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  Chapter One




  Soft feet made no sound on the track leading through the trees. The two men said nothing to each other, communicating instead with pointing fingers, lifted eyebrows and nods. The taller one of the two went ahead, spying out the route and watching their objective while the stockier man came behind and watched the other’s back, looking into the distance to see if they had been observed and occasionally looking behind to check for anyone following.




  Summer was still a few months away and most of the chalets were empty, boarded up and mothballed for winter. Beneath the bare branches of the trees that surrounded it a warm light illuminated the windows of one chalet and tendrils of woodsmoke drifted upwards, twisting and disappearing in the evening breeze while their smell carried downwind to where two figures in dark clothing left their car tucked away out of sight of the road.




  They stopped in front of the chalet as darkness fell, and listened before moving closer and crouching on the veranda each side of the door. The stocky man looked questioningly at the other, who nodded back. Gradually, the tall man lifted his head to peer through the glass of the door, quickly dropping back down and grinning. He pulled at his woollen hat, rolling it down over his face to leave only eyes and mouth visible in the firelight flickering inside, and pointed at the window with a wink.




  The stocky man covered his face with a scarf and stood up next to the window. He leaned cautiously to bring one eye in line with the glass and looked inside. He stepped back out of sight and the tall man could see the laughter in his eyes. He pointed to the door questioningly and the shorter man nodded.




  He took a hammer from the pack on his back, a sledgehammer with the handle cut off short to make it easily portable. He lifted it, feeling its weight. The tall man took a pistol from the pocket of his camouflage jacket, and although he had checked it only a few minutes earlier, he checked it again.




  They took up stations each side of the door, the gunman on the handle side, his broad-shouldered companion opposite him with the hammer ready for a two-handed grip to smash the door inwards in case it should turn out to be locked. The tall man held up four fingers and they counted silently together.




  Four, three, two, one, and the gunman pushed the door handle down and stepped into the doorway with the pistol raised, knees bent and feet spread in a fighting stance. His colleague dropped the hammer there had been no need for and stepped inside the room behind him, a pistol now in his hand as the two of them took in the scene in front of them.




  The brightness of the girl’s white socks, the only thing she was wearing other than a gold chain, stood out against her tanned skin. She stared at them first in confusion, then anger and finally in terror as she screeched at the sight of the weapons trained on them. She scrambled to her feet, trying to cover herself with her hands while the man she had until a moment before been enthusiastically straddling looked dazed, his hands straying instinctively to his wilting erection.




  ‘Who . . . ? Who the hell are you?’




  The stocky man took two rapid steps and grabbed a handful of the girl’s abundant black hair close to her scalp, pulling her head to one side and forcing her down.




  ‘Quiet,’ he ordered, and she whimpered as he pushed her to her knees, holding her head still where she could not avoid watching.




  The man on the floor did his best to scuttle backwards across the thick rug. ‘What do you want?’ His voice quavered thin and high. ‘Look, I have money. How much do you want?’




  The taller of the pair took two rapid steps forward, aimed and fired a single shot that caught his target squarely in the throat. A second shot punched a neat hole in the man’s forehead and he dropped back to the floor, his head against the base of the iron stove, and the smell of singed hair immediately began to fill the room. It had all taken no more than a few seconds.




  The tall man stepped forward and kicked his victim’s head clear of the stove, noticing that the sparse hair had already been burned off where it had landed against the metal. He looked at his colleague, who nodded in approval, still holding the girl who was staring at the corpse in shock, hands limp by her sides as she no longer tried to cover herself. He let go of her hair and she dropped to the floor. The stocky man jerked his head towards her questioningly and the tall man shook his head, eyes narrowed in disapproval.




  ‘No,’ he said. ‘Leave no traces. Just a witness.’




  He leaned down and grabbed the girl’s wrist, pulling her back to her feet while his colleague whistled his admiration at the slim hips, long legs and supermodel breasts.




  ‘Please don’t hurt me. I’ve seen nothing,’ she said, her voice choking.




  ‘Little girl, you’ve seen everything,’ the stocky man said.




  ‘I won’t say anything. Believe me, I won’t say a word.’




  ‘Don’t you get it?’ Lines formed around the tall man’s eyes as his face crinkled into a grin behind the scarf. ‘You don’t understand, darling. You can tell them whatever you like.’




   




  Gunna stretched her hands high above her head, arching her back as the yawn threatened to lock her jaw in position and Steini took the opportunity to shoot an arm under her back and squeeze as she relaxed into the sofa.




  ‘Have I missed anything?’




  ‘An American comedy with canned laughter and no jokes, and a British cookery programme in which the chef didn’t even manage to fillet a haddock properly, so the answer to your question is no.’




  The credits on the TV rolled and this time Steini yawned.




  ‘It must be catching. Where are the kids?’




  ‘Laufey went to see Drífa and promised to be back before ten, and as the news is just about to start, I’d say that’s a promise about to be broken.’




  The titles of the late evening news began as the outside door banged.




  Gunna lifted her feet onto the sofa and leaned against Steini’s shoulder. ‘I’d say that promise may well have been kept, this time, and only just,’ she said as the grey-haired newsreader appeared on screen looking more serious than usual as the opening sequence showed a view through trees swaying in the wind.




  ‘Suspicious death in Borgarfjördur, police are at the scene,’ the newsreader intoned as the picture flashed to a light aircraft soaring into the sky. ‘Reykjavík city council faces uproar over airport plans. Questions continue to be raised regarding IceLine’s bankruptcy as eighty jobs are lost in Iceland, London and Singapore,’ the newsreader said in a flat voice as a street scene from somewhere in Asia appeared.




  The door burst open and Laufey appeared, puffing with exertion. ‘I’m not late, am I? I said I’d be back by ten.’




  ‘Shhh,’ Gunna said, sitting up and with her attention on the screen as it returned to the story with footage of a secluded summer house clearly taken from some distance away and with blue flashing lights casting shadows between the trees.




  ‘A forty-year-old man was found dead at a summer chalet earlier today,’ the newsreader said in a suitably sombre tone. ‘Police have not identified the deceased and have issued no details beyond stating that they are seeking the driver and passenger of a grey Audi A5.’




  The camera cut away to a bearded police officer under an umbrella that raindrops dripped from as he spoke. Gunna could see a familiar barrel-chested figure in the background, a phone at his ear.




  ‘Know anything about this, Mum?’ Laufey asked.




  ‘Nope. I’ve been on leave for a week, and I haven’t heard anything. If it was anything to do with me, I guess Ívar Laxdal would have called by now,’ she said and looked at Steini with pursed lips as her phone began to buzz. ‘Speak of the devil,’ she added.




  Chapter Two




  With her fingers encased in mittens encrusted with clinging snow, making them more clumsy than usual, Gunna fumbled with the rifle in her hands. It was an old-fashioned bolt-action weapon and although she had never fired one before, she instinctively knew what to do. There were only three cartridges. One was in the rifle’s breech and the safety catch was off. Another was in her hand, safely inside the mitten to be sure of not losing it, the last one tucked away inside layers of clothing. They were precious and she knew that every one would be needed.




  The house was an old one. It looked forlorn and abandoned from her position on the bank above it. The door hung half open and broken, the interior of the old place in deep darkness. Sharp grains of snow carried by the wind stung Gunna’s face as she watched intently, her attention fixed on the door. The snow around it had been churned up, streaked with black and red, raked with prints.




  Gradually her attention on the door relaxed as she felt she herself was being watched. There was no sound other than the whisper of wind that tugged at the ripped curtain hanging on the smashed door. She looked around and then quickly back at the door, waiting for movement, not knowing if it would come from inside or out.




  When it came, it took her by surprise, and from behind. A rushing sound and a sharp animal smell made her look over her shoulder in alarm and she rolled over to aim the rifle, hoping to be fast enough. The animal seemed on top of her, a vast dirty-white presence that appeared in front of her face, and she knew already that she was too late to bring the rifle to bear. She could see the calmness in its eyes as it grunted and felt the animal’s raw power as a paw as big as her head and set with claws swung towards her.




  Gunna sat bolt upright, her eyes wide open with the vision of the bear in front of her until it faded. The room was dark, with only a narrow strip of weak light coming under the door. She breathed deeply, the dream still vivid, and pushed hair damp with sweat from her face.




  ‘What’s the matter?’ Steini mumbled, stretching out a hand from under the duvet to rest it on her thigh. ‘You all right?’




  ‘Yeah. Bad dream, that’s all.’




  ‘Reckon you can get back to sleep?’




  ‘Hope so,’ Gunna said, lying back on the pillow as she tried to convince herself that the dream, in utterly convincing technicolour, even down to the animal’s piercing reek, had been nothing but her imagination playing tricks. She knew it would be hopeless trying to get back to sleep and she could feel her heart still racing while Steini’s steady breathing told her that he was having no such problems.




  Gunna swung her legs out of bed, eased open the door and slipped into the kitchen.




   




  Orri had left Lísa in bed. Their relationship was an odd one, dominated by them both working shifts, Lísa managing a canteen at a factory where production was only ever halted for a day at Christmas, and him at a freight company’s depot on an industrial estate on the city outskirts. His other activities also ate into his time and he had never got round to telling Lísa that he had volunteered to work reduced hours when the company had been forced to make cuts. In fact, all but a few of the mostly middle-aged staff had taken a cut in hours, and it didn’t seem to have mattered. The old boys just worked harder to make up for it, which was something Orri failed to understand.




  He yawned as he clocked in, already wearing his overalls and steel toecap boots, his helmet under his arm. He looked into the coffee room where two of the old boys were leafing through newspapers a week old and grumbling about the state of the country.




  ‘Good morning.’




  ‘Good morning, Orri,’ the one facing him replied while the other one, a corpulent man with a roll of fat at the back of his neck, the sight of which made Orri feel queasy, continued to look through last week’s small ads. ‘And how might you be this fine day?’




  ‘Not so bad.’




  ‘You’re early today. Your Lísa must have been at work last night?’




  ‘Nope. She’s still asleep.’




  ‘The lazy bitch. I’d have kicked her out of bed, demanded eggs, bacon and coffee be brought to me, and an early morning roll in the hay to kick off with.’




  Orri snorted with laughter. ‘Yeah, right,’ he retorted. ‘I’ve seen your old woman and it’d be a brave man who told her to do anything.’




  At the next table, Dóri the foreman closed his newspaper and stood up with a slow smile. ‘That’s what you youngsters can’t get into your heads. Gentle touches. That’s all it needs. That’s what has them eating out of your hand and running to get your breakfast when you whistle for it.’




  ‘If you say so,’ Orri said, already bored with the non-stop talk of women and their bizarre habits that seemed to obsess his older colleagues. ‘What are we starting with today?’




  ‘Six pallets to go to Akureyri. Two for Raufarhöfn on the same truck, so those need to go to Reykjavík today. There’s a couple of crates to go to Djúpivogur and another shipment for the Westmann Islands, but that’s not on pallets yet. Eight collections to make in Reykjavík, two in Keflavík and there’s a delivery from Akranes due at eleven that’s being forwarded to somewhere or other. It has to go to the airport, anyway,’ Dóri reeled off in a flat monotone as he read the list from a clipboard.




  Orri yawned. ‘What am I doing then, boss?’




  ‘I’m not the boss, young man, but I’d suggest Alex does the Keflavík run from Hafnarfisk in the fridge truck as usual and you do the Reykjavík collections in the Trafic. Does that meet with your agreement?’




  ‘Alex is in today?’




  ‘He’d better be if he wants to keep his job, that’s all I can say,’ Dóri said, taking off his glasses and folding them away in the breast pocket of his overall. ‘Late yesterday. Late today and late twice last week. Not good enough and I wouldn’t put up with it, but I’m not the boss, as you know.’




  ‘I’ll have a word.’




  Dóri looked at him with his face screwed into a frown. ‘Up to you. But the old man doesn’t need to put up with Alex being a dick. There are a dozen immigrants a week knocking on the door asking for work.’




  As the old man left him to it, Orri tapped at his phone, put it to his ear and listened to Alex’s voicemail kick in with a few sentences of rapid Latvian that he ignored.




  ‘Hi. It’s Orri. Where are you, man? You’re going to get sacked if you keep coming in late,’ he said in bland English as he walked through the door and saw Alex swagger towards him with a smile. He paused and dug in his pocket, raising a finger at Orri as he did so.




  ‘Don’t bother. It’s a message from me,’ Orri called out. ‘Telling you not to turn up late again if you want to keep your job.’




  ‘Hey, don’t worry. He can’t fire me,’ Alex said with a grin. ‘I didn’t mean to be late.’ He whistled. ‘That girl. Man. She just wouldn’t let me go. Know what I mean?’




  ‘Yeah, yeah. I know. But she won’t like you so much if you’re under her feet at home all day, will she?’ Orri said.




  ‘You have some stuff for me? I have space next week if you have some goods to deliver.’




   




  She was early for her midday shift, arriving at the Hverfisgata station with an hour to spare, certain that Ívar Laxdal would be looking for her. In two years with what had been formed as the Serious Crime Unit, she had found that serious crime seemed to occur in fits and starts, and Gunna and her colleagues had found themselves investigating anything from car theft to a cartel of youthful but computer-savvy mobile phone thieves, as well as the occasional crime so brutal that she asked herself repeatedly if this was something new. She wondered if people were reporting things that had previously been sorted out behind closed doors, often with more discreet violence.




  Ívar Laxdal found her in the detectives’ office as her computer was powering up.




  ‘Gunnhildur,’ she heard behind her as she typed in her password. ‘I hope you feel better for the break?’




  She swung her chair around and saw the granite face of the National Commissioner’s deputy, his blue eyes sparkling with an intelligence and humour his deadpan expression rarely betrayed.




  ‘Not bad, I suppose. Another week would have been good, but you can’t have everything.’




  ‘Indeed, and someone has to right wrongs and lock up bad guys.’ He looked around the deserted office. ‘Where’s Helgi?’




  ‘On leave, as of yesterday. Gone up north for a week.’




  ‘And Eiríkur?’




  ‘He should be here at twelve – first day after a month’s paternity leave.’




  ‘Paternity leave,’ Ívar Laxdal said as if the words hurt him. ‘In my day there was no such thing. I was at sea when my eldest was born and didn’t even see him until he was almost a month old.’




  ‘Thanks for the call yesterday. I was just watching the news when you rang up. Anything new?’




  Ívar Laxdal rubbed his chin, his thumbnail rasping against the bristles.




  ‘Yes. The victim is Vilhelm Thorleifsson, forty-one years old, resident in Copenhagen since 2009. His name hasn’t been released yet.’




  ‘He was shot? Any more details yet?’




  ‘Strangely, it was two rounds from a .22 weapon. I’d have gone for something heavier if I wanted to finish someone off, but if you’re accurate and it’s at close range, it’ll do the job well enough. There’s a witness as well, not that it seems she can tell us much.’




  ‘Serious stuff.’




  ‘As you say, serious stuff,’ Ívar Laxdal said. ‘The witness is nineteen years old, saw the whole thing at close quarters and is now traumatized and sedated. So we’ll see what comes out of it all.’




  Gunna saw with dismay that the screen of her computer was filled with emails demanding immediate attention.




  ‘What do you want me to do? Is Sævaldur looking after this one?’




  Ívar Laxdal let fall a rare smile. He was aware of the friction between Gunna and her chief inspector colleague and she knew that he preferred them not to clash.




  ‘Of course Sævaldur is involved. He was at the scene half the night with the forensic team and they’re still up there knocking on doors, if they can find anyone at this time of year. But this one is mine, I’m afraid, instructions from . . .’ He lifted his eyes to the ceiling. ‘You know what I mean. To start with I want Sævaldur and his team investigating the scene. I want you and Eiríkur working on the victim’s background.’




  ‘You said he lived in Copenhagen?’




  ‘That’s right. His wife and daughter will be here this evening. I’m sure she’ll be delighted when she finds out what he was up to.’




  ‘All right. You want me to meet her at the airport, or is that being done by family?’




  ‘Leave her until tomorrow. Start on his business background today.’




  ‘Another shady businessman?’




  Another rare smile. ‘I know how much you enjoy the company of men in smart suits, even if they’re dead,’ he said, silently leaving the room and contriving not to bang the door.




  ‘Yeah, right. Especially when they’re dead,’ Gunna muttered to herself.




   




  Natalia dragged hard on the last millimetres of her cigarette and threw the butt out of the window, where it joined the ones from the week before and the week before that on the roof of the garage.




  ‘Someone has been here,’ Emilija said, as if that were an offence of some kind. ‘The toilet has been used. I’m sure of it.’




  Natalia shrugged. ‘So? Somebody must live here, surely?’




  Emilija let herself sink deep into the leather sofa that filled one end of the apartment’s living room, directly opposite a vast TV screen that filled almost the whole of the opposite wall.




  ‘If whoever lives here had left the remote on the table, then we could have TV on while we work,’ she said wistfully.




  ‘Nobody lives here,’ Natalia said.




  All winter the three Reindeer Cleaners had arrived to clean houses in this smart, half-built suburb. Today’s job was to scrub the kitchen and the luxurious bathrooms, vacuum the living room and dust the bedrooms that rarely appeared to be slept in. The job had become easier and easier as there was so little to be done. The apartment was always as spotlessly clean as it had been when they left it the previous week. Nothing was ever out of place. The kitchen was never used and the bathroom remained pristine.




  ‘Who lives in this place?’ Emilija asked. ‘I want to know who can afford to leave a place like this empty. If I knew who it was, hell, I’d screw the life out of him and live here myself.’




  A wicked smile flashed across Natalia’s sharp face. ‘A rich man, yeah. If I knew, I’d have him first.’




  ‘As long as he’s old and won’t last too long,’ Emilija mused.




  ‘Men again?’ Valmira asked, appearing in the doorway with the vacuum cleaner tucked under one arm. ‘Are we finished?’ She put the vacuum cleaner down by the door and ticked the boxes on her list. Everything had been done, even though nothing had needed to be done, but she still walked around the place to check.




  ‘Why do we clean this place, do you think?’ Emilija asked, letting herself fall backwards onto the deep sofa next to Natalia and lifting her feet onto the long coffee table, a deep grey slab of stone on four steel legs. There were bags under her eyes and she wanted to close them and spend the rest of the afternoon on that welcoming sofa.




  ‘A friend of the boss owns it,’ Natalia said. ‘I heard him talk about it once on the phone. He said he’d have the place cleaned every week. He thinks I don’t understand what he says,’ she added, grinning wickedly.




  ‘I’m not so sure. I reckon he wants you to think that,’ Emilija said.




  ‘Why?’




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘No, Viggó’s a pretty stupid guy.’




  ‘It belongs to a friend of Viggó’s father,’ Valmira said thoughtfully, appearing in the doorway from the echoing hall and walking to the window. ‘Natalia, you’d better stop throwing those cigarette ends out of the window. Someone’s going to notice them. Anyhow, we’re back here tomorrow.’




  ‘Tomorrow? Not possible,’ Natalia said with a flash of anger in her voice as she sat up straight.




  ‘Down the street. Booked for tomorrow afternoon.’




  ‘Shit, why not now?’ Emilija asked, getting to her feet. ‘That means we have to come all the way out here tomorrow and we’re not paid for travel, are we?’




  Valmira walked stiffly away from the window and the others recognized the look on her face, knowing there was a depth of trauma in her that they could not understand properly and had never felt comfortable asking about.




  ‘Ready, are we?’ She asked, trying to sound bright.




   




  Middle-aged people were the best. Orri preferred not to steal from the elderly, not because his conscience might trouble him, but because there was something about the old that disturbed him. People who had retired had a strange smell about them, they lived among clutter and rubbish, and their valuables were scattered in the unlikeliest places.




  Middle-aged people had more of the easily disposable toys that were worth money, computers and gadgets that fetched good money and which the Baltic boys could sell easily enough. While the younger generation had its own expensive toys as well, those houses were more likely to have an alarm that worked or, worse, small children in the house.




  No, people in comfortable middle age with cash to spare and their offspring long gone were the best option. They were the people with everything in order: cash in a sensible place, a wad of dollars or euros left over from that last holiday, a smart laptop that had hardly been used, antiques on display in glass cabinets rather than at the backs of drawers full of ancient oddments. These were the people who had sat on their cash, not the mortgaged-to-the-hilt people in their thirties who had come out of the crash so badly.




  Orri wondered why he was in the old couple’s house, considering his aversion to the young and the elderly. But the answer was simple enough. The back door had been left unlocked. Hidden by a hedge on one side and in the shadow of the garage, it was just too easy to walk in and help himself. With a slim torch held between his teeth to cast a pool of light in front of him, Orri went through the bedroom drawers systematically. Some housebreakers would gleefully scatter everything in their wake, breaking anything that might be in the way and leaving trails of muddy footprints and worse. That wasn’t Orri’s style. He felt that making a mess was unprofessional. Ideally, he wouldn’t leave a trace, and sometimes days or weeks would pass before people realized there had been a visitor, by which time any trail had long gone cold and the goods had been safely disposed of.




  This time he was lucky. There was gold and silver to be had, a dozen krugerrands, a heavy necklace and a couple of bracelets and chunky pendants that he quickly stowed in his bag without looking too carefully. Metal was good and the Baltic boys would give him a price for it. Melted down, it became untraceable, and there was always a market for it.




  A leather wallet made of some soft skin yielded a handful of cash in a variety of currencies, which he stuffed into a trouser pocket before he decided that enough was enough for a few quick minutes of easy work. It might take weeks for the couple whose bedroom he had invaded to notice that the cash and jewellery had vanished, and he made a swift exit. He clicked the back door locked. He dropped the torch into his jacket pocket and froze, standing with his back to the wall between the house and the garage.




  He heard car doors slam twice in quick succession and a bang as the house’s front door shut, and he hurried on silent feet to the corner and saw a BMW parked squarely in the drive. Lights were being switched on inside as he looked around and made a dash for the street. It took a matter of only a few seconds before he was off the drive and walking along the road towards where he had parked the van around the corner, still loaded with boxes to be delivered.




  His heart still in his mouth, he got in the van and was gone in a few seconds, still waiting to hear cries of anger and the slap of flat feet on the wet pavement. At the traffic lights at the end of the road he watched the mirrors carefully, but there was nothing to be seen, no cars behind him, nobody on foot. He peeled off his latex gloves and dropped them into the passenger side footwell as he congratulated himself on a job well done, laughing out loud as he left the quiet street behind him.




   




  It was Eiríkur’s first day back and he looked tired, with bags under his eyes and a hangdog look about him.




  ‘Welcome back,’ Gunna greeted him. ‘And congratulations. How’s the little one doing?’




  Eiríkur’s smile lit up his wan face. ‘He’s the most beautiful baby in the world, of course. But he’s been keeping us up, and so has his sister.’




  ‘Jealous, is she?’




  ‘A little. But we’ve been trying to give her as much attention as we can, but it’s not easy.’




  ‘Tell me about it,’ Gunna said. ‘I’m afraid you have to be firm as well as loving, unfortunately, and it can’t always be painless.’




  ‘I know. I’m not really sorry to be back at work, to be honest,’ he said, dropping his voice as if he were confessing a sin.




  ‘Don’t worry about it. I could never have stopped working. I’d have happily sold both mine if I’d had to spend all day every day with them.’




  ‘Where’s Helgi?’ Eiríkur asked, looking at Helgi’s unusually tidy and clearly empty desk.




  ‘On holiday. He’s driving to Blönduós today and he’ll spend the next two weeks in some remote valley helping sweet baby lambs into the world, and I imagine in the autumn he’ll want another week’s holiday to go and help his brother round up those same lambs and send them off to be slaughtered.’




  ‘Oh,’ Eiríkur said, and sat down at his own desk and watched his computer start up. ‘I didn’t realize he was on holiday. Are we busy? You want me to take over any of Helgi’s caseload?’




  ‘There’s an assault case that Helgi’s working on which I need you to do some work on. It’s a hit-and-run thing, but it seems that it might have been deliberate. You’ll find the notes on the system, so you’d best have a read through it and I’ll fill you in on the details afterwards. Then there’s a couple of muggings that seem to have got out of hand, with a little more violence than usual. That’s a lowlife by the name of Thór Hersteinnsson. We know it’s him, but there’s precious little hard evidence and nobody he knows wants to give a statement.’




  Eiríkur’s face fell. ‘I’ve encountered this Thór before. Not the pleasantest of people, I have to say.’




  ‘He has an alibi for both muggings, provided by various of his friends and therefore dubious, so if you could crack one or both of those, we’ll be doing nicely.’




  ‘That’s it?’




  ‘Oh, no. We have a dead businessman to deal with. Don’t you watch the news?’




  ‘I thought Sævaldur would have been looking after that as we were both off?’




  ‘He is, but so are we. All of us under the Laxdal’s eagle eye. Briefing at two, so I’d better find something out about this man. You’ll be on this as well.’




  Eiríkur sat back in his chair and gazed at the computer screen in front of him and the piles of paper between it and him, all of which demanded attention. Gunna could see his eyes starting to glaze over at the prospect.




   




  ‘Small, Medium and Large,’ Viggó announced from behind the desk in the corner of the garage. ‘Bang on time, my darlings.’




  ‘You go fuck yourself, fat boy,’ Natalia grunted with Viggó out of earshot, but only just; he cupped an ear.




  ‘Hey, what d’you say?’




  ‘I say, nice to see you, boss,’ she replied with a broad smile and exaggerating her accent almost to a parody of herself.




  Viggó’s eyes narrowed as she bustled past with her box of cloths, brushes and sprays, and Valmira handed mops, buckets and the two heavy-duty vacuum cleaners out of the van to Emilija.




  ‘Hey, Small, Medium and Large!’




  This time Natalia’s eyes narrowed while Emilija and Valmira pointedly ignored the names he had given them.




  ‘What is it?’ Valmira finally asked.




  ‘Which of you three has the first aid certificate?’




  ‘We all have first aid training. It’s in the contract, and you made us pay for it as well. Remember?’




  Viggó spread his hands wide in innocence. ‘I don’t make the rules, girls. It’s not up to me.’




  ‘You not the boss then?’ Emilija asked, stacking the equipment on racks against the wall.




  ‘Yeah, I’m the boss.’




  Emilija shrugged. ‘You don’t make rules. You not boss. Simple,’ she said, without stopping what she was doing. Both she and Natalia kept their conversations to the simplest Icelandic they could while Viggó was anywhere near, leaving Valmira to speak for them. None of them found it odd that they all used Icelandic every day between themselves as the only language they all had in common, but were careful not to let Viggó find out they could understand everything he said.




  Valmira was different, they felt. She had come to Iceland with what remained of her family as a hollow-eyed child refugee from a war-torn part of the Balkans that she never spoke about. Only the limp that stiffened in cold weather and the occasional suppressed hiss of pain as she bent to pick something up gave away the old injuries they had never dared ask about. Valmira, or Large, as Viggó preferred to call her, had been in a proper office job before the financial crash had bankrupted the import company she had worked for practically overnight, and she spoke a dozen languages, including Icelandic as well as any local, apart from an accent that only tiredness brought out.




  ‘I’m the man in charge here and don’t you forget it,’ Viggó warned, his face reddening.




  ‘You daddy. He boss. Not you,’ Natalia said with venom behind her sweet smile.




  ‘You be careful, Small. Mind your manners or you’ll be sacked.’




  Natalia smiled again, just as sweetly, her tiny teeth bared. ‘You daddy, he love me. He don’t sack people who work hard.’




  ‘Viggó, we’re doing another house on Kópavogsbakki tomorrow,’ Valmira asked, anxious to interrupt the banter between Viggó and the girls before it became a squabble. ‘Is there a reason why we couldn’t do it at the same time as the one we did today? I mean, it would save us a drive, and you know we lose out by having to drive all the way there twice.’




  Viggó sat down again and propped his feet in their smart trainers on the desk. ‘We’ll do it tomorrow because that’s what’s on the rota,’ he said in a sour tone.




  ‘I know. I’m just asking. If we do the downstairs flat again next week, can we arrange to do them together? It saves time.’




  ‘We’ll see,’ Viggó decided. ‘It depends how I feel. But it has to be tomorrow, because that’s what the client asked for. Simple,’ he said, mimicking Emilija’s accent and eliciting an angry sideways look from her as she stalked to the canteen, leaving him to giggle to himself at his own cleverness.




   




  ‘You all know each other so no introductions needed,’ Ívar Laxdal announced to the room. A dozen people sat haphazardly in hard chairs. ‘Sævaldur, begin, if you please.’




  The force’s red-faced and newest chief inspector stood up with his beefy arms folded.




  The victim is Vilhelm Thorleifsson, forty-one years old, resident in Copenhagen. Married with one child,’ he began.




  Ívar Laxdal made an impatient circular motion with one hand, a silent encouragement to get to the point, but Sævaldur either failed to notice or else would not be moved, as he went through the victim’s school and university qualifications before getting to the point.




  ‘The killing took place in a summer house in Borgarfjördur, owned by one of the victim’s companies. He was shot twice with a .22 calibre weapon, once in the throat, once in the head. We are looking for two people and we have practically nothing to work with. There are no prints at all that can’t be accounted for. There are a couple of footprints outside, but they could have been made by any of a dozen people. We do have a witness, Yulia Bushuyeva, says she’s nineteen, but she’s twenty-three according to her passport. Russian national, speaks reasonable English and doesn’t know more than a few words of Icelandic. According to her, the two men spoke English, but she’s not able to say whether they had accents or not.’




  ‘How long after the killing was the alarm raised?’ Ívar Laxdal asked as Sævaldur paused.




  ‘The girl isn’t certain. She raised the alarm by dialling 112 but she wasn’t able to describe where she was, so it took a while for the local force to get there, and by that time she had gone running to a neighbour, who took her in after he had seen what had happened. So, plenty of confusion.’




  ‘Any other witnesses?’




  ‘A man walking a dog claims to have seen a grey Audi A5 along the road that evening, but he didn’t pay much attention. It turned out he had spent the afternoon in front of the football on TV and was so drunk he could hardly walk. We’ve been knocking on doors all day and that’s all we’ve come up with.’




  ‘Can we be sure it’s an A5?’ Eiríkur asked.




  ‘He may have been drunk, but he’s a car dealer, so yes. We can be pretty sure of that.’




  ‘It doesn’t look promising, does it?’ Ívar Laxdal said.




  ‘It looks professional,’ Sævaldur agreed. ‘Not least because according to . . .’ he consulted his notes. ‘According to Yulia Bushuyeva, one of the two men made sure she saw Vilhelm being shot and told her to “tell them what you saw”. Or so she says. And the only piece of evidence we have is a hammer.’




  ‘What sort of hammer?’




  ‘A sledgehammer with the handle cut off about halfway, to make it easier to hide, I guess. I’d imagine they planned to break the door down, but according to the girl, it wasn’t locked and they walked right in on them. Screwing by firelight,’ he added with a leer.




  ‘So we comb every hardware shop in the country until we find someone who sold a sledgehammer recently?’ Gunna suggested. ‘I take it this was a new hammer rather than an old one?’




  ‘It looks brand new. It’s at the forensic lab now being checked for prints and anything else it might tell us.’




  ‘Gunnhildur?’ Ívar Laxdal said in a bleak voice. ‘Background?’




  ‘Businessman. University drop-out. Married, one child. Supposedly lives in Copenhagen, but seems to have been on the move a lot in the last few years. He had business interests all over, but it seems he saw which way the wind was blowing a few years ago and disposed of most of what he had in Iceland before the financial crash, which was when he decamped to Copenhagen.’




  ‘So no fool, then?’




  ‘Not stupid, at any rate. Vilhelm Thorleifsson had interests in Lithuania, Latvia, Denmark, here and also at one time in West Africa.’




  ‘Africa?’ Sævaldur asked. ‘How did that happen?’




  ‘Shipping,’ Gunna said. ‘He’s from a fishing village in the Westfjords.’




  Sævaldur smirked. ‘A relative, maybe?’




  ‘Not as far as I know,’ Gunna shot back. ‘My relatives tend to be of the poor but honest variety. His father owned a boat and he sold it for him, after which he worked for a shipbroker and did very well selling tonnage and quotas on his own account. The Africa connection is something I haven’t got to the bottom of in the couple of hours since I came back from leave. I gather he was contracted to sell a ship, sold it to himself at a knock-down price, and ran it himself, so there’s one of probably many unhappy clients there.’




  ‘Do you think it’s relevant? Unhappy clients with grudges to settle?’




  Gunna spread her hands in question. ‘Who knows? If there’s some serious money involved, then it certainly could be.’




  ‘Next move?’ Ívar Laxdal asked.




  ‘I’ll be speaking to his wife in the morning. Eiríkur will be digging into our victim’s business affairs and has already contacted police in Denmark and various Baltic States to find out if they have anything on him. We also need to consult financial crime. It seems Vilhelm Thorleifsson was investigated for insider trading in the aftermath of the crash, but there was nothing that could be nailed down, even though he came up smelling of shit.’




  Ívar Laxdal clapped his hands once.




  ‘Go. All of you. Get on with it. Gunnhildur, a word, if you please. Sævaldur, come and find me before five. That’s it,’ he ordered and the room cleared in seconds. ‘You and Sævaldur can thank your lucky stars that upstairs wants me to head this. None of us is going to come out of this well,’ he warned her in a low voice once the room had emptied.




  ‘You think so?’




  ‘What do you think, Gunnhildur? A contract killing carried out by two professionals, probably foreign, who have undoubtedly left the country by now and the weapon is at the bottom of Borgarfjördur. We don’t have a hope in hell of cracking this without a very lucky break somewhere along the line.’




  ‘I hope you’re wrong about that.’




  ‘I’m always right,’ he said. ‘You know that. But,’ he added and paused.




  ‘But what?’




  ‘Sævaldur will get nowhere. With luck he’ll get a sighting of one of these people and possibly a description. If we get anywhere, the answers are going to come from his business background. So dig as deep as you like.’




   




  He sorted the haul in the basement, leaving Lísa upstairs, rolling pastry with a look of concentration on her face and a smudge of flour on the end of her nose. The silver went into one pile, the gold into another, and then into bags. One thing he had put into his bag without looking at it closely was a heavy bag of stiff, old paper that crackled between his fingers as he spilled its contents onto the bench. He fingered the eight heavy gold clasps and let the long chain coil itself into a pile. He scooped it into his palm and weighed the chain in his hand, hundreds of finely wrought links that flowed like water through his fingers with a single gold cylinder at one end, and a single decorated gold tube as big as his thumb and which clunked as it landed heavily on the bench.




  Orri knew what it was and for the first time ever he wondered if he should not have taken something. His grandmother had owned a similar collection, the clasps and chain from the ornate bodice of a set of national dress of the kind worn by a well-to-do lady of maybe a century ago, while the heavy gold tube would have formed part of the long tassel of the black cap that would have topped the ensemble. The clasps were a little worn and the rich gold gleamed dully under the single harsh overhead light in his storeroom. Someone had treasured this and kept it carefully, just as his grandmother had done, keeping hers for her own daughter in the vain hope that the girl’s inheritance would not be sold at the first opportunity and converted into a weekend’s solid partying or the down payment on a car.




  Running the gold chain through his fingers and arranging the clasps in their two rows on the rough timber bench, he wondered who had owned the set. It was something he had never done before. Gold was money, and money in the bank was, supposedly, security. He cursed briefly. Laptops, fancy mobile phones and iPods had none of the patina of age and affection that the old woman’s gold had, and he decided involuntarily that this was not something for the Baltic boys to melt down.




  He sighed, disturbed at his own thoughts. Orri put the clasps and chain back in the paper bag and placed it at the back of the drawer under the bench. It was certainly not something to hold on to, so he would have to find a buyer for it somewhere; someone local. Conscious that a risk accompanied this, he knew that at least this way it would probably find its way onto a set of national dress. Plus it would fetch more than it would for scrap. He had no use for the thing himself, although Lísa would admire it if she ever got to see it, knowing that she had a set of national dress that she occasionally brought out for weddings and suchlike events that he preferred to steer clear of. But then, Lísa had a proper family made up of ordinary people she got on well with, not like the untrustworthy crowd of drunks and shysters that made up his motley group of relatives.




   




  As always, Valmira drove. Natalia sat by the window and smoked in direct contravention of company rules, her head half out of the window. Emilija sat in the middle seat of the van and wrinkled her nose as each blast of smoke-laden air wafted into the cab.




  ‘Do you have to?’ she demanded. ‘Can’t you wait ten minutes until you get home?’




  ‘Hey, don’t be like that. Just because you gave up’s no reason to stop me having one.’




  ‘She’s right,’ Valmira said from behind the wheel. ‘You always smoke in the van and I wish you wouldn’t. It stinks.’




  Natalia threw her half-smoked cigarette away and wound the window closed, trapping the poisoned air inside while Valmira drove in silence and Natalia stared sulkily at the pavements and shop windows. She got out by the shop near her flat in Breidholt without a word and stalked away, lighting another cigarette as she walked, as if to prove a point.




  ‘We’ve upset her now,’ Emilija said with a sly smile.




  ‘Yeah. And it wouldn’t be the first time. I hope she turns up in the morning. I don’t want to see her lose her job.’




  ‘That’s not going to happen, is it? She just turns on the charm when she needs to and Viggó melts when she gives him a smile.’




  ‘It’s not something you can miss, is it? She does the same with his old man as well. Have you noticed? Still, hopefully she won’t be sulking tomorrow.’




  ‘You know what these hot-blooded South Americans are like. She’ll have forgotten it by the morning.’




  ‘I know,’ Valmira said with a sigh. ‘And it’s not going to stop her smoking in the van, is it? You OK for tomorrow?’




  ‘I am,’ Emilija said, yawning and stretching her hands behind her head. ‘The boys are going to their father tonight, so I have an evening to myself for once.’




  ‘It’s a shame you’ll be on your own,’ Valmira said, shifting down a gear and listening to the van’s gearbox complain.




  ‘Says who?’ Emilija asked with an arch smile.




  ‘What? A new guy? Tell me!’




  ‘Early days. But who knows?’




  ‘Local boy?’




  ‘No.’ Emilija laughed. ‘Not again. He’s a sweet guy and he’s from Latvia.’




  Valmira looked dubious. ‘He’s OK, this guy, is he? Not like . . . ?’




  ‘No, nothing like him, I’m pleased to say,’ Emilija said with a shiver.




  Chapter Three




  ‘Oh, did I wake you?’ Drífa asked as Gunna blearily appeared in the kitchen. ‘I’m sorry. I was trying to be as quiet as I could.’




  ‘It’s all right. You didn’t wake me up and I have to be in early anyway.’




  ‘I thought you weren’t at work until the afternoon?’




  ‘Something’s come up. Can’t you sleep?’




  ‘I was hungry and Kjartan needed a feed.’




  There was a newspaper on the table that Drífa had been reading, scattered with the crumbs of a sandwich. Gunna poured herself orange juice, squinting at the clock and dismayed to see it was a few minutes past five and there was light outside beyond the kitchen curtains. ‘That’s both of us then. Too early to be up and too late to be going back to sleep,’ she decided. ‘I’d best make some coffee.’




  Drífa watched as Gunna set the percolator to run and disappeared back to the bedroom, emerging in uniform trousers and shirt.




  ‘Have you heard from Gísli?’ Gunna asked




  ‘Yesterday. He should be back tomorrow.’




  ‘Already? That was a short trip, only two weeks. What did he say?’




  ‘He said he’s staying ashore for a few weeks now.’




  Gunna nodded and listened to the percolator hiss and mutter. She was dreading her son’s return from sea, hoping that she would be able to contain the bitter recriminations she wanted to let fly at him over his having given her two grandsons in the space of a few weeks. At the same time she longed to have their old close relationship back, while admitting to herself that it could take years and effort on both sides for them to regain that old intimacy.




  She knew that Laufey missed her big brother and that the two of them were in touch, something that was a comfort while she and Gísli had become estranged for the first time in their lives. There was a bond between the half-siblings that she appreciated and which was something she had missed in her own upbringing with two considerably older brothers who she felt still treated her like an irritating youngster.




  ‘They’re docking in Hafnarfjördur,’ Drífa said, startling Gunna from her thoughts. ‘Steini said he’d go and pick Gísli up from the ship.’




  ‘Oh, that’s good of him.’




  ‘I don’t think Steini minds. He and Gísli really get on, don’t they? Is it because Gísli . . . ?’




  ‘Because Gísli what?’ Gunna asked.




  ‘Because Gísli’s father was never about?’




  She could see Drífa biting her lip, as if the question might be a step too far.




  ‘Could be,’ Gunna admitted. ‘Or it might be because Steini doesn’t have sons of his own.’




  ‘Oh, I see,’ Drífa said, relieved that the question hadn’t elicited a sharp reply.




  ‘Thanks for letting us stay the night,’ she added after a pause.




  ‘Don’t be silly. You’re always welcome.’




  A little over a year ago a heavily pregnant Drífa had appeared on Gunna’s doorstep, deep black hair in disarray, mascara in streaks down her face and looking for a sympathetic shoulder to cry on. Since then the mascara made only rare appearances and the black hair dye had grown out as Drífa’s priorities had been forced to change dramatically.




  ‘Just as well,’ Gunna muttered to herself.




  ‘Sorry?’




  ‘What?’




  ‘You said something?’




  ‘It’s all right. Just thinking to myself.’




  Drífa lapsed back into silence as the percolator hissed to a standstill. Gunna poured her first mug of coffee of the day and pulled back the curtains to let in the first thin hint of pre-sunrise daylight.




   




  He had finished his collections and was unloading when Alex returned from his pick-ups. Orri drove carefully, cautious not to let the forklift slide on the rain-wet concrete as he lifted the pallet that had weighed down his van on the way back. The forklift whined and complained but did as it was asked, under protest, unwillingly depositing its load on the warehouse floor. Orri hoped that it would lift it onto the truck later when it came to be collected.




  Alex stood in the doorway and lit a cigarette, watching as Orri moved the forklift across the floor to the charging bay on the far side and plugged it in.




  ‘You have anything for me?’ he asked with a dramatic look around him as Orri stood outside and took a breath of cold air.




  ‘A few bits. Not a lot.’




  ‘What sort of gear?’




  ‘A couple of electric drills, good brands, no rubbish. An iPad. A couple of phones. A couple of good watches. A bit of metal.’




  Alex wrinkled his nose. ‘Not much,’ he said dismissively. ‘You not working too hard, are you?’




  ‘Just being careful. That’s all.’




  ‘Bruno won’t be happy.’




  ‘Bruno can kiss my arse,’ Orri replied. ‘If I get caught, you guys aren’t the ones who’ll be doing time for it.’




  Alex looked shocked for a moment, and then smiled. ‘Maybe Bruno don’t buy from you if you don’t have the goods.’




  Orri shrugged elaborately to demonstrate his lack of interest. ‘Plenty of people willing to buy good stuff,’ he said with a wink just as theatrical as the shrug. ‘There are other buyers than just Bruno out there. You know, sometimes I wonder if this Bruno guy really exists.’




  Alex’s eyes widened in unconcealed curiosity and he ground out his cigarette beneath the toe of his boot. ‘You believe so? Not so many now, I think.’ He made a play of elaborately extracting another cigarette from its packet and looked into the grey distance as he lit it. ‘I have a few contacts as well,’ he said quietly. ‘Just so you know.’




  ‘You’re telling me that you’re in competition with Bruno? That might be a dangerous game.’




  This time Alex shrugged and Orri sensed the bravado. ‘Bruno is not so much here now. He’s busy back home. Some of his friends there come to me and ask if I can send to them. Tools, electronics,’ he said. ‘Metal.’




  Orri could see the gleam in his eye and understood that Alex desperately wanted to be a kingpin himself, not just the messenger boy who ran the risks.




  ‘Yeah, right,’ Orri said. ‘What happened to Juris? I think it’s a risky game you’re getting into, Alex.’




  Alex snapped his fingers and winked again. ‘Juris was careless. I have friends. Juris didn’t have friends like mine.’




   




  Vilhelm Thorleifsson’s wife was remarkably composed for a brand-new widow, Gunna thought, and her mind was inexorably dragged back to Raggi’s sudden loss. It was a long time ago, she told herself ruthlessly, but someone else’s loss always reminded her of that devastating shock and the terrible aimless year of depression that followed it. The fact that it was a long time ago made no difference on the occasions when the thought caught her unawares and the misery came flooding back.




  ‘Gunnhildur Gísladóttir, I’m with the CID team investigating your husband’s death. My condolences,’ she offered, knowing in advance that they would not be wanted.




  Vilhelm Thorleifsson’s wife sat stiff on the edge of a leather sofa at her parents’ vast house where nothing was out of place and Gunna wondered if dust would ever dare to get past the front door, let alone settle in the corners.




  ‘What happened?’ She asked in a blank voice.




  ‘Your husband was murdered by two attackers,’ she said baldly, deciding that Saga probably had no desire to be shielded from any gory details. ‘He was shot, twice, at close range.’




  ‘Was it quick?’




  ‘Probably.’




  ‘That’s a shame. Was his extremely personal assistant with him?’




  ‘Personal assistant?’




  ‘Yulia. The Russian girl.’




  ‘Yes, so it seems.’




  ‘And was she hurt?’




  ‘Physically, no.’




  ‘That’s a shame as well.’




  ‘I take it you didn’t get on?’




  ‘Me and Villi or me and the Russian girl?’




  ‘I meant you and your husband.’




  ‘We had our moments. But not for a few years. He led his life and I lead mine.’




  She sat almost immobile, her face a mask that Gunna guessed had to be artificial to achieve quite such an unnatural lack of mobility. Saga’s knees were pressed together as she sat on the edge of the sofa, her back straight. Her skirt and jacket looked to Gunna’s eyes as if they had been tailored from the same supple leather as the sofa’s covering. A starched blouse was buttoned to the throat and ink black hair shrouded a narrow face that might have been attractive if it were to see a little animation.




  ‘How long had you been living separately?’




  ‘We live together, just in separate rooms. Villi chased his businesses from country to country and I’d given up asking him when we were likely to see him next.’




  ‘How about his business affairs? Did you have any involvement in his work?’




  ‘No. Nothing. Occasionally he’d give me something to sign as I was a name on some of his companies, but I just signed without looking too closely.’




  ‘Isn’t that rash? Signing something without reading the small print?’




  ‘Villi was a shit husband, but he knew how to make money. Cashwise, I could trust him. But not dickwise.’




  ‘We’ll need to take a look at his business affairs.’




  ‘Good luck. Most of Villi’s business was in his head, and what wasn’t there is in his laptop, if you can get into it.’




  ‘Property?’




  ‘The house in Copenhagen is mine. I made sure of that when the first personal assistant showed up five or six years ago.’




  ‘There’s more than one?’




  ‘Three to my knowledge. Maybe more. They’re always bright and beautiful. Gold diggers. That’s why the houses are in my name only. I hold the real estate; Villi got to play. It was – what do you call it? – a mutual understanding.’




   




  ‘Holiday? What’s that?’




  Emilija looked up, the toilet brush held in front of her like a sword.




  ‘I just asked,’ Natalia said, propping herself against the basin and feeling in her pockets for a cigarette before reminding herself that smoking on the job was a sackable offence. ‘When did you last have a trip home? When did you last see your parents?’




  ‘I’m not sure. Three, four years ago,’ Emilija said, applying herself to the toilet, even though it was virtually in its original pristine state. ‘It was before Anton was born, and before the divorce. So four years, I think. And you?’




  Natalia scowled. ‘Ten years.’




  ‘What? As long as that?’




  ‘At least,’ Natalia growled, spraying and polishing the mirror over the basin. She stopped, tensed, placed her hands on the edge of the granite slab the two basins were set in and jumped. She stood on the slab to polish the top half of the mirror. ‘Hjörtur will never agree to let Nonni out of the country. He thinks I wouldn’t bring him back.’




  ‘And he’d be right, wouldn’t he?’




  Natalia looked at herself in the mirror and pulled a face. ‘Yeah. Probably. But it’s a long time to not see your home, parents, friends, all that stuff.’




  ‘Finished, ladies?’ Valmira asked, appearing in the doorway.




  ‘Almost,’ Natalia replied. ‘I’m just finishing polishing the mirror and Emilija’s busy with some old bastard’s shitstained toilet. Apart from that, we’re almost done.’




  Emilija used her shoulder to push from her eyes a strand of hair that had come adrift.




  ‘Hey, Vala. When did you last get to go home?’




  Valmira looked at her sideways with disquiet.




  ‘What do you mean? Home?’




  ‘You know,’ Natalia said, jumping neatly down from the granite slab and wiping off the marks her trainers had left. ‘Home. Yugoslavia. The place you lived in before.’




  ‘This is home,’ Valmira said shortly. ‘I’ve never been back and I don’t intend to,’ she added sharply before leaving the room.




  ‘Not a good question,’ Emilija said quietly.




  Natalia scowled. ‘What did I say?’




  ‘It’s sensitive. Valmira had a bad time, what with the war there and everything. She was in hospital a long time when she was a kid. Didn’t you know?’




  Natalia flushed the toilet and gave it a final squirt of bleach. ‘Hell, no. I didn’t know that. I don’t know her as well as you do.’




  ‘I don’t know much either. I don’t ask and I don’t think she wants to tell. But she lost some of her family in the war; I don’t know what happened to Valmira, but she was hurt, anyway. So now you know.’




  ‘She won’t be upset, will she?’




  Emilija shrugged. ‘A few minutes, then she’ll be OK again. Don’t worry.’




  ‘Is that why she’s alone? No boyfriend, no husband?’




  ‘Nothing,’ Emilija said with a shake of her head. ‘There’s an uncle and some cousins. That’s it. I’m not even sure she’s ever . . . You know.’




  ‘Played hide the sausage?’




  ‘Yeah. That’s it. Not that she wouldn’t want to, I reckon. But Valmira has a few big problems in that department. Best not to ask too many questions. Come on. Let’s get this finished and we can pack it in for the day.’




   




  ‘Would anyone have wanted to do Vilhelm harm? Anyone you can think of?’




  ‘I don’t know.’ Saga had hardly moved and her voice was toneless. ‘There must be plenty of people who would have happily broken his nose, but I don’t imagine they would have gone as far as killing him. But someone did, I suppose, and I don’t really know what sort of thing he was getting up to in Russia and Lithuania.’




  ‘Any business partners?’




  ‘Not really. Not any more. Villi was solo more or less, as far as I know. Not that he told me too much.’




  ‘All right, is there anyone in his business circles who might know more?’




  ‘Try the assistant. She might know who he was in bed with.’ Saga leaned forward and extracted a cigarette case and a lighter from a handbag at her side, camouflaged in the same leather as everything else around her. ‘Apart from her, that is. Although maybe not. The assistants tend to be decorative rather than useful.’ A lighter clicked like a pistol and she sent a plume of smoke up into the sterile air. ‘But if anyone knows, it’ll be his friends. The few he had left, that is.’




  ‘Names?’




  ‘Elvar Pálsson, Sunna María Voss. Those are the ones he seemed to take care not to piss off too much. I suppose a man needs to hold on to a few friends.’




  A pale face appeared in the doorway and a girl in her early teens appeared. Gunna saw the same sharp cheekbones and thin lips as Saga’s, but framed in a younger face.




  ‘Mum?’




  ‘Not now, darling. I have to talk to this lady.’




  ‘About Dad?’




  ‘Yes, dear. About your father.’ The last word dropped from Saga’s lips like a curse.




  ‘Are you going to find the person?’ The girl asked, looking at Gunna.




  ‘I hope so. We’re doing our best.’




  The girl nodded and withdrew, apparently satisfied with Gunna’s answer.




  Gunna wrote down the two names. ‘Elvar Pálsson?’




  Saga nodded slowly.




  ‘And Sunna María Voss?’




  ‘That’s her. They were at university together, all three of them. Elvar has been Villi’s partner in a lot of shady ventures. Sunna María married a dentist. We went to their wedding in Antigua. It was lovely,’ she reminisced and her face softened for the first time.

OEBPS/Images/pub.png





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
B i T
- ‘A greatread — leaves you craving the next installment.
Yrsa Sigurdardottir

Featuring OFFICER GUNNHILDUR

. s
~ f

4 " e "o 2 Nare—
SR

AN IGELANDIC MURDER MYSTERY






