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4s long as the harbor
remained icebound Olav
was safe ... but when the
ice would melt and the
‘“‘m‘obreahup,
the secret beneath the sea
would return to haunt him

STIEY

8y HAL ELLSON

HE MORNING was like a dream. Most of-the harbor

and all its ships were frozen in. Fifteen years had
passed since this had last happened, and in the early light
everything appeared strange and unnaturaily quiet. Nothing
moved, nothing at all, no tug, no barge, no ship. No hint of
thcndc either, but somewhere deep under the ice, Olav
knew it was there, stirring, yet he didn’t feel it, and gave
no sign of itself. Nowawulappodaroundpdu,nochannd
bells tolled, no gongs rang, no tugs hooted. The slips
mwhdlyfromn,bargesmppedmdbe!dmouml&um
the ice, lighters with their booms angled—and most odd—
barges caught in the bay itself, left stranded where the
tugs had given up in the struggle to bring them in. Nothing
seemed real that moming to Olay.

He lay on his bunk with his hands clasped behind his
head. Nothing would be doing. It would be like yesterday,
too quiet, and he'd have time to think. He didn’t want
that. Thinking meant Anna, and he’d finished with her.

How did I let it go on so long? he wondered and caught
himself, shook his head to clear his mind, got up from the
bunk, went to a window and was struck by the scene.
Ordinarily, everything was fluid, changing minute by minute,
but now the frozen harbor appeared strange and the ice
looked even whiter than yesterday. Watchmg,hcuw
two ‘men far up the slip crossing the ice, and gulls flying
!ownotghdmgmelybuthungﬂymmhingfotfood
their flight erratic, their cries too sharp and filled with
melancholy.

‘Those same cries sent him from the window. He sat
down near the fire, rolled a cigarette, but the gulls stayed in
his mind. He was aware of their cries, the beat of their
wings as they passed overhead. As for the cigarette, it wasn't
enough and had no taste.

Getting up again, he found an old magazine and thumbed
through it, but that couldn’t hold him, either. The bottle
came next. He took it out from under his bunk, had a
drink and found no satisfaction in that, for he didn’t want
to drink. He didn’t know what he wanted.

_ There’s nothing to do here. I'll go ashore, he thought,
but as he started to pull (Continued on page 58)
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his heavy coat on, he realized he didn’t
know where to go. He put his coat away
and felt 2 hollowness inside himself like
a wound-and the ess outside—in
spite of the gulls. For their cries were
else and didn’t come
etness,
Goingb. to his bunk, he lay down,
his face crushing p;lldw, lin
hunseif for he mted to blot out eve
with darkness, as if that wo d
h:l& For a while it did, but scon the
began to fill with light, and nothing
cmzld stop his thoughts.
. in thm'l‘!hey footsteps without bei
ieving em, were 1o more real
than an else that morning. Even
after he hi the knock on the , he
lay there with his face in the pillow, then,
, turned his head, h & sec-
(md He pulled hlmself up and
said, “Come in.”
Another barge captain entered the
e Foced Gpuneg' i ‘:;“',;‘L‘;“ 4
man. o es,
m dmm near the fire and szaid, “It’s

nod : ‘outside today, no‘,dﬂln? It's
£ you, 100, I couldn’t on
my boat. Yu, don"t e
this’ before.

m‘;’l‘he first time in fifteen years,” Olav

Gunnar leaned back i m hu chair. Both
men fell silent. Wood in the stove crac
kled and popped chee:iully, and Gun-
nar’s eyes went round the cabin, Finally
they came to rest on Olav who was star-
ing at the wall before him. Gunnar wait-
ed, then said, “And where is she?”

*Where is who?”

“Who? You know who I mean.”

“Oh.” Olav’s face didnt change
pression. “She’s not here any more”

“Not aboard?” Gunnar laughed.

“Something happened?”
“Nothmg luppened I just-got rid of

“So what did you do? Throw her

overboard?”
Olav'u eyes flashed. “Take it easy with
that talk,” he said, and Gunnar stopped

“Whats wrong with you?” he answer-
ed. “Hell, 1 know you dont push no-

the lhuillkeenedond v listened
mournful cries. For

though, they didn't exist. He took out
his pipe, and lit it, then looked at
Olay min.

“But it's boen done in the harbor

y over-

“Well, that's
belong. But, you know, she wasa’t so
bad-looking, I mean the one you had.
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Where did you pick her up?”

Olav didn't answer. He stared toward
the window, and Gunnar studied him.
After a while he said, “What did you
do, have s ﬁght with her, or did she
try to roll you?”

“] just got tired of her, that's all.
You always get tired of that kind. They

d don't care anyhow, as long as they've

had s cabin to stay in for a while”
“l know.”

Gunnar nodded, and both were quiet
again, aware of the warmth in the ubm
and the cold outnde. As for the silen
it came omly in moailenktn, fgr, geer c(:’,
over again, it was broken by gulls
whose cries voiced all the loneliness and

hunger of the world. There were more
of B now, haunting the abp, tbeu'
swi

dmu sweepm
Finall eg his eyes, “You
were wi that nne x long time, Olav .

How lonsml

gged “I don’t. remember.”
. “But she must have had something
while she had it. No, Olav?”

“No more than the next one. They're
all the same, everyone of them. Give
them a place to eat, something to drink,
and what the hell”

“Ha, you got s nice scratch on your
lund Is that how she kissed you good-

Ohv looked at his right hand and
covered it with his left. “I got that when
I fell a couple of nights * he wd
md, looking up again, uw.(g:nw
ing.

“You got it on the face, too, some nice
long scratches, Well, that's the way
they claw you, theta women. They’re
like cats, no, Olay?”

av flushed and looked away.

“Ah, I know,” Guanar chuckled. “How
many times the same thing happened to
me. Some of them are tigers when
they’re drunk. You can’t tell me about
them, Olav.”

“There was no ﬁght. 1 got tired of her
and told her to go.”

Gunnar smiled. There'd been a fight.
He was centain of that. Olav stood up
now, went to the stove and looked at the
scratches on his hand, his back turned
to Gunnar. When he didn’t speak or turn
round again, Gunnar understood, He
wasn’t wanted, and he stood up.

“I think I'll go ashore,” he md

" “Nothing’ll be doing todq, and | cant

get aboard my boat.”

Olav didn’t bother to answer. He went
btcktohubunk,utdnwnmdhennto
roll ‘a cigarette. Gunnar watched him,
then went to the door.

*I'l see you tomorrow, Olav,” he said

there.

Olav nedded without looking up. The
door opened and closed. Footsteps sound-
ed on deck and died away. Olav finished
rolling the cigarette, put it in his mouth,
then raised his eyes and stared at the
door. Finally he lit the cigarette, then

stared at the acratches on his hand.
Overhud a gull screamed, but its cry

seemed remote and when Olav got up
and looked out the window at the ice
bound harbor, nothing was moving,

ship, no tug, no barge.

FOUR DAYS later Olav’s barge was atill in
the same slip, but now the sun shone and
the sky was blue and cloudless. With &
soft warm wind blowing from the east,
nmalmmhkeaspnn day, and
water dripped from the pier-sheds; every-
where ice was melting, the tides and the
warmth of the sun ﬁxving broken the
solid mass in the harbor.

Olav lay in his bunk. He'd slept

through the moming and now was star-
ing across the cdbin, listening. From out
of nowhere, he’d uush! the sound, as if
someone were whi spering. He tried to
make it out, couldn’t, and lay still, lis-
temn

Then he knew. The ice was breakin,
up, the harbor coming to life. He coul
feel it, hear the old familiar sounds. But
most of sll he sensed the change. It was
in the air and everywhere about him.

Getting up, he went to the doorway
and saw a grey ice-breaker enter the
slip. Moving slowly, the ice parted at its
bow and huge slabs heaved and broke.
The ice-breaker went deep into the slip,
turned, started out again, moving faster
now, ripping through the ice and leaving
open water in its wake.

Olav stepped out on deck and felt the
living warmth of the sun touch him im.
mediately. In the hubor, s ship moved
down the “stream,” _tugs were working.
One was just entering the slip. Every-
thing had changed. It was the same
harbor once more, but he heard the
whispering sound again and looked down
at the ice, Great sla wereonthcmove,
for the tide was coming in. The whisper-
ing came from the moving floes.

isturbed, Olay went into the cabin
and stretched out on his bunk. With the
harbor clearing, he new he'd be towing
soon, and that was what he wanted—to
get as far away from this place as pos-
sible and never come back

It’s a hard luck place, he thwght and
closed his ‘eyes, but he couldn’t nleep.

Sleep was impossible, for the ice in
the slip was still moving and he heard
that tcmble wluspenng sound it made.
It was almost h

Hedxdn’thearthevimnall.m
man walked too quietly. Still, he sensed
someone near, opened his eyes and saw
a man standing in the open doorway.
For a moment, he didn’t recognize him,
tben” he sat up and said, “Hello, Mag-
nus,

Magnus nodded and came into the
cabm. A stout, middle-aged man with a

oustache and serious face, he sat
down mmy, looked around the cabin and
then at Olav,

l:lt's almost like spring out. No?" said

\ &

“Yes, the wind’s from the East, and
theweu breaking up. I guess we’ll have
rain.”

“Yes, it will rain.”

“The floes are moving, too. When the
tidemrns,thewewﬂi&atomwm;&
few more days and you won’t see a piece
in the harbor.



Olay nodded and stared through the
open doorway at the golden light outside.

verytlu‘ng seemed warm and alive, but
it wasn’t like that in the cabin.

Too dark in here, Olav thought, and
Maﬁus coughed, cleared his throat.

“The harbor's dirty now, but when the
tide takes the ice out il carry every.
thing with it and be clean again.”

Olav nodded, stood up and went to
the doorway. “I'm light,” he said, star-
ing across the harbor. “I'll be towing out
of this place and I'm not sorry.”

Magnus shru . “So isn't the har-
bor the same wherever you go?” .

“Sure, but I don’t like this place. I
never did.”

“There are worse places,” said Mag-
nus, blinking and watching Olav.

Olav didn’t reply. He was still staring
at the harbor where the ice drifted in
great floes,

Magnus picked at the callous on his
thumb and laughed. Then said slowly,
as if speaking to himself, “Yes, in this
weather the harbor cleans itself. Every-
thingll go out with the ice, all the dirt
. .. even the dead. . . .”

Olav turned round suddenly, but Mag-
nus was still picking his callous and
didn’t Jook up, “Early this mmmi over
in the other slip,” he went on, “1 saw
them take a man out of the water, a cop.
He'd been in the ice a long time, I
think. .. .”

Olav stared at Magnus, took & deep
breath and walked scross the cabin, “A
cop?” he said from the other side of the

i,

“Yes, a cop, and he didnt fall in ac-
cidentally. A longshoreman’s hook was
still in his bead when they pulled him
ugx. Not that that's anythin, %new around
the waterfront, but just after bhreakfast
it was something to see.”

Olav sat down and put his hands on
his knees, “No, that’s nothing new,” he
said slowly.

And Magnus leht off picking his eal-
lous, He looked up at Olav. “l had my
trouble with wmetbing like that one
time, With a woman,” he said and
paused, still watching Olav.

Olav stared at him, waited for him to
&o on.

“When something like that happens
and you're mixed up in it,” Ma’rpgeus con-
tinued, “you're in real trouble, police
ask questions, you know. They ask @
ot of questions and it's better 1o have
the right answers.”

Still looking at Olay, Magnus smiled.
Olav said nothing. He didn’t want to
hear any more. us was deliberately
taunting him, trying to get at something.

“Well, they figured they had me that
time,” Magnus continged, “but I had the
right answers. Suppose, though, that I
didn’t? They'd have fried me. Yes, that
was s bhad thing, so from that time on |
bring no more women on my boat. 1 keep
it like that 100, No women. A woman is
slways trouble, always. But that was a
long time ago and I was younger than
I am now. Maybe, if T was still young,
I'd think different. Say if | was voung
like you, Olav.”

Olav tried to smile, and said, “You
;xevar told me anything about this be-
m‘"

“Ch, yes, I was a young fellow, too,
and not for nothing. Always in trouble
because 1 drink too much then. Now?”
Magnus shrugged. “Well, I drink too
much but it doesn’t matter because
nothing happens, Still, P'm careful since
that time.”

Olay nodded, watching Magnus as he
tapped his knee and continued: “That
time they could have fried me. I was
right in the pan for a bit.”

“And how did you get out?”

“Oh, 1 got out all right, but it was too
tight. Once you're in, it’s not so easy to
get out, even if it’s s0 easy to get in.”
Magnus shrugged. “I had & woman on my
boat. Just 3 woman, you know. Today 1
don’t even remember her name. You
know how you pick them up all the time
and bring them on board? Well, she was
just another one, Pretty, too, and young.
'I‘h;‘n she bem:g:ﬁd I towed !ont,"

agnus again. “l figured
she picked up somebody else she liked
better. Well, a couple of days later the
police picked me up and started asking
questions. I knew right away what hap-
pened then, Th:{d pulled her out of the
harhor, Maybe she took a fall. Or maybe
she threw herself in. That's what I al-
ways figured, because she was an odd
ane. ,

“Anyway, they started azking me ques-
tions fast. They wanted to know where
I picked her out, how long she'd been
with me, when I saw her last and all
that. I had to have the right answers or
they’d fry me. I don’t know how they
picked me up, Who knows? Maybe some

captain ogmed his big mouth.
Anyway, I guess I had the right answers
use they let me be and I never
anything more about it.” Magnus smiled
and. looked at Olav. “Since that time I'm
smart and bring no more crazy women
on my boat.”

Olav nodded. Magnus watched him,
the smile faint but wtill on his face.
Finally he said, “But I don't see Anna
here today.”

‘ishe!! mc‘”

“I know.”

“You know?” Who told you?”

“Gunnar. I saw him yesterday.”

“That's all Gunnar has to talk about?"

“Well .. ”

“It's none of his business.”

“1 know.gu_x iifdﬂshg fall overboard?”
Magnus said jokingly,

“No, I got tired of her and told her to
go,” Olav answered, staring out the door-
way.

“Then you didn’t push her over?”

Olav felt his skin prickle at the ques-
tion and locked up angrily. Magnus was
smiling at him. “Well, maybe 1 did.” he
B B v &

“Hf you put plenty of wej on the

know.”

3 ever .
“That’s right. Plenty of weights,” Olav
said, suddenly laughing.

MAGNUS stood up now, went to the door
and looked outside. “Sometimes-a body
comes up anyhow,” he said seriously.
“It's a funny thing, ne?” .
Olav dide’t reply. An odd sound, like
a scratching against the side of his
barge, drew his attention and stopped
his laughter. Magnus heard it, too, and



4?”93:? asked h-.

@jﬂ up, went to the
Mi sad Md out at the ice. “Yes,
ing out to sea.” he said as if to

Magnas predict, Shng 11 probanly
X cted. il probably
rain before dark™

Olay nodded. Magnus stepped from
the eabin. “I'll drop in again,” he said
and walked across the dech.

As soon as he dxd the scratching sound
started up again, for the ice, was
B i L T
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shadow was present

f°m°d' T th idweniu

images, all the fri ‘

tried to forget. Anna was there in ﬁ&

water. Her nails were m;kmz that .

She hadn’t drowned, wasa't dead. T
was still time to save her.

“Aam!” he shouted and he ran for the
door, burst out on deck and slip
W, then plunged fonurd
wiw His head struck a huge slab
e&ice‘ud the cry he uttered went un-
heard, The of his body caused the
siah urn. He rolled into the frigid
water &uppeared The slab righted
Hinelf continued to move seaward
rest and the scratching sound
: .m -]
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