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            Preface

         
   
         Freedom tasted good. To Long Ómar Magnússon freedom tasted of hot dogs with ketchup and onions and washed down with a cold can of malt. He thrust out long legs beneath the café’s plastic table and belched luxuriously. A woman with a brood of children at the next table turned her head and frowned, but he met her stare and she thought better of saying anything.

         ‘Where are we going now, Ommi?’ asked the tubby girl at his side.

         ‘Town. Your place.’

         ‘We can’t go there,’ she wailed. ‘Mum’ll go mad if she sees you. She knows you’re not out for another year.’

         ‘Good behaviour, Selma. Tell her I’ve been a good boy and now I need some fun.’

         He drained the can of malt and stood up, shaking his legs. ‘Come on. There’s stuff to do.’

         Selma hauled herself to her feet and trotted towards the door with Ommi towering beside her. As she squealed in surprise, the woman with the brood of children again turned her head in irritation, in time to see a broad hand stretched down to cup a buttock, half under Selma’s short skirt. The woman opened her mouth to speak, but before she had decided what to say, the pair had gone, with Selma’s squeaks receding into the distance. 
         

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            1
 
            Thursday 11th

         
 
         ‘Laufey!’ Gunna called for the second time. ‘Laufey Oddbjörg Ragnarsdóttir! School!’
 
         She brushed her teeth hurriedly and examined herself critically in the mirror. Time for a haircut, she thought. Good teeth, strong nose, thick eyebrows … Cupping a hand to lift a mouthful of water, she swirled and spat as Laufey appeared in the mirror behind her.
 
         ‘Finished, sweetheart. All yours.’
 
         Laufey nodded blearily and said nothing.
 
         Gunna switched on the radio and waited for the kettle to boil while Channel 2’s morning talk show chattered in the background. Laufey shambled back to her room and shut the door behind her.
 
         ‘If she’s gone back to bed …’ Gunna muttered.
 
         The kettle steamed itself to a climax and clicked off as Gunna poured cereal into a bowl.
 
         ‘Laufey!’ she called again. The bedroom door opened and Laufey appeared, dressed and holding her school bag. ‘You’ll have to be a bit smarter getting up if you’re going to college in Keflavík next year.’
 
         ‘Reykjanesbær, Mum. You shouldn’t call it Keflavík any more.’
 
         ‘Keflagrad they call it at the station, there’s so many foreigners there now.’
 
         ‘Mum, that’s a bit racist, isn’t it?’
 
         Gunna sighed. ‘Maybe, but it’s too early in the morning to argue about it. D’you want some breakfast? There’s cereal or skyr.’
         
 
         Suddenly the radio caught her attention and she turned the volume up quickly.
 
         ‘A prisoner who absconded recently from Kvíabryggja open prison is still at large and is reported to have been seen in the Reykjavík area. Police have issued a description of Ómar Magnússon, thirty-six years old. He’s one-ninety-nine in height, heavily built, with medium-length brown hair. He has heavily tattooed forearms and was last seen dressed in jeans and a dark jacket. People are warned not to approach him, but to report any sighting to the police on …’
         
 
         Gunna spun the volume dial down to zero.
 
         ‘Friend of yours, Mum?’ Laufey asked slyly.
 
         ‘Yup, most definitely one of mine right now. Actually, he’s from here.’
 
         ‘A criminal from Hvalvík? Really?’
 
         ‘He left Hvalvík before we moved here. Come on, I’ve got to go in ten minutes if you want a lift.’
 
         Laufey yawned. ‘It’s all right. I’ll walk.’
 
         ‘It’s raining,’ Gunna warned.
 
         ‘S’all right. I’m meeting Finnur and we’ll walk together.’
 
         ‘Fair enough. I should be back at five, unless something crops up. I’ll let you know.’
 
         ‘I might not go to college in Keflavík,’ Laufey said suddenly.
 
         ‘What?’ Gunna said, startled.
 
         ‘I might go to Hafnarfjördur instead. Their psychology department is better. If you’re driving every day now, you could give me a lift in the mornings, couldn’t you?’
 
         Gunna thought for a moment of how early they would need to leave every morning to take Laufey to Hafnarfjördur and still get herself to work on time.
 
         ‘Psychology? I thought you wanted to do business studies?’
 
         Laufey frowned. ‘Business studies is so 2007, just not cool any more.’
 
         ‘We’ll see, sweetheart. We can talk it over tonight. See you later,’ Gunna said, sweeping up car keys and her mobile phone.
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘Yah, Diddi. Remember this face, do you?’
 
         A look of alarm spread rapidly across the young man’s heavy features.
 
         ‘Hey, Ommi. Good to see you,’ he said, his voice hollow. ‘Didn’t know you were out yet.’
 
         ‘I’m not. Not officially,’ Ommi leered, dropping a long arm heavily across Diddi’s shoulders and sauntering with him along the deserted street.
         
 
         ‘What? Did a runner? So it’s you they’re looking for, is it? Brilliant!’
 
         ‘Yeah. Where d’you live now, Diddi?’
 
         ‘Just round there. Not far.’
 
         ‘Yeah, Diddi, but where?’
 
         Diddi quailed and blanched. ‘Just up the road.’
 
         Ommi used the hand draped across Diddi’s shoulders to haul him round in a half-circle, slamming him face-first against a raw grey concrete wall, a fist planted squarely over his kidneys. Diddi wanted to yell for help, but knowing that nothing would be forthcoming in a neighbourhood where people avoided involving themselves in other folk’s problems, he steeled himself to stay quiet.
 
         ‘What’s the matter, Ommi?’ he warbled.
 
         Ommi leaned close. ‘Diddi, you let us down. You owe.’
 
         ‘Wha-what’s that, Ommi?’
 
         ‘You know.’
 
         With one hand Ommi gripped a handful of greasy hair, swinging with the other to land a smack to the side of Diddi’s head that raised a whimper and left his victim in a daze. Ommi loved the satisfying smack of fist on flesh, the rush of adrenalin, the flush of power. He’d missed this in prison.
 
         ‘You know,’ he repeated. ‘You owe. Soon you’ll have to pay up. All debts will be honoured in full. Understood?’
 
         Diddi nodded. Blood was starting to seep from his right ear on to the shoulder of his denim jacket, and his head was buzzing. ‘Yeah, I get it, whatever.’
 
         ‘Hope so. You haven’t seen me. Don’t know where I am.’
 
         ‘I didn’t do it, Ommi.’
 
         ‘That’s what you say,’ Ommi hissed, delivering a punch to the kidneys that left Diddi unable to stand on his own feet.
 
         The whole thing had taken no longer than a minute, and already Ommi was nowhere to be seen. Cross-eyed with pain, Diddi wondered if Long Ómar Magnússon had really appeared and beaten him up in the broad light of morning. The ringing in his ears and the taste of bile convinced him that it had been all too real, as he threw up messily across the pavement. Across the street, an overcoated gentleman in a peaked cap kept his eyes to the front and his chin high, making sure that he saw nothing.
         
 
         
             

         
 
         The address was only a few hundred metres from the police station at Hverfisgata and Gunna decided to go on foot. She strode through the encroaching darkness of the windy afternoon with Helgi loping at her side. There was already a patrol car and an ambulance outside with lights flashing as they arrived at the stairwell of the block of modern flats and found a young officer fending off interested people claiming to live there.
 
         ‘Crime scene. No admittance,’ he announced as they pushed through.
 
         ‘Serious Crime Unit,’ Gunna growled, watching the young man take a step back.
 
         ‘Straight up. Fourth floor. The lift’s not working,’ he said.
 
         Helgi eyed the stairs. ‘Four flights?’
 
         The young man nodded.
 
         ‘Oh well.’
 
         Helgi set off up the steps with Gunna taking them two at a time behind him. As they reached the open door of the flat, he was breathing hard.
 
         ‘This must be it?’ he gasped, battling to keep the fight for air under control.
 
         ‘You want to pack in smoking, Helgi,’ Gunna admonished, stepping past him.
 
         Another young officer stood at the door, this time one who recognized Gunna and stood aside to let them in.
 
         ‘It’s not a pleasant sight,’ he said dourly as Gunna snapped on surgical gloves and handed a pair to Helgi. She bent to pull covers over her shoes and again handed a second pair to Helgi as he fiddled with the gloves.
 
         In the corridor, a young woman in police uniform, her face pale as the apartment’s ivory walls, stepped back from the kitchen door to let Gunna and Helgi through to where a paramedic hunched low with his back to them. Gunna went carefully around him and Helgi stayed in the doorway.
 
         ‘Are you all right, sweetheart?’ he muttered to the young policewoman, who merely nodded back, eyes fixed on the paramedic.
         
 
         ‘Dead, I suppose?’ Gunna asked, crouching next to the man in his green overalls as she surveyed the scene.
 
         ‘Well there’s not much reason for us to be here, if that’s what you mean,’ he replied shortly.
 
         The body of a woman lay on the chequered tiles, arms splayed in front and legs crossed awkwardly. A mass of fair hair spread around her and a pool of dark blood had seeped over the floor.
 
         ‘Touched anything?’ Gunna asked the paramedic.
 
         ‘Checked for pulse, that’s it. Nothing’s been moved.’
 
         ‘Good man. Not a chance that she fell and banged her head, I suppose?’
 
         ‘Not a hope,’ the paramedic volunteered cheerfully. ‘Blunt instrument, this one.’
         
 
         Gunna looked up at the faces in the doorway. ‘Helgi, would you get everyone out and bring the technical boys in here right away? This one definitely needs to be sealed up and gone over before we do any snooping ourselves. Do we have any identification?’
 
         Helgi and the paramedic both stared back at her.
 
         ‘You mean you don’t recognize her?’ the paramedic asked.
 
         Gunna took in thewoman’s long, ample figure, dressed only in tracksuit bottoms and a white singlet. The taut skin emerging from the sleeveless top was tanned to the point she would have described as being crispy.
 
         ‘Something about her rings a bell, but I couldn’t say,’ she admitted finally.
 
         ‘That’s Svana Geirs, that is. Was,’ the paramedic said with a mournful shake of his head.
 
         ‘Ah, in that case you’d better make sure we don’t get any intrusion from the gentlemen of the press. And not a word, all right?’
 
         ‘Of course.’
 
         The paramedic stood up and stretched. Gunna looked at the woman’s face, half obscured by waves of hair. The skin at the corners of the wide-open green eyes looked stretched, parchment-like, in a way Gunna felt would have been more usual in someone past retirement age. The abundant blonde hair was coarse and thick, and she wondered if its natural colour had been seen in the last twenty years. She tried to estimate Svana Geirs’s age and put it at around thirty-five.
 
         ‘We’d better get ourselves out and leave the place to the technical team. Are you off?’ she asked the yawning paramedic.
         
 
         ‘As soon as the doc gets here to declare mortality,’ he replied, stepping back and carefully not touching walls or worktops.
 
         ‘So, is this your first celebrity?’
 
         ‘Sort of. I had a city councillor once. Heart attack jogging on the beach at Nautholtsvík. Stone dead by the time we got there. Shame about Svana, though,’ he sighed. ‘I used to have a poster of her on my wall when I was a student.’
 
         
             

         
 
         Gunna and Helgi left the technical team swarming over the flat and met on the first-floor landing to compare notes. As many uniformed officers as could be found had already been dispatched to scour the area for anything that could be a murder weapon, and to start the long process of knocking on doors.
 
         ‘Tell me about Svana Geirs, then,’ she demanded. ‘The name’s familiar, but that’s it.’
 
         ‘Well we’ll have to do a bit of digging. I suppose she was one of those people who are famous for being famous, if you know what I mean.’
 
         ‘You mean she didn’t actually do anything?’
 
         ‘She was on telly for a while with a fitness show on Channel 2. My first missus used to watch it, so that has to be five years ago at least, doing these daft exercises in front of the box. Never did her any good. The show was less about keeping fit than Svana’s tits bouncing up and down in a tight top. That’s about it. She sort of disappeared from view after that, but she still pops up in the gossip mags.’
 
         ‘All right. So who wants to knock off a failed TV presenter? There was some real force behind it, and that was a single blow as far as I could see,’ Gunna said. She would dearly have liked a cigarette, but a promise is a promise, and Laufey would know the second she walked in that Mum had been cheating.
 
         ‘Time of death?’ Helgi asked.
 
         ‘Don’t know. Miss Cruz will give us an accurate idea later. It’s getting on for six now, so I reckon this afternoon sometime. She was still warm when we got here.’
 
         The police’s only forensic pathologist was on long-term leave and the post had been covered by a series of replacements recruited from overseas. The latest was a woman from Spain with a double-barrelled surname who had replaced a tall Irishman and had instantly been christened Miss Cruz by her new colleagues.
         
 
         ‘Who raised the alarm?’ Gunna continued.
 
         ‘The cleaner. Found the lift wasn’t working, climbed the stairs and saw the front door was open.’
 
         ‘Open? So whoever did this was out pretty quick without waiting to cover their tracks,’ Gunna said. ‘Did you check the lift?’
 
         ‘Jammed between the third and fourth floors. Been like that for a week, the maintenance man says.’
 
         ‘Top flat. Nobody comes up here without a reason. What about next door?’
 
         ‘Nobody home. No sign of life.’ Helgi frowned and rolled his shoulders as if they ached. ‘Well, whoever lives there is going to get a bit of a shock when he comes home from work. How do you want to organize this, Gunna?’
 
         For a moment she wondered why he was asking her. Being in charge of a new investigation unit was a change that would take some getting used to after the years running the police station in rural Hvalvík, where weeks could pass with nothing more serious than a stolen bicycle. The offer of promotion and the shift to the Reykjavík city force had come as a surprise, and working as part of a larger set-up was already taking some getting used to. Although she had lived there in the past and knew the city intimately, Gunna felt vaguely uncomfortable in Reykjavík. Much had changed during the years she had taken it easy in her coastal backwater. The city’s pace of life had accelerated steadily for years until the crisis that saw the banks nationalized and the country plunged into a recession stopped progress dead in its tracks.
 
         She had moved into the Serious Crime Unit’s new office as the protests outside Parliament were becoming steadily angrier, watching her uniformed colleagues disconcerted at the public fury they were on the receiving end of at demonstrations every weekend, while many of them felt a secret sympathy with the protesters and their impotent rage.
 
         Gunna had flatly refused to move house from Hvalvík, and the forty-minute drive was proving a challenge in the mornings, but the journey home had become an oasis of valuable thinking time.
 
         ‘Gunna?’ Helgi asked again.
         
 
         ‘Æi, sorry. Thinking hard for a moment. If you try and figure out what the lady’s movements were over the last couple of days, I’ll tackle the next of kin.’
         
 
         ‘Fine by me. I’m still looking for Long Ommi as a priority as well, you know?’
 
         ‘Fair enough. Eiríkur should be here in half an hour and you’d better fill him in on all this so he can collect everything that comes in from the knocking on doors. I’m sure the lad will have some kind of theory he read in a book that’ll boil down to ordinary common sense. Pathology will tell us what they can, but I reckon we’ve seen it already. Blunt instrument to the head, single blow aimed to kill.’
 
         ‘Any ideas?’ Helgi asked hopefully.
 
         ‘I was about to ask you that,’ Gunna sighed. ‘On the surface, it looks straightforward enough. When someone’s killed like this, it’s either a junkie who doesn’t know what he’s doing, or it’s money or anger. Svana Geirs must have pissed someone off, or else she’d ripped someone off.’
 
         ‘Jealousy?’
 
         ‘Certainly a possibility. You’d better find out who she was shagging, in that case. I can’t imagine she lived like a nun. It’d be handy to know what she did for a living. I doubt somehow that a flat like this comes cheap.’
 
         ‘I’ll see what I can dig out by the morning. Be in early, will you?’ Helgi asked.
 
         ‘Nope. Bjössi in Keflavík asked me to stop by the hospital there and look in on someone in the morning, a friend of your chum Long Ommi, as it happens.’
 
         ‘All right. Give him my regards, will you? Bjössi, that is, not anyone who might be a friend of Long Ommi’s.’

      

      
    

  
    
      
         
         
 
         
            2
 
            Friday 12th

         
 
         A network of lines fanned out from the corners of the nurse’s eyes.
 
         Working too hard, Gunna thought.
 
         ‘This way, please,’ the nurse said quietly, her gaze flickering back and forth.
 
         ‘How is he?’
 
         ‘Not great. But he’ll live.’
 
         ‘Can he speak?’
 
         ‘Not easily.’
 
         She thrust open heavy double doors, strode along an echoing corridor and gently pushed aside a door that was already ajar.
 
         ‘Óskar? There’s someone to see you.’
 
         The man lay back in bed, a wild tangle of black hair against the white pillow and fury in his eyes.
 
         ‘Good morning, Óskar,’ Gunna said with as much warmth as she could muster at the sight of the man’s lower jaw swathed in bandages. She tried not to imagine the splintered bones underneath, in addition to the split lip, puffed black eyes and the livid bruise colouring one cheekbone.
 
         ‘Can I leave you to it?’ the nurse asked. ‘We’re short-staffed today.’
 
         ‘Of course. Thanks. I’ll come and find you when I’m finished,’ Gunna said, looking sideways at the patient as if he were a naughty schoolboy.
 
         The nurse nodded and padded silently away. Gunna sat at the bedside and opened her folder. She took her time to read the notes, while the bed’s occupant looked at her stonily through his bruises.
 
         ‘Right, then. Óskar Óskarsson, isn’t it? Your mates call you Skari?’ she asked without waiting for a reply. ‘You know who I am?’
         
 
         ‘A cop,’ he mumbled with difficulty, his voice a hoarse baritone.
 
         ‘Ah, so you can talk. That’s good. Just so you know, I’m Gunnhildur Gísladóttir. Until a few weeks ago I was the station sergeant at Hvalvík, and now I’m with the Serious Crime Unit. Your file has stopped with us. So, now then. What can you tell me?’
 
         Gunna scanned the notes as Óskar glared truculently at her.
 
         ‘Your legal address is Sundstræti 29, Hvalvík. Full name, Óskar Pétur Óskarsson, married to Erla Smáradóttir. Three children.’
 
         ‘Five.’
 
         ‘Five?’
 
         ‘Erla got two already.’
 
         ‘Fromwhat I’ve been told, you turned up atCasualty in a right old state and declined to explain how you managed to get in this condition. So you’d better tellmewhat happened, and don’t say you fell down the stairs.’
 
         ‘Pissed. Argument,’ Óskar muttered sourly.
 
         ‘Argument? Who with?’
 
         ‘Bloke.’
 
         ‘Who? Where?’
 
         ‘Keflavík.’
 
         ‘Who was this person?’
 
         ‘Dunno,’ Óskar replied slowly. ‘Big bloke. Polish.’
 
         ‘Ah, so what were you arguing about?’
 
         ‘Can’t remember. Pissed.’
 
         Gunna scanned the notes in her file. ‘It doesn’t mention intoxication when you arrived at Casualty, only hypothermia.’
 
         ‘Pissed,’ Óskar replied firmly.
 
         ‘No. You weren’t pissed. What was this about? If we’ve got someone on the loose beating people up with this kind of savagery, then we need to find them as soon as possible. Skari, you’re lucky to be alive. You could have been dead of exposure.’
 
         Óskar’s eyes focused on the wall behind her, and Gunna recognized the determination in them. This would be a battle, and the whole story would probably never come out.
 
         ‘Heard from Long Ommi recently, have you?’ she asked, throwing out the question without expecting a reply as there was a tap at the door.
 
         ‘Are you finished yet?’ asked the nurse. ‘I can’t leave you too long. He’ll tire quickly.’
         
 
         ‘It’s all right. I’m finished,’ Gunna said, looking at Óskar and noticing the sudden panic in his bruised face. ‘But I’ll be back. If you’ve a minute, I could do with a word.’
 
         The nurse nodded. ‘I’ll be at reception.’
 
         ‘I might as well come with you,’ Gunna said, rising to her feet and slotting her notes under one arm. ‘See you soon, Skari. Look after yourself.’
 
         The injured man looked balefully back but said nothing. He fumbled with his uninjured hand for the remote control and his eyes glazed as the TV blared into life.
 
         By the reception desk, Gunna and the nurse sat on a sofa for waiting relatives behind a coffee table stacked with thumbed gossip magazines in a variety of languages.
 
         ‘So, what can you tell me about this guy?’
 
         The nurse shrugged. ‘His jaw’s broken in a couple of places and I don’t suppose he’ll ever be able to eat or speak easily again. The other injuries are broken ribs, broken fingers on one hand, plus some cuts and bruises across his face and shoulders that’ll heal quickly enough. He’s been given a beating, as far as I can see, and a very heavy one. Somebody really wanted to hurt him.’
 
         Gunna scribbled quickly. ‘He was brought in yesterday?’
 
         ‘About six.’
 
         ‘No ideas who may have done this?’
 
         ‘Nothing at all.’
 
         ‘Right. I need your name for the notes.’
 
         ‘Sjöfn Stefánsdóttir.’
 
         ‘I don’t think I’ve seen you before. Been here long?’
 
         ‘Just a few months. We moved here from Akureyri.’
 
         ‘I see. Well, welcome to the wonderful Reykjanes Peninsula.’
 
         ‘Thanks. I’d have preferred to stay in the north, but my husband got a job down here, so here we are.’
 
         ‘I’m from the Westfjords, and I’ve never really got used to it here. It rains all the bloody time instead of snowing properly.’
 
         ‘Not looking forward to next winter.’
 
         ‘At least there’s a whole summer ahead of us yet. But down here winter just means the rain’s a bit colder than in summer. Anyway, I’ll have to leave it there for now. I’ll be back to ask our boy a few more questions.’
         
 
         Gunna extracted a card from a pocket in her folder. ‘I’d appreciate it if you could give me a call if anything changes.’
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘Been busy already?’
 
         ‘Yup.’
 
         ‘Tell me, then,’ Gunna said, shrugging off her coat and wondering if she was overdressed. After years in uniform, deciding what to wear every morning wasn’t easy. The suits she had bought were too dressy for anything but formal wear, and she was already falling back on the comfortable, shapeless things that she habitually wore at home, or simply going to work in uniform. She reflected that, being in charge, maybe she ought to be a little more careful about dressing than her colleagues. Helgi always wore the same corduroy trousers and plain jacket that looked as if they had been inherited from an elderly relative, while Eiríkur, the youngest detective, shamelessly wore jeans to work.
 
         ‘All right,’ Helgi said, scanning his notes. ‘Svana Geirs. Real name Svanhildur Mjöll Sigurgeirsdóttir, born in Höfn eighteenth of December 1976, making her thirty-three,’ he added, peering across at Gunna.
         
 
         ‘You really were top of the class in maths at school, weren’t you?’
 
         ‘I was,’ Helgi replied, letting the sarcasm go over his head. ‘According to the technical team, we have a single wound to the head and secondary injuries where the victim hit the floor.’
 
         ‘Which we knew already.’
 
         ‘Yup. Undoubtedly the cause of death, as Miss Cruz will tell us later, along with every detail of the young woman’s physiology. We have plenty of fingerprints and quite a few full palm prints, at least half a dozen sets,’ Helgi continued. ‘We’ll find out soon enough if any of them match anyone we already know, but my feeling is that none of them will.’
 
         ‘Why’s that?’ Gunna demanded. ‘What’s your reasoning?’ she asked more softly.
 
         ‘Just intuition, I suppose,’ Helgi replied. ‘I get the impression that this wasn’t premeditated, happened on the spur of the moment, and whoever did it simply ran for it. Hence the open door.’
         
 
         ‘You may well be right, Helgi. Do we have a time of death?’
 
         ‘Miss Cruz says that Svana had probably been dead between six and three hours, and she may be able to narrow that down for us.’
 
         ‘So we can reckon she was knocked on the head between twelve and three.’
 
         ‘That’s it.’
 
         ‘What background did you manage to unearth?’
 
         ‘Ah, fascinating. Svana Geirs started out as a model, Miss South Coast when she was a teenager, then was part of a pop group called the Cowgirls in the nineties, though they didn’t do all that well. You know the ones, playing all over the country in bars and whatnot? Don’t you remember Eurovision about twelve, fourteen years ago? She sang the Icelandic entry and came nineteenth or something. Nowhere near the top, did abysmally, like they always do. Then she tried her best with a solo career and a bit of acting but didn’t get far. For five or six years she was on TV with the boob-bouncing fitness show. That ended three years ago. Since then, she doesn’t seem to have done a lot, although she’s part owner of a fitness club on Ármúli.’
 
         ‘Which one?’
 
         ‘Fit Club.’
 
         ‘That’s a new one on me. So where did you find all this out?’
 
         ‘I asked my daughter,’ he admitted.
 
         ‘Ah. Fine police work, Helgi.’
 
         He beamed back at her. ‘Wasn’t it just? Parents are Sigurgeir Sigurjónsson and Margrét Thorvaldsdóttir, Tjarnarbraut 26, Höfn. Both living. They’ve been informed, probably on their way here already. Svana was married twice, and lots of squeezes, mostly sporty types, football players, plus a few businessmen. A popular lass, always in the papers, but never for having done much as far as I know. Just for looking good, I reckon.’
 
         ‘We’d better have some names.’
 
         ‘Will do.’ Helgi nodded. ‘Oh, that flat and the smart jeep outside weren’t hers. Both are owned by a company called Rigel Investment.’
 
         ‘Aha. Now that’s interesting. Eiríkur can look into that. Where is he, anyway?’
 
         ‘Going to be late. He called in to say his wife’s ill, so he has to hold the fort for an hour or so.’
         
 
         ‘Ah, the joys of parenthood.’
 
         ‘It’s all right for you. That’s all behind you now,’ Helgi said grimly. Gunna knew that Helgi lived at a frenetic pace. With a son and a daughter in their late teens and a failed marriage behind him, he had embarked in middle age on a second marriage that had resulted in two small children in rapid succession. She wondered how he managed the sleepless nights and the aggravation of living with toddlers a second time around. He was always in a hurry, generally had something child-related on his mind, and a pair of child seats were strapped permanently in the back of his venerable Skoda.
 
         ‘Too right,’ she said firmly. ‘I can just wait until the grandchildren start to show up.’
 
         ‘No sign of that, is there?’ Helgi asked with alarm.
 
         ‘I should bloody well hope my Gísli has more sense than that, for the moment at least. And Laufey’s still at school. Although that doesn’t seem to stop them a lot of the time,’ she added gloomily. ‘Anyway, when Eiríkur gets in, will you put him on to tracing the owner of Svana Geirs’s flat and car? You said her parents are on the way?’
 
         ‘Yup, flying here today or tomorrow morning.’
 
         ‘I suppose I’d better look after them. See if you can fix a time to meet them, would you?’
 
         ‘All right,’ Helgi said, as Gunna pulled her coat back on. ‘Hey, where are you off to?’
 
         ‘Not far. I’ll be back in an hour.’
 
         
             

         
 
         Jón flipped through the pile of post and put the envelopes with windows at the bottom of the pile. Anything that looked like it might come from a lawyer or a bank received the same treatment, and this left him with a single postcard telling him that the jeep was overdue for a service.
 
         As the jeep was no longer his, he dropped the card into the bin. After a moment’s thought, he dropped the rest of the post, unopened, on top of it. It felt good, but he knew that later in the day he’d retrieve the envelopes and open them.
 
         The house echoed. Half of the rooms were already empty, as Linda had taken some of the furniture and virtually the entire contents of the kitchen, apart from the white goods, which would doubtless be repossessed sooner or later.
         
 
         Some days were good ones, when Jón could shrug it off and convince himself that he didn’t care any more. This was a bad day, as he constantly ran through the trail of events that had tipped his little family over the brink into disintegrating. The smug face of the bank’s personal financial adviser, with his ridiculous gelled-up haircut, was the focal point that he had trouble excluding from his mind.
 
         
             

         
 
         Café Roma was quiet. The pre-work customers had all gone to their desks and the mid-morning drinkers hadn’t got as far as a break yet. Gunna watched with amusement as Skúli came back with a mug of coffee that he put in front of her and a tall glass with froth on the top for himself. They sat on stools at the long bar in the window with a view of the bank opposite where a very few customers hurried about their business as the wind whipped fat drops of rain almost horizontally along Snorrabraut.
 
         ‘How’s the new job?’ Skúli asked shyly.
 
         ‘Different. And yours?’
 
         He grimaced. ‘Not great. Everyone’s waiting for the chop. No idea who owns the paper now. The editor’s gone, went to set up some kind of Internet operation. Jumped before he was pushed, we all reckon.’
 
         ‘So things aren’t great in the world of newspapers right now?’
 
         ‘Things are, well, not easy. Got a story for me?’
 
         ‘Possibly.’
 
         ‘Anything to do with Svana Geirs?’
 
         ‘Why do you ask?’
 
         ‘It’s common knowledge that she’s dead, but of course we can’t say anything more than “a woman was discovered dead in her apartment last night” until all the relatives have been informed. It’s not something you can keep quiet for long, though. The obituaries are already written, just waiting for the word to go.’
 
         ‘Actually I don’t have anything to tell you, Skúli. It’s more the other way around.’
 
         Skúli looked expectant.
         
 
         ‘I’m after background, any dodgy deals, unpleasant friends or acquaintances. Who Svana’s friends were, any enemies she might have had. That sort of thing. But it needs to be a bit quick. The story’s all yours, assuming I can swing it when the time comes. But I need information that I won’t get from talking to her parents or business partners.’
 
         ‘There’ve been rumours about that fitness club she owned part of up in Ármúli going into administration. No idea if it’s true.’
 
         ‘Do you know who else owns it?’
 
         Skúli thought for a moment and sipped his coffee-coloured concoction delicately. ‘Agnar Arnalds. You know, the footballer? They were an item at one point and I know for a fact he’s a shareholder in the club, or was. Apart from him, I couldn’t say.’
 
         Gunna knocked back the rest of her coffee.
 
         ‘You can get a free refill,’ Skúli said.
 
         ‘Not this early. Otherwise I’ll be peeing every five minutes for the rest of the day,’ Gunna replied and watched the tips of Skúli’s ears glow. ‘And I really need to get back to work. You’ll let me know if you come up with something other than the stuff everyone knows already?’
 
         Skúli nodded. ‘I’ll ask around.’
 
         ‘Good man. See you later, and thanks for the coffee,’ Gunna said and shoved the door open against the stiff wind that did its best to slam it shut again.
 
         
             

         
 
         Eiríkur was downstairs by the door to the car park, in no great hurry to get back from a quick smoke break outside.
 
         ‘They’re here.’
 
         ‘Who’s here?’ Gunna asked, trotting up the stairs with Eiríkur two steps behind.
 
         ‘Svana Geirs’s family.’
 
         ‘Family? Already?’
 
         ‘The whole crowd. Dad, Mum, little brother.’
 
         Gunna put her shoulder to the door to heave it aside as Eiríkur hurried to keep up.
 
         ‘How are they?’ she asked.
 
         ‘Angry, distraught. I thought they were getting a flight, but it seems they drove.’
         
 
         ‘From Höfn? They must have been on the road five, six hours?’ Gunna speculated, imagining the five-hundred-kilometre journey through the night along the south coast.
 
         ‘The old man probably did it in four, I reckon, and I don’t suppose he even stopped at Vík for a pee and a sandwich.’
 
         ‘Where are they now?’
 
         ‘In the interview room. Not looking forward to this one,’ Eiríkur admitted.
 
         Gunna picked up the file of notes from her desk and strode towards the interview room.
 
         ‘Hey, you too, if you don’t mind, Eiríkur,’ she called out as he sat at his desk. She could see a look of pain on his face and knew exactly how he felt. Dealing with shocked and grieving relatives was one of the things she would never get used to.
 
         Three people were clustered around the table. A corpulent older man glowered, his face red. A small woman sat with pinched face and pursed lips, her coat still buttoned to the neck, while a younger man slouched with a deep frown on his face and his legs stretched out in front of him.
 
         ‘Good morning,’ Gunna greeted them, trying for a blend of formality that would mix sympathy and business. ‘My name’s Gunnhildur Gísladóttir and I’m the officer in charge of this unit.’
 
         ‘G’day,’ the older man said in a voice so deep that it seemed to Gunna to emanate from somewhere near his boots, scraping the chair back as he rose to his feet and extending a meaty hand. ‘Sigurgeir Sigurjónsson. This is my wife Margrét and our son Högni.’
 
         Gunna extracted her hand from Sigurgeir’s grip and sat down opposite the family group, back straight and eyes to the front, the thin folder on the desk in front of her. With all of the chairs in use, Eiríkur stood behind her.
 
         ‘This is Eiríkur Thór Jónsson, one of my investigating officers who is also working on this case. First I’d like to offer you my deepest sympathy on your loss. I know this is an extremely hard time for you, but we have a great many questions, so we must ask you to bear with us while we—’
 
         ‘Shit. Who the hell did this?’ Högni had half risen from his seat. ‘You tell me and I’ll go and fucking sort this out properly,’ he snarled, a fist no less impressive than his father’s curled and ready for use.
         
 
         ‘We don’t have any suspects yet. The investigation is at a very early stage. It’s vital that—’
 
         ‘What the hell do you mean, you don’t know?’ Högni accused.
 
         ‘Quiet, boy,’ Sigurgeir growled. ‘The girl’s doing her job. Sit down and shut your mouth, will you?’
 
         Högni deflated back into his seat, lips moving but no sound emerging. Beads of perspiration had started to form on his forehead.
 
         ‘Did you have much contact with Svana?’ Gunna asked, determined to bring things back to a businesslike level.
 
         ‘She called sometimes. Not often,’ Sigurgeir replied.
 
         ‘Was there any indication that she was uneasy or that she felt she was being threatened?’
 
         Sigurgeir shrugged and Margrét spoke for the first time, her voice as dry as dead leaves.
 
         ‘Svanhildur Mjöll left home when she was seventeen and she’s not been back more than half a dozen times since. We didn’t see much of her,’ she whispered, and Gunna noticed the use of the unwieldy Christian names that Svana had abandoned along with her distant home town. ‘Högni saw more of his sister than we did.’
 
         ‘When did you last hear from her?’
 
         ‘Christmas. She called from a hotel in Spain or somewhere,’ Sigurgeir said through a cough that shook him from head to toe.
 
         ‘Högni?’ Gunna asked, looking over at him.
 
         ‘I saw her last week. Seemed all right.’
 
         ‘Was there anything unusual about her?’
 
         ‘No,’ he said eventually, looking Gunna in the face. She guessed him to be in his mid-twenties, which would have made him a child of around ten when his big sister had left home.
 
         ‘Was she her normal self? Did she appear concerned about anything?’
 
         ‘She was all right.’
 
         ‘Do you know how long she had lived in the flat?’
 
         Högni shrugged in exactly the same way as his father. ‘A while.’
 
         ‘A month? A year?’
 
         ‘Since before Christmas sometime, I guess.’
 
         Gunna decided that this line was going nowhere. ‘We’re doing what we can to track Svana’s movements, but with no diary, mobile phone or anything like that, we don’t have a lot to go on. It would be a great help if you could point out any particular friends she had.’
         
 
         Sigurgeir and Margrét looked blank.
 
         ‘Svanhildur Mjöll never bothered to contact any of her childhood friends after she moved south,’ Margrét explained. ‘She cut home off completely. If we didn’t live there, she’d have never set foot in the place again. She came home occasionally for Christmas or family funerals. That’s it.’
 
         Margrét’s face was composed, in contrast to those of her husband and son, both of which radiated anger and loss. Gunna guessed that the woman had long ago done her grieving for her lost child.
 
         ‘Do you have any knowledge of her finances? We know she owned a stake in a fitness club, but are there any other businesses she was involved in?’
 
         ‘She seemed to be doing well for herself,’ Sigurgeir said. ‘Bought a nice flat and everything.’
 
         Gunna wondered whether to mention that the flat and car were owned by a company, but decided against it. ‘Friends, acquaintances, business partners?’
 
         ‘Don’t know,’ Högni said, dropping his gaze.
 
         ‘Svana had been married, hadn’t she?’
 
         ‘Twice,’ Margrét said through pursed lips. ‘The first one was a nice enough boy, but that only lasted five minutes. We never met the second one. That didn’t last long either.’
 
         ‘We may need to interview both of them. Do you have their names?’
 
         ‘The first was Sigmundur Björnsson. The second we only heard of as Bjarni; he’s a sportsman, or so we were told.’
 
         ‘Bjarni Örn Árnason, the weightlifter,’ Högni broke in.
 
         Behind her, Gunna could hear Eiríkur writing the names down.
 
         ‘When will you release the, er … When can we have her back, I mean?’ Sigurgeir asked uncertainly. ‘Where is she now?’
 
         ‘At the National Hospital. I can’t say yet how long it will take to release Svanhildur to you,’ Gunna said apologetically. ‘I’ll find out later today what the situation is and let you know. Where are you staying?’
 
         ‘With my aunt in Kópavogur,’ Margrét said quietly. ‘Álfhólsvegur 202.’
 
         ‘Thank you for your cooperation,’ Gunna said, rising from her seat as the three on the other side of the table did the same. ‘We appreciate you coming to us so promptly. If you could give my colleague a contact number, he’ll show you out. I’ll be in touch as soon as I can with any information we can share, and I expect there will be a few more questions as well.’
         
 
         Sigurgeir nodded his head, shoulders rounded as if with a great weight, while Margrét held herself proudly upright and Högni carried himself like a clone of his father. Gunna left Eiríkur to lead them out to the car park behind the building and made her way back to her office, reflecting on how little the parents knew of their daughter’s life once she had cut herself off from her own roots. But the young man was a different matter. The way he had dropped his eyes told her that Högni knew or suspected more than he was prepared to let on, at least in front of his parents.
 
         
             

         
 
         It was late in the day when Gunna dropped herself into what had once been her office chair and put her folder of notes on the empty desk.
 
         ‘Haddi!’
 
         She was answered with silence and cursed quietly to herself until the sound of a distant flush confirmed that she was not alone in Hvalvík’s police station. Haddi appeared with that morning’s Dagurinn folded under one arm.
         
 
         ‘You called, ma’am? Decided to come back, have you?’
 
         ‘Indeed. Park yourself down and tell me everything you know. But not until we have lubrication,’ she instructed.
 
         Haddi shuffled out, returned with two mugs, and made himself comfortable in the office’s other chair. Gunna opened the window and longed for an illicit Prince from the dwindling pack in what had been her desk, while Haddi fussed with a pipe in defiance of both law and regulations.
 
         ‘Now. What do you want to know?’
 
         ‘Óskar Pétur Óskarsson. Tell me about him.’
 
         ‘Who?’
 
         ‘The guy who had his jaw smashed up.’
 
         ‘Oh, Skari Bubba. Not much to tell, really. He was a bit of a bad lad as a youngster. Seems to have settled down since he took up with whatshername.’
         
 
         ‘Born in Keflavík fifteenth of April 1977,’ Gunna read from the notes in front of her. ‘Parents are Óskar Kjartansson and Fanney Ágústsdóttir, couple of older siblings. He has convictions for breaking and entering, vehicle theft, assault, drugs, drunk and disorderly, the list goes on. Nothing after 2001. Why’s he called Skari Bubba?’
 
         Haddi’s pipe gurgled. ‘Well, the story goes that his dad, old Skari, isn’t actually his dad at all. You know Bubbi, the feller who runs the pumps at Hafnarkaffi? Rumour has it that old Fanney had a bit of a fling one summer while the old man was away on the prawn fishing and next spring along came little Skari. Not that old Skari ever put two and two together. He’s a decent chap, but not the sharpest chisel in the box.’
 
         ‘Fair enough, that’s the man’s ancestry sorted out. What else?’
 
         ‘Skari left Hvalvík around the time you came here, I suppose. He went to Reykjavík for a bit and was in all kinds of trouble for a couple of years. Then I reckon he met this woman he’s been living with and she must have straightened him out. Anyway, they’ve got some kids and about a year ago they turned up here. He’s been working over in Keflavík in some warehouse and she waddles round the village with a pushchair full of children. You must have seen her; a tubby lass with lots of frizzy hair.’
 
         ‘They live in that little house near Jón Kidda’s place?’
 
         ‘That’s the one. It was his granny’s house. She must have left it to him when she popped off, and I suppose that’s why they came to live here.’
 
         ‘All right. Now, what about Skari when he was a youngster, before his girlfriend straightened him out?’
 
         Haddi sucked his teeth. ‘He was a right bloody tearaway. He and that damned Ommi caused all kinds of mayhem.’
 
         ‘Long Ommi?’
 
         ‘Yup. Gulla the Post’s eldest lad.’
 
         ‘Ah. The one who’s escaped from Kvíabryggja nick?’
 
         ‘And hasn’t been seen since,’ Haddi said. ‘He was put away for murder ten years ago, beat up a chap outside a nightclub. Or so they say.’
 
         Gunna raised an eyebrow. ‘And what else do they say?’
 
         Haddi coughed and cleared his throat noisily. ‘Well, according to the gossip, it wasn’t Ommi at all, but he took the rap for it.’
         
 
         ‘We got the wrong man?’
 
         ‘In a manner of speaking. Ommi confessed and everything, and from what I’m told, strictly on the quiet, you understand, he was made a generous offer to do the time in return for a decent payday and a good drink at the end of it all. It’s not as if he wasn’t used to being in and out of the nick as it was. Litla-Hraun must have been pretty much a second home for him, and being shifted up to Kvíabryggja’s more like being at a holiday camp.’
 
         ‘Did Ommi and Skari fall out at some time?’
 
         ‘Couldn’t tell you, they both left here all those years ago, and when Skari came back he settled down like a good lad, or at least as good as he could manage.’
 
         ‘How far back do these two idiots go?’
 
         ‘Right back to playschool. They grew up in the same street and knocked about together since they were learning to walk. A right pair of troublemakers; spent my first couple of years on the force knocking their heads together, not that it did much good.’
 
         ‘It sounds like I need to ask Skari a few more questions.’
 
         Haddi shrugged. ‘Rather you than me. I’ve seen enough of those bastards to last me a lifetime.’
 
         Gunna nodded absently as she thought. The atmosphere was different and it felt decidedly uncomfortable to be back in what had been her office for so long. The place felt unfamiliar, even though she had only transferred to Reykjavík a few weeks before and still went past the Hvalvík police station every day.
 
         ‘You know I’m not gone yet, don’t you, Haddi?’
 
         ‘What’s that?’
 
         ‘You ought to know I’m only seconded to this new unit on what Ívar Laxdal calls a permanent temporary basis, whatever that means.’
 
         Haddi wheezed with what Gunna recognized as laughter. ‘I suppose it means that as long as you’re a good girl you keep the job, and if you screw up they can send you back to us with a boot up your arse?’
 
         ‘Probably, and it means that Keflavík is still paying my huge salary. Thought maybe they’d bump you up to sergeant. I did recommend it, you know,’ she added.
 
         This time Haddi looked surprised. ‘That’s good of you, but I’m too old and past it, you know. Maybe young Snorri’ll get it instead.’ He grinned slyly.
         
 
         ‘I’m afraid not, Haddi. We’re just going to live with the recruitment freeze for a good while to come and there won’t be a lot of promotion if it means going up a grade in salary. It seems my inspector’s grade has yet to be approved, so I’m still on a sergeant’s salary.’
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            Saturday 13th

         
 
         Gunna stood outside the Co-op. Eventually the elderly woman she was waiting for appeared, the shop’s first customer of the day, buttoned up in a thick herringbone coat of a kind that had become unfashionable forty years before but which was hard-wearing enough to have lasted. Fanney’s hair was covered with a scarf that whipped up around her shoulders in the stiff breeze as she stepped outside.
 
         ‘Need a lift?’ Gunna asked, nodding at the bags the woman held in each hand.
 
         ‘I don’t need a lift, but if you’re offering I’ll accept one,’ Fanney answered, looking about to see who was watching.
 
         She sat silent and stiffly upright, as if a ride in a car was a rare treat to be savoured.
 
         ‘I suppose you want to come inside now?’ she asked with resignation as Gunna pulled up outside the modest house one row up from the harbour.
 
         Gunna sat patiently at the kitchen table while Fanney made coffee and set about emptying her shopping bags. The kitchen of the little house reminded her of a museum, so little had changed in the last thirty years, from the antiquated fridge to the old metal kettle on the stove.
 
         ‘What was Skari like when he was a lad?’ Gunna asked softly.
 
         Fanney pulled the scarf from her head and clattered cups on to the table.
 
         ‘Nothing but trouble, that boy, from the moment he was born,’ she snapped. ‘I don’t know what he’s been up to now but he’ll be off work for a good few months, I reckon. I don’t know how his Erla puts up with him.’
 
         She poured for both of them and leaned back to reach for a milk carton.
         
 
         ‘He’s not a bad boy, you understand,’ she went on. ‘Not bad at all. But he’s easily led, follows the others all the time, always has done. Wants to fit in with the crowd. If it wasn’t for Gulla’s boy, you know, the one in prison, he’d have been fine. But no, my Óskar just had to do everything Ómar told him to do. I thought when he took up with Erla he was letting himself in for too much, what with her having a couple of children already and being older than him, but I was wrong there and they seem happy enough.’ She sighed again and paused for breath.
 
         ‘Have you been over to Keflavík to see him?’
 
         ‘No,’ Fanney said bitterly. ‘Erla’s been to see him, but she hasn’t thought to ask me along to see my own son yet.’
 
         ‘Well. I have to go over there tomorrow, so I’ll drop you off at the hospital if you like.’
 
         Gunna watched Fanney stifle an internal battle between pride and anger.
 
         ‘I wouldn’t want to put you out,’ the older woman said icily.
 
         ‘As I said, I have to go over there anyway, so it’s no trouble at all.’
 
         ‘Thank you.’
 
         ‘I’ll pick you up at ten.’
 
         Fanney reached for the coffee jug and filled the cups.
 
         ‘Now, what can you tell me about Ómar Magnússon?’ Gunna asked.
 
         This time Fanney’s face stiffened.
 
         ‘That evil boy. Trouble follows him like a ghost with no house to haunt,’ she said with a shiver. ‘He and my Skari were the best of friends as kids and that arsehole of a boy did nothing but thieve, lie and fight. Led my lad a merry dance, he did, what with all the trouble he caused. He set fire to the old fishmeal plant for a bet, and that cost a dozen men their jobs. Then he stole cars and all sorts as soon as he could get behind the wheel, and talk about picking locks and thieving from people’s houses. The things I could tell you …’ Fanney’s voice faded away.
 
         ‘Please do,’ Gunna invited.
 
         ‘You don’t think it’s him as had anything to do with my Skari getting hurt like that?’
 
         ‘I’ve no idea,’ Gunna admitted. ‘I’m simply trying to put together some picture of these boys. I came to live here about the time they both left Hvalvík, so I don’t have the local knowledge and the background to go with it.’
         
 
         ‘You’ve been here so long now that people forget you’re not from round here.’ Fanney sniffed, and Gunna almost felt a flush of pride at what was an unintentional compliment. ‘Ómar and my lad knocked about as boys do and I suppose they were more troublesome than most. There was never anything bad about Óskar, just high spirits. But that Ómar’s a bad lot. They met up in Reykjavík, and his father and I never did find out what it was they got up to there.’
 
         ‘Óskar didn’t tell you?’
 
         ‘And we didn’t ask. If he didn’t want to say, that was his business.’ She sniffed again. ‘But I’ve no doubt that Ómar was up to no good. He always was a wicked bastard, even when he was little.’
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘Ah, decided to join us, have you, chief?’ Helgi asked, glasses on the end of his nose and the phone slung precariously between shoulder and ear.
 
         ‘Thought I might drop in,’ Gunna answered. ‘Been helping you out, as it happens. Now, where’s Eiríkur? It’s time we put our heads together.’
 
         ‘Here, chief,’ Eiríkur said cheerfully, standing up behind his partition.
 
         ‘Right then, gather round, gentlemen.’
 
         Helgi stayed where he was and Eiríkur brought over a stool to sit next to him while Gunna took off her anorak and opened her briefcase.
 
         ‘Right. What’s happening with Svana Geirs so far? Eiríkur?’
 
         ‘I’m going through all the info the door-to-door enquiries came up with. It was a busy afternoon and the flat’s close to the petrol station and the 11-11 shop up the road, so there was plenty of traffic and we have loads of sightings of suspicious-looking persons. Trouble is we have no idea at all if we’re looking for a man, a woman, young, old or what, so we can’t discount any yet.’
 
         ‘Plenty, then?’
 
         ‘Too many. Dozens of descriptions, and I’ll bet that most of them were just going to and from the bakery.’
 
         ‘Any CCTV?’ Gunna asked.
 
         ‘Not directly. There’s a camera outside the lawyers’ chambers round the corner in a blind alley. Been through it and there’s nothing to be seen on it at all. The petrol station and 11-11 both have footage that I’m going through now.’
         
 
         ‘Prints from the flat?’
 
         ‘A good few, they’re still being worked on. Technical are a bit pushed at the moment.’
 
         Gunna drummed the table with her fingernails.
 
         ‘You might have to push them a bit harder if they don’t get on with it,’ she said, and Eiríkur looked dubious.
 
         ‘I don’t like to. I know they’re doing what they can, and they’re short-staffed.’
 
         ‘Aren’t we all? Any news of the real chief?’
 
         Örlygur Sveinsson, their superior officer and the man nominally in charge of the unit, while well known to them by reputation, had yet to make an appearance after having been signed off on long-term sick leave.
 
         ‘Lying on the sofa being waited on hand and foot while watching Police Academy 12,’ Helgi cackled. They were all aware that enforced TV would be little short of torture for a man denied access to the golf course.
         
 
         ‘Fair enough, it’s all down to us, as usual. I have the guy who fitted the burglar alarm in Svana Geirs’s flat coming over this morning to unlock a few things for me, and we need to start interviewing friends and acquaintances. Do we have a list to start with?’
 
         Helgi laid a sheet of paper on the table, closely packed with names, addresses, phone numbers and indications of what each person’s relationship to the deceased had been.
 
         ‘We’ll divvy that up between ourselves,’ Gunna decided. ‘Now, Long Ommi. Any sightings of our errant convict, Helgi?’
 
         ‘Excuse me, chief, do you still need me?’ Eiríkur asked.
 
         ‘Not on this, but you might as well listen in, just in case Helgi decides to go on holiday and you have to take over. Go on, Helgi.’
 
         ‘Not a bloody thing,’ Helgi said morosely. ‘But a prize-winning idiot called Kristbjörn Hrafnsson, otherwise known as Daft Diddi, was admitted to Casualty at the National Hospital on Thursday morning with a fat lip, various bruises, cuts and scrapes. What with Óskar Óskarsson in hospital in Keflavík, that pretty much gives us two definite sightings. The bastard might as well have just written “Ommi was here” on the pavement and have done with it.’
         
 
         ‘All right. I’ve been fortunate enough never to have encountered this particular ray of sunshine, although I’ve met his mother. Now I’ve also spoken to both Skari and Skari’s mum. The old lady loathes Ommi with a passion and Skari says nothing. So where does that leave us?’
 
         Helgi lifted his hands up, palms in the air. ‘If he wants to keep his mouth shut, that’s his prerogative. But with that sort of injury, there has to be a damned good reason …’
 
         ‘Which is what we need to winkle out of someone,’ Gunna finished for him. ‘Right, guys. I have an appointment at Svana Geirs’s flat in ten minutes, so I’ll see you two in the canteen at lunchtime.’
 
         
             

         
 
         The woman he had lived with for fifteen years looked blank-eyed at him from the doorway of her parents’ house. Jón wanted desperately to sweep her into his arms and take her with him, not that he had anywhere much to go. Their own house had become a shell of the home they had both worked hard to make it. Practically everything that could be sold had gone. Even the living-room carpet had been exchanged for a couple of tanks of diesel.
 
         ‘Have her back by eight, can you?’ Linda said in the most neutral voice she could manage, although to Jón it sounded edged with barbed wire. He just nodded as his daughter skipped down the steps and put her hand in his. Didn’t the bloody woman understand that every hard word was like a smack in the face?
 
         Linda watched with folded arms as Jón carefully strapped Ragna Gústa into the front seat and the little girl waved happily to her mother, who found suddenly that while she could wave back, finding a smile was more of a problem.
 
         ‘Where are we going, Daddy? To our house?’
 
         ‘I don’t know yet, darling. I thought maybe we’d go to Grandma’s place for a change. How does that sound?’
 
         ‘Good,’ she replied after thinking carefully for a moment.
 
         Jón spun the wheel to take the van out on to the main road, and the tools in the back rattled.
 
         ‘I like this.’
         
 
         ‘What’s that, love?’
 
         ‘I like being in your work van. It’s funner than your big car.’
 
         ‘Not funner. More fun …’
 
         ‘You know what I mean. This car’s bigger and it smells different.’
 
         The only car now, Jón thought but didn’t say out loud. He didn’t know how to explain to her that the jeep had gone more than a month ago.
 
         
             

         
 
         The existence of a canteen was something Gunna was becoming accustomed to. In her years on the city force before leaving Reykjavík for the quiet of a post at the fishing village Hvalvík, the canteen had been a fixture where practically every officer met every other one.
 
         She loaded two lamb cutlets on to her plate, added a single potato, some salad, decided to forgo gravy and carried lunch to where Eiríkur was sipping coffee over his empty plate.
 
         ‘That’s what comes of being late,’ she said, cutting into the cold potato and discarding it.
 
         ‘There’s no phone in Svana Geirs’s flat, is there, chief?’ Eiríkur asked.
 
         ‘No, don’t think so.’
 
         ‘That’s what’s missing. No phone. Somebody like Svana Geirs must have had an iPhone or a BlackBerry. There’s no way round it – everyone has a mobile these days. Even my dad has one and he’s the world’s most old-fashioned man.’
 
         Eiríkur rarely mentioned his parents, but Gunna knew that his father was a clergyman and that Eiríkur had several considerably older siblings. She sometimes wondered how easily Eiríkur’s parents accepted his not being married to the girlfriend with whom he had a small child.
 
         ‘It’s a thought,’ she said, more to encourage him to continue than to say anything.
 
         ‘She must have relied on a mobile. Even if people have a landline these days, it’s normally just for the Internet connection. You just can’t function now without a mobile. So where’s Svana’s phone?’
 
         ‘Do you have a number?’
 
         ‘No. But I’m starting on some of her friends this afternoon and I’ll see what I can get out of them. It stands to reason. If we could get hold of it, it would give us a load of information on her movements that day.’
 
         ‘Go for it. Let me know what you come up with.’
         
 
         
             

         
 
         ‘God! And right next door!’
 
         Svana Geirs’s neighbour was alone at home and seemed pleased to have company when Gunna and Eiríkur called on her. She was a tiny, doll-like woman, casually and fashionably dressed.
 
         ‘I mean … Svana. It’s …’ She floundered for the right words and eventually gave up, letting a despairing fluttering of hands speak for her.
 
         ‘It must have been a shock for you,’ Gunna said.
 
         ‘God! Of course! I know this is Reykjavík 101 and you should expect it to be … er, like …’
 
         ‘Rowdy sometimes?’ Gunna finished for her.
 
         ‘Yeah. Rowdy, lively. That’s it. But, God,’ she said with emphasis, dropping on to a plush sofa while Gunna and Eiríkur stood. Gunna thought better of the sofa and lowered herself on to one of the chairs arranged around a long dining-room table. The room was spotless. Gunna gazed around her with a practised eye and saw nothing cheap, from the minimalist pictures on the walls to the weighty crystal ornaments and the huge screen that filled one wall. She placed her notes in front of her and opened the folder.
 
         ‘All right. You’re Arna Arnarsdóttir?’
 
         ‘That’s me,’ she simpered.
 
         ‘My colleague Eiríkur Thór …’ Gunna looked over at him, enveloped in the sofa’s grip. ‘My colleague spoke to you yesterday, and according to your statement you recognized some of the people seen leaving and entering Svana’s flat. Is that right?’
 
         ‘Yeah, God. I saw one of them on TV last night as well,’ she said in excitement.
 
         ‘Who was that?’
 
         ‘On the news!’
 
         ‘RÚV or Channel 2?’
 
         Arna’s excited smile stopped in its tracks. ‘Er, I don’t know. They’re the same, aren’t they?’
 
         ‘Not quite,’ Gunna said. ‘Were you aware of the same people coming and going regularly? Or were there people you only saw once?’
 
         ‘Well, both really.’
 
         ‘So, have you any idea who some of these people are?’
         
 
         Arna almost bounced with eagerness and reached down to the floor beside the sofa for a stack of glossy magazines that she put on the table in front of her.
 
         ‘I went through all these …’
 
         ‘And you found some faces you recognized?’
 
         ‘Yeah!’ She opened the first one and flipped through it, peering at the pages. ‘Him.’
 
         Gunna moved over to the table and looked down at the magazine to where Arna pointed with a lacquered nail at a flashed photograph of a man in a dark suit getting out of a sleek car.
 
         ‘But I don’t know who he is,’ Arna said.
 
         ‘Jónas Valur Hjaltason, it says there,’ Gunna pointed out, and looked over at Eiríkur again.
 
         ‘Businessman,’ Eiríkur elaborated. ‘Fingers in all sorts of pies.’
 
         ‘Fair enough. Arna, it might be easiest if you could go through these and mark the people you recognize.’
 
         The idea seemed to confuse her for a moment. ‘What, and you’ll come back later and get them, you mean?’
 
         ‘No, I meant you could go through them now,’ Gunna said patiently. ‘That way we can ask you any questions while you do it.’
 
         Arna seemed to be thinking through the idea. ‘OK. Do you have a pen?’
 
         ‘Eiríkur? Would you?’
 
         Eiríkur stood up and took charge.
 
         ‘Could I ask you to put the magazines over here where we can both look?’ he asked sweetly, patting the dining table.
 
         Gunna gratefully left Eiríkur to it, accepting that his patient manner would be far more effective than the irritable brusqueness she was having difficulty suppressing. Every few moments there was a giggle from the table as Eiríkur’s and Arna’s heads became steadily closer over the pile of magazines.
 
         ‘Arna? Do you live here alone?’ Gunna asked suddenly when there was a lull.
 
         ‘No, of course not. My husband lives here as well.’
 
         ‘And he’s at work at the moment, I suppose?’
 
         ‘Yeah. Why?’
 
         ‘Nothing special. I was just wondering if he might have noticed anything. When do you expect him home?’
         
 
         Gunna could see that the pink tip of Arna’s tongue was protruding from a corner of her mouth as she concentrated on the magazine pages in front of her.
 
         ‘Him?’ Eiríkur prompted.
 
         ‘Yeah. I’ve seen him. What? Tolli’s back tomorrow night. He’s in London this week,’ she added proudly.
 
         
             

         
 
         On the way down the stairs to the street, Gunna welcomed the reappearance of the city sounds that had been ruthlessly excluded from Arna Arnarsdóttir’s hermetically sealed apartment on the top floor.
 
         ‘So, Eiríkur, what kind of a haul do we have?’
 
         ‘Half a dozen of the country’s finest to try and talk to discreetly. Two shady businessmen, Jónas Valur Hjaltason and Bjartmar Arnarson, plus Bjarki Steinsson, a high-flying accountant, and a brand new MP,’ he said, counting them as he looked at his notes. ‘She said there were a couple of younger men who visited as well, but doesn’t know who they are.’
 
         ‘Which MP?’
 
         ‘Hallur Hallbjörnsson. Been a naughty boy, I reckon. Didn’t think the Social Democrats went in for that sort of thing.’
 
         Gunna watched the street doors to the block hiss open automatically as they approached.
 
         ‘Did you get any joy with that?’ she asked suddenly, pointing to the security camera fitted above the door.
 
         ‘No. The caretaker says it’s been broken for weeks, so no security footage.’
 
         ‘Shame. Now, we’d best divvy these jokers up between us and see what we can get out of them. Do you want the MP or shall I?’
 
         
             

         
 
         Gunna sensed Skúli’s awkwardness from the set of his jaw and the thin line his mouth made. She waved to him and his face relaxed as he saw her.
 
         ‘Sorry I’m a bit late. Traffic,’ he apologized.
 
         ‘No problem. I don’t have long, though.’
         
 
         Gunna sipped her coffee and glanced towards the counter, where a bored young man was waiting with a blank expression for something to do. Around them the shopping centre in Hafnarfjördur bustled with people buying their last-minute groceries under soothing artificial light.
 
         ‘Already done your shopping?’ Skúli asked.
 
         ‘Nope. Left it to the boyfriend. D’you want a coffee?’
 
         ‘Yeah. Why not?’
 
         ‘Go on. Get me a refill while you’re there.’
 
         He returned with mugs and a dry sandwich on a plate.
 
         ‘Lunch?’ Gunna enquired.
 
         ‘Yup. Not much time to eat today.’
 
         ‘Now then,’ she said in a businesslike tone that made Skúli swallow and pay attention. ‘I’m sure we’ve been doing much the same sort of research on all this stuff, you and I. So tell me what you’ve found out and I’ll fill in the gaps I’m allowed to.’
 
         ‘Svana Geirs was a talented dancer, did OK as a model, not very successful pop singer, even less successful actress, shameless self-publicist. Married twice, both times briefly. No kids. Numerous operations—’
         
 
         ‘Operations?’
 
         ‘Yeah, cosmetic. Thighs, tits more than once, I’m told, facelift, nose job, teeth fixed, liposuction. The works, more or less.’
 
         ‘OK, understood.’
 
         ‘She owns a third share of this health club, which has traded on her image from when she had a fitness show on TV. But from what I can figure out, the club has been struggling these last few months. Fewer customers since the bank crash last year, now that people don’t have so much cash to spend, and they haven’t been able to raise finance.’
 
         Gunna smiled inwardly, recalling how only a few months ago Skúli had been a shy young man surprised at everything around him in the real world after all his years of study.
 
         ‘There’s been a rumour flying around that Svana was linked with somebody prominent,’ Skúli continued.
 
         ‘Linked businesswise, or romantically?’
 
         ‘Either or both. The rumour is that she had been sleeping with someone prominent, but no names. Someone prominent and married, that is. But what’s the state of things now as far as the police are concerned?’
         
 
         ‘So the mystery deepens. We’ll confirm officially first thing in the morning that the victim is Svana Geirs. The family have been notified, so it’s all yours.’
 
         ‘Can I have that now?’
 
         Gunna thought for a moment. ‘The confirmation will be at eight tomorrow. But I reckon you’d be safe enough if it goes on the Dagurinn website after midnight. That won’t upset anyone and you’ll still be ahead of everyone else.’
         
 
         ‘Brilliant,’ Skúli grinned.
 
         ‘Right. I’m going home,’ Gunna announced, fumbling in her coat pocket for car keys. She looked down at their empty mugs, squinting at the remnants of sandwich on Skúli’s plate. ‘You ought to eat your crusts if you want to grow up big and strong. I’ll get these,’ she added, striding towards the slack-jawed young man staring into space behind the counter. 
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