is?"

Beint answered that one. "You will ask him for the folder. He will have a folder. If he has no folder you will walk away with the woman and come to this office and sit in that chair until I tell you otherwise."

"That is a long sitting."

"It is a short ride for me," Beint said, and for the first time she laughed, and it came out badly, a single sound, the laugh of a woman who has been laughing alone in rooms for years and knows that it is not a good one. Durita filed it with everything else she was learning about the people on this paper, because in the trade she had been in before the boat the useful thing about a person is not their temper but the price of their temper.

She signed at the foot of the first page and Isaksen put his seal to the second, and the count of the money was done on the desk by Beint's own hands, not by a clerk: seven thousand in notes and a fraction in silver, which is not how a firm pays a stranger, and which told Durita that there was a book somewhere this sum was not going into. That, also, she did not write down, and she said nothing about it to anybody who had said it.

At the stair landing, at the turn where the paint has gone soft under the brass, a man was coming up with his collar turned and a paper bag under his arm. He stopped at the sight of her and put his hand flat against the wall to pass, and being a man who had spent thirty years at a desk he turned the wrong way and had to start again.

"Djurhuus," Brandur Kallsberg said. "You were on the Mykines lightship."

"I was."

"They took you off it in the September. I read it in a list. I thought there was a mistake in the list." He had a face like a fist that had been opened out, and eleven days in it, and he let the eleven days sit there at the landing without offering to explain them to anybody. "This stair is not a court."

"No," Durita said.

"You will go north today."

"I will."

"Then I will say the thing a police officer is not permitted to say on a stair and say it here, once. Do not bring me a woman in a coat. Bring me a man with a paper and let me be slow about it." And then he went up past her with his bag under his arm, and she heard the door of the offices above open and shut, and the smell of rope tar came up once more from below, and the stair had nobody in it but her and the light from the small window at the top.

She went out into the rain, which had stopped being rain and become what comes instead of rain here, a water so fine that a man will stand in it for an hour and be soaked through at the back of the neck and still say the day is fair. At the quay she looked at the boat for Denmark, the Tordskayk, a low gray hull with a yellow funnel, she saw the height of her waterline when loaded and thought about her draft when empty, and how a captain will not leave a harbor on a rising wind with an empty boat if he can help it, and how that fact was now a fact about her own three days. The price of diesel was written on a board at the fuel light and had gone up by nine ore in the month. She stood and read it twice, not because she needed the number but because a number read twice is a number a person has.

Then she went and bought, with her own money, the two things the contract had not told her to buy: a candle lamp with a glass, and a coil of narrow twine, and at the shop counter she asked the boy for a card for the telephone at the pilot house, and the boy gave her one and took her four krona and did not look at her at all.

Custody number twelve. Durita Djurhuus, of no fixed house. Price: fourteen thousand, half in hand at signing. Length: three days. Escort, and not a judge.
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CHAPTER TWO
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THREE DAYS, FOURTEEN THOUSAND

The car the firm sent for her at noon was driven by a man called Andras who had the patient face of a person who expects to wait and is willing to be paid for it. He had a thermos in the foot well and a spare tire under the bench that had been patched twice and was going to be patched a third time before the week was out. They went north along the east coast, and the wind came round behind them at Skalafjord and leaned on the car at every open stretch, and Durita wrote in a little book she kept for distances: ninety one kilometres, four hours, two changes of wind, one hill where the road was wet with melt and not with rain.

At Fuglafjord they stopped for fuel and for a fish dinner at a place with no sign, and Andras said the woman at Klaksvik had been there eight days, and then shut his mouth in the way a man shuts it when he has said the first thing and heard himself say it.

"Eight days is longer than three," Durita said.

"The family said she was unwell."

"The family said it to you."

"He said it to the priest, and the priest said it to my brother-in-law, and a thing said three times in this country is a thing with a roof over it." He took the nozzle out and put the cap on and handed her the receipt, which she did not need and took anyway. "I am telling you nothing. There is nothing to tell. A girl in a house is a girl in a house."

At half past six in the evening they came down into Klaksvik and the light was already going, and the town had the look of a place that has been told something and has decided not to discuss it at the shops: curtains at the front rooms, no children on the stair of the harbor sheds, and two boys with a ball at the top of a lane who stopped their game and did not resume it until the car had gone past and turned.

The house was at the end of a row built on a rock, with a turf roof and a wall whitewashed that had gone gray at the bottom, and there was a fish drying frame in the yard with nothing on it and a boat upside down at the wall with a stone under the keel. Nobody came to the door until the third knock. The woman who opened it was small and fifty and had her arms crossed on her chest and did not uncross them once while Durita stood at the mat.

"I am the escort," Durita said. "I have a paper for you at the foot of which I will sign, and I have no paper from a court, and I will not take one in this yard."

"There is none for you to take." The voice came from behind the woman, and it was not a loud voice and it was not a soft one, and Durita heard it clearly at the right ear and half at the left, which is how she hears everything. "Katrina, he has come. I told you he would come on a Monday and you said Monday at this house means nothing to a man with a car."

The room had a table, a stove, a lamp with a shade that had been mended with a strip of a fish bag, and a bed at the far side with a chair drawn up to it. On the chair there was a man's coat and on the coat a pair of spectacles with one lens cracked across. The woman who had spoken was sitting on the bed with her boots on, which is a thing a prisoner does and a guest does not, and she was smaller than Durita had expected, and her hair had been cut with scissors by somebody who was not a barber and had not been sorry about it.

"You are the escort," Oddvor Hentze said. She was breathing through her mouth and there was nothing wrong with her nose that Durita could see from three paces, which she noted because there was a rule in the contract about what she must watch and no rule at all about what she must think of it. "You are a woman. Beint told my uncle a man would come."

"Beint told you what Beint chose to tell your uncle. Put your coat on. I have a long road behind me and I would like to be at the water by tomorrow night."

"You will be," Katrina said. "There is a room at the parsonage and you are welcome in it and there is a bed in it that has not been slept in since Easter."

"I sleep in the car," Durita said.

"You sleep in the car at a parsonage door and the priest will see you and will be unhappy," Katrina said, and said nothing further, which was also a way of saying something: in this town a woman alone in a car at a door is a thing that will be talked about for a year. It was the first of the two occasions in that house on which Katrina was right about a thing Durita had not thought of, and Durita had the grace to hear both of them.

The signing took three minutes. Katrina's hand was a fishwife's hand, wet at the thumb, and she made a cross over the word "willing" because the paper said the person left the house of her own will and Katrina did not want the sentence to be too smooth. Then Oddvør stood up and put her coat on and did not put the spectacles in the pocket of it, which Durita noticed, and took from under the bed a bag of a tarpaulin sewn with thread, and the bag was light.

"There is a tin," Oddvør said. "In the loft, in a bread tin, under the chaff. Forty three leaves and a lid. My father's count of the ice and the weight of the fish from the year ninety four to this September, and the man who signed the bottom of them is in the churchyard at Runavik. If that tin comes down out of this loft tonight it will be searched at a gate by a man who is not a thief, and if it goes up again it will be burned by Katrina before Friday because she is frightened of a fire more than she is frightened of a court. So you will not carry a tin. You will go and come back, and the tin will be here, and we will speak about it at a table tomorrow where there is a light."

"Two hours," Durita said. "There are two hours of dark and the road is wet at the saddle."

"Then you will take two hours," Oddvør said. "You are being paid by the day and not by the mile, and I have heard that you will be paid a half at a gangway, and I have no wish to make a man at a shop counter wait to give you your money."

Katrina's face did that thing a face does when a person it has underestimated says a sentence with a figure in it. Durita looked at the woman on the bed for four seconds, and at the spectacles on the chair, and at the coat with the torn lining, and she priced all three, and then she went and borrowed the parson's lantern and did not in fact go to the loft at all but walked the length of the yard and stood at the gate and looked at the two boys' ball, which had gone, and at the water, and at the height of the dark.

She was right about one thing and wrong about the other, and both of them came out that night. She was right that a tin in a loft was a tin somebody would come for before Friday, and she was wrong about her own two hours, because when she came back into the kitchen with the lantern she had not lit, Oddvør was at the table with the bread tin on the cloth in front of her and the lid in her hand, and Katrina was at the stove with her back very straight and said nothing at all.

"You went up," Durita said.

"I have legs. She has a bad hip and I have been in this house eight days doing nothing." The girl shut the lid and pushed the tin a hand's width across the cloth, which is a thing a person does to a document they are finished with and do not want anybody to touch. "Forty three leaves. Look at them if you like, I would rather you did. But you will not carry them and you will not sign for them, and if the man at the third post asks you what is in the bag, the bag is what you were paid for and the tin is a thing that has stayed in this house."

"I have not been asked yet."

"You will be. He has three questions and he asks them in a different order every time so that he seems to be thinking and is not." She pushed the spectacles into her pocket after all, and stood, and at the door of the kitchen she stopped and said, without turning: "You have a torch and a knife and no gun, and that is either a trade or a conscience, and I have to know which before I sleep in a room with you."

The parsonage room had one window, a bed with a counterpane knitted by somebody who had run out of patience in the third row, and a lamp. There was no lock at the door, and the hinge side was sound, and Durita stood at it and looked at the two pins in the frame and did nothing to them, and at the hall floor she heard Oddvør go up the stair ahead of her with her light step, and then nothing, and then the particular nothing of a house that has two people in it and one of them is listening.

From the yard, Katrina called up that the wind was at the north and would stay there, and that there was bread on the window sill, and that if the men came, the tin was not in the loft, which was the only sentence anybody in that house said that night about the men, and it was not addressed to anybody and needed no answer. Durita broke the bread into four pieces and ate two and put the other two in her coat, and she wrote in the little book: one hundred and three kilometres back, four hours, one question asked, none answered.

Custody number thirteen. Taken up at a house in Klaksvik at ten minutes past seven on a Monday evening. One woman, twenty nine, no papers in her hand and a tin she would not carry.
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CHAPTER THREE
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THE WOMAN WHO CARRIES NO GUN

They left Klaksvik at ten on a Tuesday morning under a sky that had gone the color of a wet sail and would not decide all day whether to rain. The wind was west, force four, off the open water on the north side, and it laid the tops off the sea in the bay and then let them come back, which Durita watched out of the car window for a mile and wrote down afterward as two miles of visibility and a low water at four in the morning. Andras had the thermos again. In the tool box under the bench there was a wrench, a coil of wire, a spare bolt, and no gun, and Durita knew the contents of that box the way she knew her own bag, because she had looked at it in the yard before she got in, which is a thing a person in her trade does not stop doing whether the trade is going well or badly.

Oddvør Hentze sat on the other side of her with her bag at her feet and her hands on her knees, and she had not spoken since the yard. At Fuglafjord she asked for a stop at the shop with the diesel pump, and Durita stopped, and the girl went in and came out with two bars of soap and a tin of sardines and an apple she had taken from a bowl at the counter, and she put the apple down and took it up again when the boy at the till said nothing, and that was the first thing about her that Durita thought was not a trick: a person who puts an apple back because nobody has told them they may have it.

"You have a bag with a knife in it," Oddvør said, getting back into the car. "I heard the sheath against the buckle when you stepped down. Do you use it on people?"

"I use it on line. Thirty feet of it is in there and a torch and a pair of pliers and no gun, and the reason there is no gun is that the men who pay me wrote it into the second page, and I did not argue with the second page and I do not argue with it now."

"Why not?"

"Because a clause that keeps a weapon out of my hand also keeps my name out of a report, and a name in a report is the most expensive thing a person can buy in this country." Durita took the road over the saddle at Funningsfjord, where the melt had not gone off the shaded part and the car slid a hand's width and recovered, and the count came back into her and she let it. "You would have preferred a man with a pistol."

"I would have preferred a man. That is a different thing and I was rude when I said it and I did not mean it."

At Gota they stopped for the brakes, because Andras had said at the first halt that the left wheel was binding and a man who says a thing like that at the beginning of a road is a man who intends to be paid for the part he is not being paid for. There was a garage with a pit and a boy of fifteen with grease to the elbow, and the price of a new bolt and half an hour of labor was a hundred and forty krona, and Durita gave it from her own pocket and wrote it in the little book on the line for the day, under the kilometres, as an advance against the firm, which is the sort of entry that keeps a person honest with themselves at midnight in a room that is not theirs.

The paper at the counter of the shop beside the garage had the fourth of October on it and a three line box inside a frame, and the box had the name of Hentze in it twice and the words account of the ice once, and no man in the shop had a copy of it. She looked at it for the length of one breath and bought a candle, and when she came out Oddvør was at the window of the car with her mouth closed and breathing through it, which is a thing Durita could by then see from across a yard.

At the top of the long descent toward the sea there is a place where a driver pulls in to let the brakes cool, and there was a wall there built out of the same rock the road was cut from, and beyond the wall a man was mending a fence with a hammer and did not come over, and this was not a kindness on his part so much as a habit of the islands: a stranger in a car is looked at once and priced and let alone, and nobody in these ninety one kilometres would ask Oddvør Hentze for her name, and everybody within them knew it.

"You are very quiet about a thing you have been paid to be quiet about," Oddvør said, an hour out, and her breath was through her mouth again, and Durita heard the small sound of it at the change of gear.

"I am not quiet. I have asked two questions and you have answered none."

"Then ask a third. You are allowed one a day, I think, in the terms."

"There is no such clause."

"There is no such clause. Ask it anyway and I will not answer, and we will both have done something."

Durita put her left hand on the wheel and her right at the gear and did not answer, which is the way she answered most things, and the car went down into the country of the fish works and the closed cottages, and at a bend where the road runs along the water with a fall of six fathoms to it she saw the quay at Runavik below them on the far side of the water, half a mile off, and she said nothing about it, and Oddvør said nothing about it either for four minutes, and then said: "There is a crane on that quay. It has a red arm."

"There is."

"My father was found under it on the fourth of October at a quarter past eleven at night with three marks at the left of his chest, and the surgeon at the hospital wrote a line in his book that they were made by falls against a rail. Do you know how a rail looks?"

"I know how it looks."

"Stop the car."

"I am not stopping it at a quay with a police boat laid up at the fuel light."

"Then stop it at the wall above it and give me six minutes, and I will come back down by myself, and nothing you have been paid for will be less done." Her voice was even, and there was no request in the shape of it, and it was only when the car had slowed and stopped at the top of the lane that Durita heard the breathing through the mouth change its rate, and that was the answer to a question she had not asked: the girl wanted to see where he had been put down, and being able to choose the six minutes mattered more to her than being safe.

The wall was thirty paces from the top of the stair to the quay, and there was a stile of two stones, and Durita stood with her back to the wind at the top of it with the bag at her feet, and Oddvør went down to the level where the water could be seen and stood there and did not move for a long time. The wind came round and the rain came with it, so that at the end there was a day with everything in it, wind and water and a sea going white off the point at Gota, and the visibility dropped to a mile and a half, and the men at the yard below raised a canvas over the fish and left the boat they were loading to knock against a tire hung out as a fender, which is what a harbor does when it expects weather and has no other idea.

Durita counted the minutes at her wrist although she had no watch, and at the eighth minute she went down the two steps and stood beside the girl, and did not touch her shoulder, and did not say anything at all, and the four things that could be seen from there were the crane with the red arm, a bolt of a mooring ring with the paint broken around it, a rubber fender that had gone black with oil, and a boy on a bicycle going too fast down the quay wall, which was the only thing in that sight that was not a record.

"At eleven at night," Oddvør said, "he was drunk enough to lean on a man's arm. Somebody wrote that in a book too."

"Yes."

"I did not do it and I signed the thing that made him need to come to that quay, and if you are going to be a judge, be it on that, because it is in front of you and it is a small thing and it is true." She looked at the crane, one more time, and turned her collar up with both hands, and they went up the stair to the wall and got into the car and drove the rest of the way to Thorshavn without speaking, which is three quarters of an hour, which is the longest the three days had so far held.

The town was lit by the time they came down off the pass, and a light at the harbor had a circle of gray around it where the rain stood, and the office at the chandlery was shut and the parsonage at Klaksvik was ninety one kilometres away and there was a room booked at a hotel by the money at the front desk for one woman and one escort, which is what the desk said when Durita asked for the second bed. The girl's name had not been used there either. The paper had a number and a price, and Durita paid the price out of her own money and put the receipt in the little book with the kilometres, and that, more than the rain or the wind or the wall at a quay she would never go near again, was the first of the acts of that week that she would have had to explain to a court if a court had ever been interested in her.

Custody number fourteen. One day run, two days to run. Nothing asked, nothing answered, and one stop of eight minutes at a wall above a quay at Runavik.
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CHAPTER FOUR
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THE ICE REGISTER

The tin came to Thorshavn on a Wednesday morning in the hands of a boy of seventeen who was Katrina's grandson and had driven the boat across the bay in a sea that was not worth the name, and he had it under a coat, and he was at the hotel door at half past eight, and he would not come in. Durita took it at the step and put it in the cupboard under the stair, where a person going past with a tray could not see it, and she gave the boy two hundred krona and a message for his grandmother that the tin had come and nobody had asked him anything, which was a lie and the whole of the point.

The boy of seventeen was at the step of the hall when Kallsberg came in from the rain, and the inspector stopped him there and asked him one question, which was whether he had brought anything across the bay that morning, and the boy said no and was told he could go, and Durita, at the stair with her hand on the rail, thought about the shape of that: no second question, no name asked, a lie taken down and put by. A man who wants a case asks two questions and a man who wants a favor asks one, and the inspector had left a way for the tin to be somewhere else, and both of them had done it without looking at each other.

They read it at a table in the front room at nine with the rain across the glass and a flat calm outside, a haze at the mouth of the harbor with a cable of visibility in it, and a water rising to a high at seven in the evening. Oddvør lifted the lid with the handle of a spoon, the way she opened a thing she did not want to mark, and took out the leaves in order, and laid them on the cloth in four rows, and put a brass weight at the corner of each row.

"Forty three," she said. "Count them where I can see your lips. My uncle counts with his nose and gets it wrong."

"Forty three."

"From the year ninety four. Every boat, every weight, every day, and every sum at the foot of a year in the hand of the man at the counting house, who was my father, who was not my father, and who certified it, which is the word a court wants. Three houses sold quota against these leaves. What was caught does not appear in any of the four books a board keeps, and what was sold appears twice, once here and once in Denmark, and the difference is what paid for the house at Klaksvik and the crane at the quay and the two motor cars in the town since the year ninety five."

Durita put her hands flat at the sides of the leaves and did not move them. "You have this in a bread tin in a front room in a hotel at a harbor where a clerk walks past twice an hour."

"Yes. And if I had put it in a bank they would have searched a bank, and if I had burned it I would be in a cell for the death instead of a witness to the account, and if I had given it to a paper I would have been dead on Thursday and you would have been paid to carry a body instead of me." She turned a leaf and pointed at a figure with the spoon handle and did not touch the paper. "The boat Vaetur in the March of this year: eight hundred and forty boxes of ice put aboard her at a quay, and six hundred and ten landed, and the eight hundred and forty entered at the foot of a leaf in the year ninety seven as well, which is two hundred and thirty fish sold that nobody caught. That line is worth the three of us, and no man in this town will deny it because the hand that wrote it is in the churchyard at Runavik and cannot sign anything at all."

The inspector came at twelve without a coat and with his hat in his hand, which is how a man means to be civil, with a piece of a chandlery paper folded into his pocket. He said good morning to the girl at the table and looked at the leaves before he looked at Durita, and the look was quick and did not touch anybody's face in the room, and it was a look that had already written a note in his own hand about what it had seen.

"Djurhuus. A word."

"You will have it at the stair and not in this room," she said, and he said yes, which was the second civil thing he had done in an hour and cost him something, because his jaw went tight at the corner of it.

In the hall, with the cupboard at her back so that he stood between her and the leaves, he said: "There is a man at the money room at the upper street with a photograph of a girl of twenty nine and a fee of forty thousand for the sight of her, and I have not written his name in my book, and I have told him that this town does not work like that, and I have told you so that you will not go and take his forty thousand and put me in the position of a man who has to arrest a woman he knows by the collar of her coat."

"I have been hired to a gangway."

"You have been hired to three days and it is the second of them and there is a north wind coming, and if the north wind comes the way it looks you will not have a gangway at all." He put his hat on at the door, and then stood there with his hand on the frame, and said, not turning: "Eleven days. That is what I have owed you in the book of this town since a January, and I have not asked your pardon for them at a table and I will not try it at a stair."

"I will hear it when there is a thing to hear it against."

"There is a thing," Kallsberg said, and went out into the haze, and the door of the hotel shut with the sound of a lock that has been planed by a carpenter who cares and is wasting his time, and Durita heard the whole of the stair with her right ear and half of it with the left, and it was the same half every time, and it had been the same half since the boat.

At four in the afternoon she walked down to the chandlery and used the telephone at the back of the shop, where the men gave her the receiver and went out to the yard, and Beint answered at the third ring in a voice pitched for a book. "The boat sails Thursday at eleven," she said. "If there is weather the firm will not hold it at a quay and you will not be paid a delay for a sea, and the pilot house will tell you at nine in the morning whether there is a crossing to Vagar on Friday."

"And the handover?"

"There is no handover in a storm, and there is a man at a post in a gray coat who will wait as long as the boat waits and no longer." A pause at the other end, and then: "There is a thing I am telling you, which is that the fee of forty thousand at the money room was not named by me and not by the insurers, and if it is offered to you again you will say the number back to me before you say anything to a man at a counter."

"I will."

"And Djurhuus. The escort, and not a judge. That is the whole of my faith in you and there is not much room in it." Then the line went to a hum, and Durita put the receiver on its hook and stood a moment at the window of the shop, and in the yard one of the men was turning a rope reel with his hands and nobody was looking at her and the visibility at the harbor mouth was half a cable now and the water had gone the color of a thing that is going to be trouble.

At half past one the boy came back to the step and asked whether the tin was to go home with him, and the answer Durita sent back north with him was that it stays where it is, and Oddvør stood at the glass and watched the boat go over the white of the water at the point, and Durita sat with the leaves she had not moved and a pencil she had not used, and wrote nothing.

"You have read the register of the ice of three houses for four hours," she said, "and you have a copy in your head now and you know that a man will be paid for it, and you have not asked me for anything at all since a wall at Runavik. What is the arrangement in your own mind?"

"In my own mind I am carrying a person to a boat," Durita said. "In my own mind I have written three days in a little book and I have been paid half for them. If the boat goes on Thursday you are on it and the arrangement ends and the balance comes to me, and if it does not go on Thursday I will sit in a room with forty three leaves in it and a girl who breathes through her mouth when she is telling me a truth, which is not what I was paid to learn about you."

Oddvør turned from the glass at that and the rain made a line across her face and she did not put her hand up to it, and for four seconds she was not a prisoner or a witness or a price but a person who has been heard by surprise. Then she said: "Put a lock on the door where you sleep."

"I have a lock at my door."

"You have a bolt a child would open with a card. Put a lock on it," the girl said, and went down to the hall, and the desk heard her, and the desk made a line in its book at the foot of the hour with nobody's name in it, and there was a north wind at four that moved the boats at their moorings and lifted the haze and left the water standing hard and flat under a sky of pewter that had no weather in it yet and everything of it to come.

Folio forty three of the ice register, last line in the hand of the counting house, the year just past: the sum is true, the weight is not, and I have certified what I was given. Signed, J. Hentze.
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CHAPTER FIVE
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NORTH WIND, FOUR HOURS

The north wind came up at eleven at night and did not stop for four hours, and in those four hours Durita stood at the window of the room with the lamp out and counted the sea the way she had been taught to count it on the boat, which is not by looking at it but by the sound it makes against a hull or a wall, and a wall at Thorshavn with the water below it tells a person the height of a sea better than a glass does. Force seven at the first count and eight where the water turns at the point, and a cable of visibility, which is the length of a mooring rope and not much more, and a spring tide running to a high at four in the morning with a sea over the slip at the ferry stage.

At a quarter past six the boy of fifteen from the garage at Gota knocked at the door of the room with a basket from the shop and a message that the men in the town were talking about a boat that would not come in. Durita gave him ten krona and shut the door and kept her hand on the panel a while, because four steps along and one door away a woman of twenty nine was sitting on a bed with her boots on, and the two facts had become, somewhere in the night, one fact.

The desk at the hotel kept its book open on the ledge, and the price of the room was four hundred with a fire, and the wind had taken the roof of the boathouse at the money office.

"Write the line against the number of the room and not against a name," Durita said. "A man from the office will pay for a room and not for a person, and my name stays out of a book I have not signed." The woman looked at her over the ledger and did as she was told, and Durita paid three hundred of it out of her own money, and what was left of the fee stood at a figure that was not the balance of a contract.

At half past seven she went down to the office of the chandlery, which opens early, and used the telephone to the pilot house at a number the men had written on a card for her, and the man at the pilot house said: "The Denmark boat is at her moorings and will not come in before Friday, and the firm has had the word since half past five, and there is a man from the office of insurers standing behind me who has heard all of it, and he will speak to you in a moment if you will wait at a counter."

"I will not wait at a counter."

"You had better. He has forty thousand in a paper in one hand and a book in the other, and the name he wrote in it is not yours." The voice had the flatness of a man repeating what he wants nothing to do with, and then the line went to the sound of a harbor, which is wind on a receiver and a rope against a wood.

The man who came into the shop at eight had the hands of a clerk and a coat that had been bought rather than inherited, and he laid on the counter a paper folded into four and did not open it, and he said that the firm at the north had a fee of forty thousand for a word, and the word was a date and a name, and the date was the fourth of October and the name was the name of the girl upstairs in a room with her boots on.

"I am not at a table with you," Durita said. "I have been hired to carry a person to a boat and I am being paid for it at a price I agreed, and the number you have put on this counter is a number I will not say back to you in a shop where a boy of fifteen is sweeping under a bench."

"It is a great deal of money for four hours of a morning."

"Four years of a woman's life in a cell is a great deal of anything, and you know that, and the man who wrote the figure knew it before he wrote it." She took the folded paper off the counter with two fingers and put it into the small stove at the wall, where a chandlery keeps its matches burning, and the corner blackened and then the whole of it, and the clerk did not stop her and the boy with the broom did not look up.

At the door of the shop the clerk said one thing more, to her back, which is how a man says a thing he means to deny. "There is a house at Mykines belonging to people who never go to it. Roof, door, stove, four kilometres of water from a landing and thirty from any court, and a boatman there who will ask nothing if the firm at Thorshavn has paid the asking."

Up at the hotel there was a note under the door of the room, and the note was in a hand she did not know and had four lines in it and no signature, and the four lines said: the crossing to Vagar by road is open until two and closed after; a boat lies at the quay at Sandoy until four in the morning and will not be there at five; the man who asks after you at the money room has asked twice; do not make me write a number against your name in a book. It was signed with nothing at all and Durita read the shape of the writing twice, and the shape was a shape she had seen once before, on a paper at a landing in an office in a week when a man had promised her a word and had not sent it, and she put the paper in her coat and did not burn it.

At eleven the rain came against the glass sideways and Oddvør had the leaves in the tin with the lid on and her hand flat on the lid, and she looked up at Durita in the doorway with her mouth closed and the breath going through it, and said: "The boat is not coming."

"It is not coming until Friday."

"Then we have three days in a town where every man at a quay has a photograph of me in a paper at his back pocket." She stood and put the tin at the bottom of the bag with her coat over it, which is not a way to carry forty three leaves and a life, and Durita watched her do it and said nothing, because a person who has been left alone eight days in a house at Klaksvik will arrange their own bag.

"There is a house at Mykines," Durita said.

"A house at Mykines."

"Nine miles from a constable and forty from a ferry, with a stove and a door and no lock at all, and a man with a boat who will take us over the water at four in the morning for a price I am going
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