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# Chapter One: Bergen Departure

The water at Bryggen that morning was not blue. It never was, not precisely - that was the thing about Bergen water, the thing that had kept Ingrid Larsen occupied for the better part of a decade, that it resisted the easy word. It was something between pewter and the inside of an oyster shell, a colour that shifted as the light moved through the cloud cover overhead, that had green in it one moment and violet the next and then settled back into a grey so particular she had never found a paint that matched it exactly, which was partly why she kept trying.

She was standing at the edge of the Bryggen quay at ten past six in the morning with her wooden supply crate at her feet and her telescoping easel balanced against her knee and a rolled canvas under each arm, and she was looking at the water the way she always looked at it: like a problem she intended to solve this time.

The ferry was not yet boarding. The MS Nordlys was moored at its berth, large and white and red-hulled in the early-morning dark, its running lights reflected in the water below. Around Ingrid, the wharf was assembling itself into its daily version - the fish market not yet open but its stalls beginning to appear, the smell of diesel and brine and something cold and salt-mineral that was the smell of this particular patch of the world. She had grown up twenty minutes outside Bergen. She had been smelling this since she was eight years old and it still stopped her, occasionally, mid-step.

She shifted the canvases under her arm and considered the crate. The crate was the problem it always was - too heavy to carry comfortably, impossible to leave behind, a catalogue of what she thought she might need: the titanium white, the burnt sienna, the cobalt blue, the yellow ochre, the cadmium red she used sparingly because it cost more than the others. Her travelling set was leaner than her studio set but still excessive, according to Elin, her gallerist, who had once watched Ingrid pack for a two-week residency in Stavanger and said it looked like she was relocating permanently. Ingrid had not argued the point.

She had eight days. Bergen to Tromsø on the Hurtigruten coastal route, the boat that had been running this circuit since 1893, delivering post and passengers and whatever else needed moving along a coastline that could not always be reached any other way. She had the paints. She had twelve canvases, which was probably four more than she would realistically use and still felt like not enough. She had her sketchbooks - three, because she preferred to keep work in progress separate from reference drawings and both separate from the private, messy pages she used for thinking. She had her warmest coat, the one she had bought in Tromsø the last time she was there.

The last time she was there had been ten years ago.

She did not think about this particularly. It was a fact, available to her in the same way the water colour was available - not something she reached for, just something that was there when she looked.

The thing was: she needed new work. Not more of the same work, not the Bergen coastal series extended into another season, but something different - a different quality of light, a different frequency. Her last show had been well received, which was the problem. Well received meant she'd found a formula, and finding a formula meant she was no longer paying the kind of attention that produced good paintings. She had painted Bergen light very beautifully for three years and it had made her reputation and she was privately, quietly convinced it was making her worse.

So: the Hurtigruten. So: Tromsø. So: the particular quality of Arctic-adjacent light, which was unlike anything further south - the way it came in at a low angle even at midday, the shadows long and full of colour, the sky in the northern latitudes doing things she had been thinking about since she was twenty-three years old and first made this crossing.

She told herself this was why she was here.

It was why she was here. It was just not all of why she was here, but she was not investigating that too closely this morning. She had a ferry to catch.
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The gallery opening was tonight. This was also a fact, available in the same way as the others: Elin had planned it for months, had sent the invitations, had hung the Bergen series in the order they'd agreed on after two hours of rearranging on a Tuesday afternoon in August. The last of the five large harbour studies was going up first, not last - Elin's instinct, and Elin's instincts were generally correct. The champagne was ordered. The collectors were coming.

Ingrid was not going to be there.

She had told Elin three weeks ago: she was taking the Hurtigruten. She was leaving Bergen on the twenty-fourth. She would be back after the first week of October and she would call when she was back and she was sorry about the opening. Elin had been silent on the phone for approximately five seconds, which was longer than Elin was ever silent. Then she had said: *Is this about the paintings or the trip?*

And Ingrid had said: *The paintings.* Because it was about the paintings. It was absolutely about the paintings.

Elin had said: *All right. I'll send you photographs.* And then: *Ingrid.* And then nothing, which was the specific Elin nothing that meant: I understand more than you've told me and I'm letting you go anyway.

She was a good friend, Elin. The kind of friend who let you have your reasons without requiring them to be fully articulated. Ingrid had been grateful for this for eight years and was grateful for it now, standing on the Bryggen quay in the early-morning dark.

The fish market was waking up around her. A man in orange waterproofs was carrying a crate of something - cod, probably, or haddock, the catch from overnight - from a truck to one of the stalls. He moved with the efficiency of long habit, not looking down, not watching the ground. She noted the colour of the waterproofs: cadmium orange, but oxidised slightly, more complex than the tube colour, with grey in it from years of salt and weather. This was what happened to things that were used - they became more interesting than they started out.

She thought: that is the Bergen series, in one sentence. Nine paintings of things that have become more interesting through use.

She thought: I should paint the orange waterproofs.

She did not paint them, because the boarding announcement came.
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The Hurtigruten boarding announcement came at half six, and Ingrid collected her crate and her canvases and her easel and joined the line that had formed at the gangway. The other passengers assembled themselves around her with the slightly dazed look of people who had been awake since before they wanted to be: a middle-aged German couple in matching waterproof jackets, the man consulting a laminated itinerary, the woman already holding binoculars. A Norwegian grandmother with a canvas bag large enough to contain a small child, who turned out to contain instead an enormous project in thick cream-coloured wool, the needles already in her hands before she'd even found her berth. Two university students, both wearing the same brand of hiking boot, one asleep on their feet. A handful of others Ingrid didn't look at closely enough to categorise.

The crew took her name, checked her cabin assignment - 412, starboard side, middle deck - and she carried her supplies aboard with the focused efficiency of someone who had done this before. The gangway smelled of metal and river water, or the coastal equivalent of river water. Her boots were loud on the steel.

Cabin 412 was small, which she expected, and practical, which she appreciated. A single bunk, a narrow wardrobe, a desk bolted to the wall, a porthole approximately the size of a dinner plate. She set the crate down and the easel in the corner and leaned the canvases against the bunk's outer edge and stood in the four square feet of remaining floor space and thought: good. Small rooms were easier to leave. You didn't get comfortable in them. The porthole faced east, which would give her morning light; she would spend most of her time on the deck anyway, but it was a satisfying orientation.

She stowed what needed stowing, hung her coat on the back of the door, and stood for a moment in the small space.

The cabin smelled of other voyages - a faint institutional smell that was not unpleasant, the smell of a space that had been cleaned and slept in and cleaned again many times, that carried the ghost of everyone who had looked out this porthole at the coast. She liked this. She liked evidence of previous occupation in spaces - the worn threshold, the particular scrape on a studio wall from someone's easel, the way a good brush held the memory of all the hands that had used it. She had a brush in her kit that had belonged to her teacher at the Bergen Academy, a wide flat brush for laying in tone, that he had given her in her final year with the instruction that she was to use it until it was entirely worn out and then buy herself a new one. She had been using it for ten years and it was not yet worn out. She was not sure whether this said something good or bad about how hard she worked.

She looked at the porthole. The quay was still visible - they had not cast off yet, the morning's logistics still ongoing. She could see the orange waterproofs of the fisherman she'd noticed before, or a different fisherman in the same waterproofs. The cadmium-that-wasn't-cadmium, the oxidised orange.

She got out her sketchbook - the thinking one, the private messy pages - and made a note: *oxidised orange. Cadmium with grey. Ten years of salt.* Then beneath that: *the things that become more interesting through use.*

She looked at what she'd written.

She closed the sketchbook.

She went back out.
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The ferry left Bergen at seven in the morning. Ingrid was on the upper deck for it.

She had watched this departure once before and found now that she remembered it almost exactly - the way the ship moved away from the dock with a slowness that felt like reluctance and then found its own weight and went, the way the city arranged itself differently from the water than from the land. From the land, Bergen was the city you moved through - the familiar grid of it, the market, the funicular station, the streets she had walked since childhood. From the water it became a composition: the seven mountains that surrounded it on three sides, Fløyen and Ulriken to the east, the others lower and more distant, the wooden Hanseatic houses of the Bryggen wharf in their faded ochres and greens and reds, the white-modern buildings that had grown up around them with somewhat less grace.

She began mixing it in her mind - the colour of those facades in early light, which was not ochre precisely, more a yellow that had been out in the weather for three hundred years and was all the better for it. She did this automatically, the mixing, the laying down of mental colour - she had done it since she was a student and sometimes had to remind herself it was not a substitute for actual painting, which she knew but needed to know regularly.

The funicular was visible on the side of Fløyen, the bright red of the car just starting its morning run. She made a note of it, filed it under: worth returning to at some point, not today. Today was departure.

The ship moved out through the Byfjord, and the city began its slow recession. The mountains stayed large longer than everything else - they were always the last thing, the always-present thing about Bergen, the geography you oriented by. She watched them until they were far enough that she lost the funicular and then the individual houses of the hillside suburbs and then the detail of the wharves. The cloud cover was high and moving. There would be good painting conditions today.

She was thinking about whether to get out the sketchbook when she saw him.

—-
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He was at the bow rail, slightly forward of her position, hands in the pockets of a dark coat. She saw him from behind first, which was how she saw most things - as shape, as proportion, as the relationship between forms. He was tall. He stood with his weight slightly forward, on the balls of his feet, shoulders level, and she noticed this before she knew why she was noticing it. The set of a person's shoulders was information - you could tell a great deal about what someone was accustomed to doing, what they were thinking, what they wanted to appear. This man's shoulders were neither defensive nor aggressive. He was simply looking at the water with his whole body's attention.

Ingrid stood still.

She knew that posture. She had painted it - not literally, not on canvas, but in the specific way you painted things in your mind when they had stayed with you long enough. She had turned the particular angle of those shoulders over in her memory many times in the last ten years, the way she turned a compositional problem over, looking for where it resolved. She had not expected to encounter the actual version at the bow of the MS Nordlys on a Wednesday morning in late September.

The Byfjord was grey. The mountains behind Bergen were receding. The man at the rail had not moved.

She did not approach him.

This was a choice she made without quite deciding, the way you chose a colour sometimes - you reached for it before the deliberate part of your brain weighed in, and by the time it caught up, the brush was already moving. She stayed where she was, a little back and to the side, and she looked at the water because the water was also genuinely worth looking at, and she did not examine what she was doing or why she was doing it.

His name was Finn. Finn Andersen. She knew exactly when she had last seen him and where and what the weather had been doing. She did not know whether he would turn around.

He did turn around.

It was not dramatic - there was nothing in it of the contrived, nothing that would have worked in a different kind of story. He simply turned from the rail to look at the mountains the way you turned in a room to see what was behind you, and his eyes found her, and there was a pause.

The pause lasted one second. Perhaps slightly more.

She had imagined this - if imagine was the word, if it was something she had allowed herself to do deliberately rather than something that had happened to her in the unguarded hours between sleep and waking - and it had always been more theatrical than this. There had always been more to say in the version in her head. But the actual version was only the two of them looking at each other across twenty feet of deck with the Byfjord going past and Bergen receding behind them, and then he said her name.

"Ingrid."

Not *Ingrid?* Not the question mark of uncertain recognition. Just her name, the way you said the name of something you were looking at.

"Finn," she said.

Then: nothing dramatic. He didn't cross the deck. She didn't move toward him. They held the distance for another moment, and she was aware of both of them deciding, independently and separately, to be people who could handle this.

"Hello," she said.

"Hello," he said.

The ferry moved north through the Byfjord. Bergen was gone.
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She thought about going back to her cabin. She thought about this clearly, with the mild logical detachment she applied to problems she did not particularly want to solve: she could go below, she could spend the first morning at sea in her bunk with her sketchbook, she could wait until the first stop at Ålesund before she had to be a normal person in shared space. This was available to her.

She did not go back to her cabin.

She stayed on deck, but she moved - she found a position further aft, away from the bow rail, where the stern offered an unobstructed view of the Byfjord behind them and the mountains arranging themselves in the distance. She got out her sketchbook.

The mountains in this light were doing the thing she needed them to do: the light was flat enough to strip the drama from them and leave only structure, the underlying geology, the way the folds of the terrain ran north to south. She preferred this to the theatrical hour around sunset when the light was operatically orange and everything looked almost embarrassingly beautiful. This grey, filtered, revealing light - this was the light she was here for. She made a fast sketch, proportion only, no detail. Then another. She was working quickly and well and she was completely focused on the mountain shapes and she was also, in some compartment of her mind she was declining to open, aware of exactly where on the deck Finn Andersen was standing.

She didn't look up. She drew the mountains. She drew the line where the water met the lower slopes. She drew the cloud cover, which was not really drawable, and tried anyway, and the trying produced something that might be useful later. The cold was clean and direct, the kind of cold that simplified everything. She could feel it on the backs of her hands where they curved around the sketchbook.

This was why she came on boats, she thought. Not the destination, not the literal journey of it, but this - the cold and the simplicity and the problem of trying to put what she saw down on paper before the light changed.

The particular violet of the mountains in morning light: she would paint that. She would paint the colour that Bergen's mountains went when the cloud cover was moving and the light came through in intervals - it was not the colour anyone expected when they thought about mountains, which was why it was interesting to her. What you expected was green, in Norway. What you got was this violet-grey, this colour that had blue in it but was not blue, that was related to the inside of a mussel shell and to the colour the sky went in the minute before it rained.

She drew.

She made a series of fast, gestural sketches - Bergen receding, the mountains in their flat morning light, the Byfjord narrowing and then widening as the channels changed. She was working in the private sketchbook, the one she used for thinking, which meant the drawings did not need to be good. They needed to be honest. She made marks that were honest about the cold grey of the water and the particular resignation of the mountains in mist. She made marks that were honest about the quality of early-morning September light at this latitude, which was not dramatic and not beautiful in any conventional sense, only extremely specific and therefore interesting.

She did not look at the bow rail.

She had a rule, which she had developed in the years since the first crossing, about not painting things she had not yet metabolised. The rule was practical - she had made paintings too quickly and had them turn out to be about the image rather than the thing, about the surface rather than the information - but it was also, she was aware, a defence. You could not paint what you were not ready to look at. The metabolising took time. It took time to understand what you were seeing before you could see it clearly enough to make something true about it.

She was not ready to look at the bow rail.

She drew the mountains.

She did not think about Finn.

She very deliberately, with considerable effort, did not think about Finn.

After a while, when the Byfjord had widened into the Langenuen and the mountains were settling into their middle-distance composure, she risked a glance at the bow rail.

He was still there. He had not moved significantly - the same forward lean, the same set of the shoulders, watching the coast go past with the same quality of full-body attention she remembered. He had his hands in his pockets. The wind had moved his hair slightly, which was the only sign of any change. He looked, she thought, like a person who was entirely comfortable standing at a rail and watching water, which was not as common a quality as you might think.

She looked back at her sketchbook.

She began a new page.

The Byfjord widened into the Langenuen, the channel between the mainland and the island of Stord, and the mountains on both sides came closer and then receded and the ferry moved through the morning toward Ålesund, and Ingrid drew the shapes of things and mixed their colours in her mind and did not think about the man at the bow rail at all, which was not the same as forgetting he was there.

She was aware of exactly where he was standing. She was aware of the moment, ten minutes later, when he turned from the rail and walked toward the interior door and, before going in, paused for a moment and looked back at her. She knew this without looking up. She felt the moment of his looking the way she felt the quality of light change - not with her eyes but with the back of her neck, the particular sensitivity of someone who had been paying close attention to the same patch of air for a long time.

She kept drawing until she heard the interior door close.

Then she put down her pencil and looked up at the Langenuen and the mountains and the grey morning water, and thought: all right.

All right.

Three days to Tromsø. She had come here to paint the northern light, to make something new, to stop being comfortable. She had come here because the route required it and because the work required it and because some part of her that she had been managing carefully for ten years had apparently decided that managing carefully was finished.

She was on the boat. So was he. They had both said hello.

She opened to a new page and began to draw.

—-
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# Chapter Two: The First Conversation

The briefing papers were about housing supply in the Tromsø metropolitan area and Finn had read the same paragraph seven times.

He put the papers down. He was sitting at the desk in his cabin - cabin 308, which had a porthole that faced west and currently showed him the narrow channel south of Ålesund, the water grey-green and very still under the cloud cover - and he had been sitting at this desk since half past seven with the intention of being productive. This was the kind of intention that usually he was able to honour. He was, professionally, someone who sat with dense material and extracted the relevant parts and thought carefully about what they meant. This was what he did.

He read the paragraph for the eighth time.

*The Tromsø housing market has experienced significant price pressure over the period 2018–2024, with average apartment prices increasing by 34% in real terms while median household incomes in the same period grew by 11%, creating a structural affordability gap that disproportionately affects-*

He closed the folder.

Outside the porthole, the channel between Stord and the mainland was doing something interesting with the light - the cloud cover was higher here than it had been in Bergen, and the light came through in long, low stripes across the water, the kind of light that was characteristic of this latitude in late September when the sun was beginning its southern retreat and the angle of everything became more acute, more particular. He noticed this and then noticed that he was noticing it in specifically visual terms, which was not usually how he thought about light. He noticed that he was thinking about light in visual terms because there was a painter on this ferry.

He knew that too. He had known it since he came up to the bow rail at ten past seven and turned to check the mountains behind Bergen and found Ingrid Larsen standing twenty feet away looking at him.

He had not, in the category of things he was honest with himself about, not known she might be here. She was Bergen-based. He knew she was Bergen-based because he had, in the years since Geneva and then since Oslo, read two interviews she gave to art publications - not sought out, or not deliberately, but encountered; the internet being the kind of place where, if you had once spent a week on a ferry with someone, their name might surface occasionally, and the appropriate response to that surfacing was to read the article briefly and then close the tab - and both interviews had mentioned her Bergen studio and her work on the coastal series. The Hurtigruten ran from Bergen. She was a marine painter. It was not insane to think she might at some point take the Hurtigruten. He had not planned to be on the same sailing. He had been assigned to present a paper at the Tromsø Housing Policy Conference and had thought, when his assistant booked the ferry passage rather than the flight, that the four extra days on the water would give him time to work. He was on the ferry because of the conference. The timing was the timing.

He reopened the briefing folder. He read the paragraph about the affordability gap.

He had given up entirely pretending this was useful and was looking at the porthole when his phone showed eleven forty-five and he went up to lunch.

—-
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The ship's restaurant was on the middle deck, and the lunch queue moved slowly. Finn collected a tray, a bowl of the fish soup that was the obvious order, bread, coffee, and turned to find the room approximately two-thirds full. The German couple with the itinerary were at a window table with what appeared to be a wildlife-spotting guide open between them. The grandmother with the knitting had the seat near the heater.

Ingrid was near the back, with her sketchbook open beside her soup bowl and a smear of something dark - not paint, a drawing medium, conte perhaps - on the side of her right hand.

He crossed the room.

She looked up when he was still four steps away, the way people sometimes could, the peripheral awareness. She said nothing for a moment, which was her way - she had always thought before she spoke, which he had found disarming at twenty-five, when he was still in the phase of filling silences with whatever came to hand.

"Sit," she said. It wasn't a question.

He sat.

The soup was good. The bread was the dense Norwegian kind, full of seeds and slightly sour. The coffee was too strong, as it always was on these boats, and had been sitting in the urn since breakfast. He drank it anyway and was briefly grateful for the bitterness of it, which was something to concentrate on.

"How's the cabin?" he asked.

"Small," she said. "Good. You?"

"Same."

"Fourth deck?"

"Third."

She nodded. They were talking about cabins on a boat, which was perfectly reasonable. The soup was hot. Outside the restaurant's long windows, the channel moved past - they were in the Sletta archipelago now, the scattered islands south of Ålesund, the kind of Norwegian coastal geography that went on for miles and miles without repeating itself, each small island distinct, each cluster of rocks and water different from the last.

"You're here for the conference," she said. Not a question - she had remembered, or worked it out.

"The housing conference. Thursday. You're painting."

"Trying to."

"The coastal series?"

She looked up from her soup. "You read about it."

"I read an interview."

There was a pause. It was not uncomfortable - that was the thing, that was what he was still getting used to, that the familiarity between them had not apparently degraded in ten years. It was as if the ten years had been placed to one side while they were on this boat, not removed, not pretended away, but set aside, the way you moved a canvas that wasn't finished to a corner of the studio while you worked on something else. He knew this metaphor was hers, not naturally his. He was already translating the world into her language.

"I needed something different," she said. "The Bergen work had got comfortable."

"Comfortable is bad?"

"Comfortable is what you do when you're not really looking." She broke a piece of bread. "I've been painting the same beautiful coastline in the same beautiful light for three years. I know how to do it. That's the problem."

He considered this. "Is that not - isn't that the goal? To know how to do it?"

"It's a stage," she said. "It's not the goal."

He thought about his conference paper, the draft of which had been fighting him for six months. "I think I understand that."

"You would," she said, which was not dismissive - it was the opposite, a kind of shorthand agreement, the recognition that they were talking about the same underlying thing from different angles. He had forgotten this about her, how quickly she moved to the underlying thing. Or he had not forgotten it. He had filed it away in the category of things that were not useful to think about, and the category had not, in ten years, been entirely successful in its function.

"How long are you on the boat?" he asked.

"To Tromsø. You?"

"Tromsø." A pause. "So eight days."

"Seven," she said. "Approximately."

"Seven," he agreed.

Outside the window, one of the small islands slid past - a steep rock rising from the water, a few birch trees on its upper slope, a single house with a red roof. The ferry passed so close he could see the house had a dock. Someone had tied a small motorboat to the dock and it knocked gently against the wood as the ferry's wake reached it.

"What's the conference about?" she said.

"Housing in northern Norway. The affordability problem - people who grew up in Tromsø being pushed out of the housing market by the combination of tourism investment and remote-work migration. It's been accelerating since 2020."

"And you're writing about how to fix it."

"Writing about what the mechanisms might be. Whether the fix is at the national policy level or the municipal level or something else." He paused. "It sounds dry when I say it like that."

"It doesn't, actually," she said. "I was going to say - I was going to ask why housing."

He thought about this. He had a version of this answer he gave at conferences, the professional version about systemic inequality and the relationship between place and economic opportunity. This was Ingrid across the soup bowl, and he found he wanted to give her the other version.

"I grew up in Oslo," he said. "In Grünerløkka - it's an inner-east neighborhood, historically working class. When I was a kid, my parents bought a flat there. It was affordable. It was a neighborhood of bakers and printers and teachers. In the twenty years since, it's become-" He stopped. "It's fine. It's lovely, actually. But the bakers and printers can't live there anymore. The teachers can't live there anymore. My parents could not have bought in that neighborhood in 2024 what they bought in 2004. And something was lost in that change, something specific about who gets to be from a place. I think about that."

She had put her bread down and was looking at him in the way she had always looked at him when he said something she was actually hearing - a kind of settled, focused attention, head very slightly tilted.

"That should be in the paper," she said.

"It is," he said. "In the introduction. My editor keeps trying to cut it."

"It shouldn't be cut," she said firmly, and picked up her bread again, and the conversation moved on, and it was - it was fine, it was entirely manageable, the extraordinary ordinariness of it, the way they had fallen immediately into the rhythm of ten years ago without discussing whether this was appropriate.

He noted this. He noted the ease of it, and the layer of attention underneath it that neither of them had acknowledged, and the specific quality of her noticing him say the thing about the Oslo flat he had grown up in. He noted all of it in the methodical, cataloguing way he had, and he stored it, and he went back to his soup.

—-
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After lunch she went up to the deck with her easel. He went back to his cabin.

He read the briefing papers. The paragraph about the affordability gap came into focus, finally, and he read it with full attention and made notes in the margin and identified the three questions his conference paper would need to address. He worked for two hours in a state of reasonable concentration. He was not thinking about Ingrid. He was thinking about the structural relationship between land ownership laws and housing cost. These were different topics.

He worked steadily until three, when the briefing papers reached a natural stopping point and he turned to the draft of the conference paper itself. The opening argument was in reasonable shape. The data section was nearly done. The gap was in the middle - the section that was supposed to move from data to implication, from what the numbers showed to what should be done. He had been trying to write this section for two months. The problem, he thought now, rereading his notes, was that it was asking too much of the numbers. The numbers showed correlation. The implication required a different kind of claim - a claim about what people needed, about what communities were for, about the value of things that couldn't be measured. He had been trying to make the numbers do work they weren't built for.

He typed: *What the data cannot show is-*

He stopped.

He looked at this for a while.

What the data could not show was the baker. What the data could not show was the relationship between a street and the people who had made their lives on it, the accumulated specific knowledge of a neighborhood that lived in the people and not in the buildings. The buildings could be preserved - they had, in Grünerløkka, been largely preserved, the facades maintained, the street plan intact. What had not been preserved was the human infrastructure of the place, the specific density of people who knew each other's names and business and history. You could not zone for that. You could not legislate it. You could only create the conditions in which it was possible and then hope.

He typed: *What the data cannot show is the specific human cost of the belonging question.*

He looked at this. It was not wrong. It was also not the thing he was trying to say. He deleted it.

He closed the laptop and picked up a novel he had not touched since Bergen. He read twelve pages and found they had not fully registered. He read them again. This time he retained the basic plot.

He came up to the deck at four to watch the approach to Ålesund.

She was at the stern rail, easel in front of her, a canvas about twenty centimetres wide propped at an angle he recognised as her working height. She was not painting - she was looking, which was, he had understood at twenty-five, as much a part of the process as the actual application of paint. She could look at a thing for twenty minutes before she touched it. He had found this extraordinary at the time. He still found it extraordinary.

She did not see him come out. He stood at the rail nearby and looked at the Geirangerfjord to the north, which was not visible from here but was somewhere in that direction, and the town of Ålesund beginning to appear on its cluster of islands. Ålesund was famous for its Art Nouveau architecture - it had burned to the ground in 1904 and been rebuilt almost entirely in the style of the moment, all curved lines and organic ornament, so that it stood now as a kind of preserved historical accident, a whole city in a style that lasted twenty years and then moved on.

"The light here is older than it looks," Ingrid said, without turning.

He had not known she was aware of him. He had not made a noise.

"What do you mean?" he said.

"The angle." She raised one hand slightly, not pointing exactly, just indicating the direction of the light coming across the water from the southwest. "In Bergen the light is coastal - it has sea in it, moisture, it's soft. Up here it starts to go more northern. Longer shadows. More - austere." She paused, which with Ingrid meant she was choosing the next word carefully. "It looks like old light. Like the light in Northern European paintings, the Flemish stuff, the kind of light that makes everything look as if it matters enormously."

He thought about this. "That's what physicists call Rayleigh scattering," he said. "The angle of the light at higher latitudes means it travels through more atmosphere, which filters out more of the shorter wavelengths-"

"-and leaves the longer ones," she said. "The reds and the oranges. Yes."

"You know about Rayleigh scattering."

"I paint the sky." She turned then, briefly, a look that was not quite a smile but was close to it. "You're translating again."

"What?"

"You're taking what I said and translating it into your language."

"Is that-" He stopped.

"No," she said, and turned back to the canvas. "It's not bad."

He stayed where he was. She picked up a brush and began making the first marks - fast, loose marks with a medium-sized brush loaded with a thin wash, just establishing the tone and the rough disposition of the forms. He watched her do this and did not speak. The sound of the ferry and the wind and the water settled around them. He was aware that he should probably go back inside. He did not go back inside.

Ålesund grew slowly on the horizon. She painted it. He watched her paint it, and the light was old and the colour of the water between the ferry and the islands was a grey-green he was starting to understand was characteristic of this stretch of coast, and the cold on the deck was the kind of cold that was almost pleasant when you had a good coat, and he stood there until the ferry came into the harbor and the crew made the docking announcement and she capped her brush and reached for a cloth without looking away from the canvas.

"Good stop?" he asked.

"Short








[image: ]
























[image: ]







[image: ]
























[image: ]







[image: ]





















[image: ]



















[image: ]

































[image: ]













[image: ]













[image: ]













































[image: ]

























[image: ]














[image: ]
























[image: ]









[image: ]


























[image: ]















[image: ]





























[image: ]

















[image: ]






















[image: ]
















[image: ]


















[image: ]































[image: ]





























[image: ]







[image: ]





















[image: ]






















































[image: ]
















[image: ]





































[image: ]































[image: ]











































[image: ]












[image: ]



















































[image: ]














































































[image: ]





















[image: ]




















[image: ]




























[image: ]

























[image: ]





















[image: ]














[image: ]
















[image: ]












[image: ]



























































[image: ]

























[image: ]






[image: ]














[image: ]









[image: ]















[image: ]









































































[image: ]


















[image: ]


























[image: ]



























[image: ]













[image: ]



































[image: ]






















[image: ]




























































[image: ]



















































[image: ]
























[image: ]




























































[image: ]
















[image: ]

















[image: ]

























[image: ]




























[image: ]






























[image: ]
































































[image: ]






















































[image: ]

















[image: ]






















[image: ]






















[image: ]





















































[image: ]


















[image: ]









[image: ]

















[image: ]











[image: ]





































[image: ]












































[image: ]




















[image: ]


























[image: ]












[image: ]


































[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png
i

ROSEBRIDGE
PRESS





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





