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            PRONUNCIATION GUIDE

         

         Icelandic has a couple of letters that don’t exist in other European languages and which are not always easy to replicate. The letter ð is generally replaced with a d in English, but we have decided to use the Icelandic letter to remain closer to the original names. Its sound is closest to the hard th in English, as found in thus and bathe.

         The letter r is generally rolled hard with the tongue against the roof of the mouth. In pronouncing Icelandic personal and place names, the emphasis is placed on the first syllable.

         
            Aðaldalur – Ahth-all-dal-ur

            Aðalsteinn – Ahth-all-stain

            Agnar – Ak-narr

            Akureyri – Ah-cur-ay-ree

            Axarfjörður – Axe-ar- feeyord-ur

            Alda – All-dah

            Alfa – Alv-ah

            Ana – Ah-nah

            Áslaug – Ows-loyg

            Botnsvatn – Bohts-vaht

            Dóra – Doe-ra

            Dúna – Doo-na

            Einar – Ay-nar

            Elliðaárdalur – El-lee-tha-owr-dal-ur

            Elín – El-yn

            Emilía – Eh-mil-lee-ah

            Eyjafjörður – Ay-ya-feeyord-ur

            Fossvogsdalur – Foss-vogues-dah-lur

            Garðar – Gahr-thar

            Gauja – Goy-ya xiv

            Grandi – Grahn-dee

            Guðrún – Gooth-ruen

            Guðmar – Gooth-mar

            Gunnar – Goon-nar

            Gunnhildur – Goon-hill-dure

            Halla – Hat-la

            Helgi – Hel-kee

            Hildur – Hil-dur

            Hólmsheiði – Holms-hey-thee

            Húsavík – Hoos-ah-veek

            Hvalfjörður – Khval- feeyord-ur

            Hvammur – Khva-mur

            Hverfisgata – Khver-vis-gah-ta

            Jóhann – Yo-hann

            Jói – Yo-ee

            Katrín – Kah-trin

            Kelduhverfi – Kehl-doo-khver-vee

            Kinnarfjöll – Kin-nar-feeyol

            Kleifarvatn – Clay-var-vaht

            Kópavogur – Koe-pa-voe-goor

            Laugardalshöll – Loy-gar-dals-huhtl

            Nauthólsvík – Noyt-holes-veek

            Olga – Ol-ga

            Ómar – Oh-mar

            Ólöf – Oh-lov

            Ragnar – Rahg-nar

            Reykjavík – Rayk-ya-veek

            Sigurjón – Sig-ur-yon

            Sigurdís – Sig-oor-dees

            Skjálfandi – Ssk-yalf-an-dee

            Steinunn – Stay-noon

            Svava – Ss-vah-va

            Tjörnes – Tch-yor-nes

            Tjörnin – Tch-yor-nin

            Unnar – Oon-nar

            Westfjords – West-feeyords

            Vatnsmýri – Vahts-mee-ree

            Viðar – Vee-thar

            Viktor – Vikh-tor
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            PROLOGUE

         

         A thin layer of snow covered the street like a white silk scarf, lighting up the winter darkness. It was silent as the grave and the streets were empty. Just how she liked it.

         She took a deep breath of biting winter air as she got out of the car, exhaled an icy cloud, and looked up and down the street. No one. It looked like a photograph in the frozen stillness. She felt a stab of irritation when she noticed the tyre tracks from her car – they ruined an otherwise perfect picture. ‘You don’t capture a perfect moment by focusing only on the details. Relax and look at the big picture,’ she murmured to herself, grinning as she thought about the progress she’d made over the past year. She inhaled deeply and looked up at the sky. The moon was half full, and she could make out a face in its landscape – a friendly face whose encouraging expression told her that everything was going to be okay. She returned the smile before turning around and looking at her beautiful house, which was magical this time of year. There was a faint glow over the yellow front door, like the dot over an i. Her life was starting over in this house, right now, in this very moment. She wasn’t going to live with old ghosts anymore.

         She punched in the code and waited to hear a faint click before she opened the door and walked in. But as she turned on the wall light in the foyer, a chill went through her. Something was not as it should be. The rug at the foot of the stairs was rumpled and the French sliding doors leading into the dining room were partially open. She couldn’t bear doors half-open, rugs or pictures askew. 2Had she been that distracted when she left? She’d been running late, that was true, but neatness was hardwired in her body, and she always tidied up before she left the house without even a thought. She closed her eyes and took another deep breath – inhaling through the nose and then focusing on exhaling through the mouth. Then, opening her eyes, she hurried to straighten the rug before hanging up her coat and putting her wet shoes under the radiator.

         She connected her music app to the house speaker system and turned on a Getz and Gilberto medley. Twilight had a soothing effect on her, and she started to relax. She sashayed around the house to the gentle beat, turning on a few lamps before she went up to the first floor. But her blood froze in her veins when she stepped on the bottom stair and felt a cold wetness seeping through her nyloned foot. Touching the fluffy beige-coloured carpet runner with her hand, she found the wet spot she’d stepped on. She felt around the next steps, wet blotches stabbing her palm like knitting needles. She jerked her hand back, strode to the switch, and turned on the bright overhead light. That’s when she saw the footprints heading up the stairs. They disappeared about halfway up, as though their owner had simply gone up in smoke on the eighth step.

         She haltingly made her way up the long staircase, one step at a time, not taking her eyes off the darkened landing. Gilberto’s bittersweet song echoed through the speaker.

         
            
               Quiet nights of quiet stars 

               Quiet chords of my guitar

               Floating on the silence that surrounds us …
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         Sweat poured off Sigurdís as she ran through the park in the blistering Florida sunshine. It had taken her ages to get used to the heat here after she started her programme in forensic psychology at Florida Tech in the picturesque beach town of Melbourne. She felt like she was running into a wall as she left the shaded bower and jogged down to the beach, where the sun beat directly down on the unsheltered shoreline. For a moment, she was blinded by the reflection on the pale gold sand. She maintained her pace and pulled the sunglasses that were secured to her head with an elastic band down over her cap, arranging them on her nose.

         Her boyfriend, Jeff, had got an internship in the FBI’s Florida field office, which he’d started right after they’d graduated in the spring. One of her professors had encouraged her to apply as well, so she was looking into her residence permit options because her student visa was about to run out. Sigurdís was still on leave from the Icelandic Police Department and needed to inform them whether she planned on returning any time soon. But staying in the US and making a life for herself seemed like an exciting possibility, at least, so she’d decided to follow Jeff’s training regimen so that if she were admitted to the internship programme, she’d already be in shape.

         Jeff was waiting for her in her little apartment when she returned. The apartment was a half-hour walk from the university campus, and she’d been very comfortable there throughout her programme. He gave her a big smile as he met her when she came in, kissing her lightly 4on the cheek. ‘That Florida sun really doesn’t make for an easy run, does it?’ he said, wiping her sweat from his lips with the back of his hand. Sigurdís smiled and answered with a simple ‘no’ in between gasps as she leaned over and rested her hands on her knees for a moment.

         ‘Your phone has hardly stopped ringing since you went out. I noticed the call was coming from Iceland when I put it on silent, but the caller wasn’t in your contacts because there was no name. I hope you don’t think I was snooping – it’s just that your ring tone and all those text notifications were giving me grey hair.’ Sigurdís looked at him in surprise as he picked up her phone from the coffee table and handed it to her.

         She had five unanswered calls from two numbers she didn’t recognise. One of them had left her three texts. Sigurdís felt the familiar flutter of butterflies when she opened the messages. They were from Unnar.

         
            call me back – this is my new number. xx Unnar 

            Sigurdís SOS

            I really need to talk to you

         

         He picked up on the first ring. ‘Sigurdís?’ She didn’t even get a word in before he continued. ‘Thanks for calling me back so quickly,’ he said in a tight voice and sighed. Something serious must have happened because Unnar was never stressed. Calm and composed was his natural state of being.

         ‘Hi, Unnar. I was out for a run. Did something happen?’

         Sigurdís had barely got the sentence out when he answered: ‘Garðar was put on leave, and I’ve been temporarily appointed in his place. It’s serious. They took his phone and computer and escorted him out. He’s currently under investigation regarding your father’s death.’

         It was as if Sigurdís had been punched in the stomach. ‘What?! 5What in God’s name is there to investigate? Agnar killed himself. Case closed,’ she said, her voice loud and shrill. Jeff had come to stand beside her and he placed a gentle hand on her shoulder. She shook him off and walked slowly round the coffee table while she waited for a reply.

         Unnar cleared his throat and said: ‘As you may have heard, last year the powers that be decided there would be a general audit of the police’s case management. We in the Criminal Investigation Department were part of that audit, but we weren’t expecting anything beyond the norm – feedback on how to better follow procedure and the like. As before, they selected a few investigations at random and reviewed their handling. The commissioner received a draft of the resulting report yesterday and it contained serious allegations about Garðar’s involvement in the investigation of your father’s death.’

         ‘What does that mean? What’s he supposed to have done?’ Sigurdís paused in her circuit around the flat while she tried to make sense of what she was hearing.

         ‘They said he was too quick to declare the death a suicide and close the case. They also discovered that Garðar had had your father … sorry, Agnar … under surveillance prior to his arrival in Iceland. The report cites legalities, lack of probable cause, et cetera. I can’t remember everything off the top of my head, but I’ll receive a copy right before it’s published.’ Unnar was less perturbed now and the composure Sigurdís knew all too well had returned to his voice. ‘We need to stay calm until I get more information, but I thought it was important that you hear this from me and not someone else – much less from the papers once the report is published.’

         Sigurdís had stopped beside the kitchen sink. She took off her baseball cap and ran her free hand through her sweat-drenched hair. She felt dizzy. ‘Will the report be published publicly?’

         ‘Yes. The audit was conducted on behalf of the Ministry of Justice. Everything will be public,’ answered Unnar, sighing before 6he continued. ‘Maybe a few names will be redacted and such, but otherwise, it will be public domain.’

         The sweat had started to dry on Sigurdís’s body and felt like sticky honey under her lightweight running clothes.

         ‘I feel awful that they’re digging Agnar’s case back up again. For you and your brother’s sake,’ said Unnar. ‘Would you like me to go see him and your aunt to let them know?’

         Sigurdís hesitated for a moment before she answered. ‘Thanks for the offer, but I think it’s best that I tell them on a video call. You’ve got enough on your plate.’

         After she hung up, Sigurdís sat down without a word. Jeff had handed her a note while she’d been on the phone saying he’d pop out for a bit to give her some space and she could give him a call when she was off the phone. But what would she even say? She’d never told Jeff the whole story about her father and his death. She was gripped by restlessness and felt that old, familiar knot in her stomach growing until it burst into flames inside her. She walked around the apartment, knowing if she sat down, she wouldn’t be able to get back up again. ‘You bloody bastard, you can’t give us any peace, not even when you’re dead,’ she muttered to herself.

         Sigurdís gazed blankly around her little apartment and realised she’d unpacked her bags but had never settled in like this was her actual home. There were no personal effects except for her clothes, make-up, and other necessities.

         She decided to text Einar, her brother, and her aunt Halla and ask them to FaceTime her when they got home. Then she sent Unnar a message.

         
            Coming home. Will let you know when I’ve booked my flight.
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         Reykjavík – 23 August 2025

          

         It felt like the rain was attacking him from all sides. He’d been worried the Reykjavík Marathon would be postponed; in most parts of the world, current conditions would certainly have been classified as ‘extreme weather’. But much to his amazement – and relief – Icelanders apparently saw no reason the event shouldn’t proceed as scheduled. He appreciated their grit and was thankful he could stick to his plan.

         Under normal circumstances, he would have hated this weather, but not today. Today, it suited him just fine. Few spectators, all the runners sparing little thought for anything other than just getting through the race ahead, most of them looking down to protect their eyes from the rain. All of which meant he was able to blend in with very little effort at all.

         She’d parked in a residential area downtown. He followed her at a safe distance as she threaded her way through streets lined by charming and colourful corrugated iron houses, many of which were over a hundred years old. When she made it to the starting point on Sóleyjargata by Tjörnin Pond, she melted into the throngs of already soaking-wet runners, waiting expectantly. He watched her lithely edge forward through the crowd, closer to the starting line. The marathon’s signature red flags flapped loudly, the flagpoles bending in the wind.

         She moved with a nimble sort of ease and was clearly in good shape; it was going to take considerable effort on his part to keep up with her. The runners got into position and he felt a fluttering in his stomach when the starting gun was fired. They had to fight a crosswind as they ran and it was, indeed, no easy thing to keep pace 8with her. He increased his speed and before he knew it, the whole writhing mass of marathoners was running in sync. The only sound he could hear was that of wet running shoes rhythmically smacking wet asphalt.

         His end goal was in sight.
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         ‘Kæru farþegar, velkomin heim.’

         Sigurdís was roused from the shallow sleep she’d only just managed to drift into at the very end of the flight as the voice on the loudspeaker welcomed passengers home. She always had a hard time sleeping on planes, but she’d probably passed out from exhaustion as she’d barely slept since Unnar had called her two days earlier. She’d long struggled with a fear of flying and although she’d got much better, she could never entirely relax until the plane had taxied all the way to the gate.

         When she was a teenager, she’d been drawn to reading horrifying true stories of murder, natural disaster, plane crashes. So it was no wonder she felt a thrill of fear every time she took a flight – she’d familiarised herself with every major airline disaster in history, though she hadn’t put them in a statistical context. But then Jeff had gone over the numbers with her, shown her how remote the likelihood of a plane crash was compared to that of a car accident. Strange as it may sound, this cold, hard fact had really helped her. Sigurdís liked cold, hard facts. Even so, that didn’t mean that her body had got the memo and so it still set off alarm bells whenever she was on her way to the airport. Her nervous system seemed to have a life of its own and either it didn’t trust statistics or perhaps it was simply slow to accept reality.

         She massaged her neck lightly as she disembarked. It was bright out, even though now, at summer’s end, the days were getting shorter. Living abroad, she’d missed Iceland’s bright summer nights 10and found little more beautiful than watching the sun barely kiss the horizon before rising again to mark a new day.

         The airport was full of people about to take morning flights to Europe on the same planes that were just landing from the United States. Her muscles were stiff as she and all the other passengers were herded through the terminal like a flock of sheep. But her discomfort evaporated like dew in the morning sun when she heard her phone ring.

         I’m here! Einar’s text warmed her. She and her brother were close, and she felt a sudden burst of energy course through her body as she picked up the pace on her way to the arrivals hall. They’d been through a lot together, but she knew that her being so far away had been good for him. Sigurdís was deeply protective of her brother and tended to over-protect him, sometimes going way past all normal bounds to do so. Of late, however, he’d been better about telling her if she was going too far. She knew the two of them would be working through the traumas that had beset their family for the rest of their lives.

         Einar was waiting for her in Arrivals with a broad smile and open arms. She leapt into his arms and nuzzled close. I’m home, she thought, even as she felt that familiar stone in her stomach.

         She’d given Einar the use of her little Mazda while she was abroad. Her suitcase was too big for the boot, so they put it in the back seat, which was full of computer cords and gadgets she couldn’t identify if her life depended on it. Einar had completed two years of computational mathematics at the University of Reykjavík, and he was doing well there. Even after everything they’d been through, her brother had always been positive and upbeat, full of optimism about everything. But he seemed somewhat changed to Sigurdís, as though he was more sombre somehow.

         When she’d gone off to study in the US three years ago, they’d spoken every day. Einar had also come to visit her a few times in the first two years. But since then, his studies had consumed all his time 11and over the past year, they’d gone longer and longer between video calls. She hadn’t thought much of it in that they both had a lot going on. She’d also been consciously trying to take the advice she’d received from her therapist, Steinunn, and give her brother more space.

         ‘Is it possible that your relationship is based on co-dependence rather than mutual support?’ Steinunn had asked her in one of their virtual sessions. After a few such sessions, Sigurdís came to realise that the care she showed her brother was too maternal; she wanted to strengthen their friendship instead. She wanted to see him as her equal, not her defenceless little brother or ‘client’, as her friend Dóra had sometimes described their relationship. She needed to loosen the fetters and reset herself in her relationship with her brother.

         ‘Look, you can see the volcano!’ Einar pointed towards the eruption, which was visible from the road. Sigurdís couldn’t help but stare transfixed at the orange magma, spewing up from the lava fields on the Reykjanes Peninsula. It was like a majestic fountain, its jet forking in two different directions. But her awe quickly gave way to that oh-so-familiar sense of shame, because the natural phenomenon whose beauty she couldn’t help but admire had forced the evacuation of an entire town. Almost four thousand people had lost their homes, which were now in a designated danger zone.

         ‘I took a drive down to Grindavík the other day,’ said Einar, after the eruption was out of sight. ‘It was unbelievable – some of the houses looked like they simply hopped off their foundations, and the town was criss-crossed by giant crevasses. We saw one next to the gymnasium and the upthrow along the fault line was insane – you could literally see where the earth had risen and cracked, a foot or more in some spots. I totally get why they had to evacuate, but it’s so sad. It’s such a beautiful place.’

         ‘That must have been something,’ she answered. ‘Did Halla go with you?’

         Einar fidgeted in his seat then sat up a little straighter before 12saying he went with his friend Ana. ‘She’s in the same programme as me. Incredibly smart and funny. She’s a bit of a nerd, like me; both of us could spend hours with our noses in a book, researching the most trivial things,’ he said with a laugh. Sigurdís glanced at her brother and saw a blush creeping up his throat, turning his jaw and cheeks red. She made the conscious decision not to go into inquisition mode, as she sometimes did. Restrained herself from asking if it was anything serious. He would tell her when he was ready.

         ‘Cool. I hope I get a chance to meet her.’

         Einar smiled before saying he hoped to introduce them soon. He said they were alike in many ways, Sigurdís and Ana, although he had to warn her that Ana didn’t have much faith in the police. ‘She’s not a big fan of authority or its representatives.’ His face was bright red now. Sigurdís couldn’t help but bristle. Had her brother taken up with some anarchist? What must this Ana’s rap sheet look like? ‘Of course. Not everyone’s a “fan” of authority as such,’ she replied calmly, determining then and there to find out everything she could about this new friend of her brother’s.
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         Einar drove Sigurdís straight to Halla and Gunnar’s where a spread of coffee and freshly baked bread and pastries was awaiting them. Halla beamed when she saw Sigurdís and hugged her tight. A mother’s warm embrace, thought Sigurdís. Halla was her and Einar’s maternal aunt. She’d taken the siblings in when their father went to prison and their mother was no longer able to care for them. Sigurdís was fifteen, Einar seven. It was at Halla’s that they experienced a genuinely stable home life for the first time in their short lives. She was a mother to them and was by their side for everything life had to throw at them. She was their rock. Halla had met Gunnar when Einar was a teenager, and he immediately fitted right in. He brought a new energy into their family and a lightness that they all sorely needed.

         ‘It’s so good to have you home, dear,’ said Gunnar as he gave her a hug. ‘It’s felt rather empty without you here – no one dropping in between pillar and post!’ Halla laughed at this and poured coffee into her niece’s cup. Sigurdís smiled and decided to keep it under wraps that she’d become a coffee snob in Florida – at least for now. These days, she ran on double cappuccinos with oat milk. It was a small indulgence that she’d allowed herself in that she allowed herself few others.

         Sigurdís had taken advantage of her time in the US to change other habits as well, tried to relax a bit and enjoy the moment. She started working with her therapist after having been diagnosed with complex PTSD by one of her professors at Florida Tech. The 14professor had taught them about various screening processes and had them take the tests themselves in their second semester. Afterwards, she’d asked Sigurdís to come in during office hours and had questioned her about her background. After consulting with a clinical psychologist, the professor was fairly confident in her diagnosis. At the time, Sigurdís didn’t know much about it at all, but the professor walked her through what she called a CPTSD ‘tool kit’ and taught her some methods she could use to work through this kind of post-traumatic stress.

         In addition to working with a clinical psychologist, one of the things Sigurdís had to do was to learn to be compassionate towards herself – to pause and enjoy the moment. In so doing, she’d gradually leave behind ‘flight mode’ and learn to stop being so hard on herself. At first, the process had been quite a challenge for Sigurdís, but with time and constant practice, it got easier. Some days, it wasn’t so hard for her to relax, and she could literally feel the tension in her muscles melting away. Other days, it took more effort. But it did her good and she kept at it.

         Sigurdís had decided to wait to reveal that Garðar had been put on leave because of his handling of their father’s case. His death. But then Halla decided to break the ice. Of course she’d heard about it.

         ‘Do you know anything more about Agnar’s case? Are they reopening the investigation? We saw in the papers that Garðar has been put on leave for some vague reason or other. It wasn’t hard to read between the lines.’

         They all looked at Sigurdís wide-eyed, as if she was on the verge of sharing the answer to the mystery of life itself. ‘I don’t know anything other than what Unnar told me. But are you saying it’s been all over the media already?’

         Gunnar hurried to assure her that it hadn’t exactly been ‘all over the media’, but there had been some coverage and maybe it was simply because it concerned Garðar that they’d read everything they could find about the matter.

         15‘I’m a bit surprised he hasn’t been in touch with us himself,’ said Sigurdís in a low voice. ‘But this must have come as quite a shock to him, of course, and he’s undoubtedly got more than enough to deal with his own family while all this is going on.’

         They sipped their coffee contemplatively until Halla broke the silence. ‘I’m still awaiting the day when you two don’t have to live in fear of your father. Even dead, he can’t leave you in peace.’

         ‘I don’t want to talk about Agnar,’ said Einar, standing up and starting to clear the table. ‘He’s gone and I’m not going to give him that power over me any longer. Neither should any of you. We’ve wasted far too much time thinking and talking about him at this very kitchen table and enough is enough. I’m not saying I’m precisely glad he’s pushing up the daisies, but I am at the very least going to try to enjoy my life, free from the terror that his poisoned presence might appear at any moment, fists clenched and …’ Einar trailed off, as if unsure how he should finish the sentence – the pain imbued in the rest of it was simply too much.

         Gunnar changed the subject. ‘You must be tired, Sigurdís, dear. Those red-eye flights from the US always do a number on me. Would you like to take a nap here at ours?’

         Sigurdís demurred, though she was tired, deciding she’d head home to rest there.

         She’d bought a little one-bedroom apartment in a three-storey building on a quiet residential street in Kópavogur, a town just outside the Reykjavík city limits. Her apartment was next door to the neighbourhood school, close to municipal services, and just around the corner from Fossvogsdalur park. All she had to do to reach that beautiful green space on the dividing line between Reykjavík and Kópavogur was cross her building’s car park. She loved the park, but from her apartment, she could also run east all the way up to the Elliðaárdalur recreation area or west to Nauthólsvík geothermal beach. She liked living there, and even though she wasn’t big on kids, she enjoyed listening to them having 16fun at break in the school playground or kicking balls around in the park.

         Sigurdís hadn’t been home in over three years. Einar had been living in her apartment while she’d been gone, so she was fully expecting to have to pick up after him when she arrived home. Much to her surprise, however, the apartment was spotless. It was like opening the door to a hotel suite. Einar had apparently decided to hang pictures and he’d also bought a few tasteful cushions for the sofa and a beautiful mirror that now hung on the wall opposite the front door. Her bedroom smelled of freshly washed linen and there was a bouquet of violet tulips in a vase on the bedside table. Her favourite flower.

         She pulled her phone out immediately. ‘Did you bring in an interior designer while I was away?!’ she asked teasingly the moment Einar picked up. ‘This is like walking into a warm embrace.’ Her voice was practically squeaking with a happiness she couldn’t restrain, no matter how she tried.

         ‘Not exactly, but not far off, either,’ said Einar, clearly pleased at her reaction. ‘Ana helped me make it nice for your homecoming. I’ve told her so much about you and she thought you deserved to return to a cosy nest, as she put it.’

         Sigurdís chided herself internally for the assumptions she’d made about Ana in the car that morning. The moment he’d told her about Ana’s aversion to authority, she’d envisioned some punk lunatic, but now it turned out she was responsible for this lovely reception. ‘Please thank her for me and now there can be no excuses – I have to meet her.’

         Sigurdís decided to wait to unpack her suitcase and to try to take a short nap now instead. So this is what it’s like to come home, she thought to herself after putting on her sleep mask and pulling the crisply clean duvet over herself. Her life in Florida was receding by the minute; snuggled down in her cosy nest at this moment, her life with Jeff seemed like nothing but a distant dream.
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         Sigurdís jolted out of a deep sleep and tore off the sleeping mask that was askew on her face. She looked at her phone and saw she’d missed two calls before hearing the doorbell again, the loud buzz that had disturbed her sleep.

         ‘It’s Unnar,’ he said into the intercom, in a voice that said he was dead certain he’d be let in. Sigurdís looked into the new mirror at the entrance and caught her breath. She’d seen better days, that was certain, but the thought vanished with the realisation that she needed to get some clothes on. She grabbed a pair of jeans and a T-shirt and had just managed to button up her trousers when Unnar knocked on the door.

         He smiled broadly when he saw her, closing the gap between them in a few confident steps before hugging her close. ‘It’s good to have you home,’ he said, releasing her from the embrace. They’d spoken now and then while she’d been abroad, but the phone calls had waned in the last year. She and Jeff had started seeing one another and she was uncomfortable staying in touch with Unnar in anything but a purely work-related capacity. Her relationship with Jeff had started as a friendship and developed into a romance after they got to know each other in their programme at Florida Tech. She found his plans for a career with the FBI exciting. When they’d said goodbye, he was on his way to Quantico for a site visit with other new recruits from the Florida field office.

         ‘Wow, this is really homely.’ Unnar’s words shook her out of her private thoughts.

         18‘I was just as pleasantly surprised when I came home this morning,’ answered Sigurdís with a smile. ‘Einar has been living here while I was away and has been nesting. He spends more time at home than I do and has more of a knack for making things cosy,’ she said, deciding she’d wait to mention Ana the Anarchist when she suddenly had a lightbulb moment. How much time had Ana spent at her apartment? Sigurdís wondered again how serious her brother’s relationship with this woman was.

         ‘Want some coffee?’ she asked, scooping some grounds into the pot without waiting for a reply. She sorely needed cup right now. Her inner coffee snob would have to wait, however, because all she had right now was an old-fashioned coffee maker. This was as good as it was going to get for the time being; she needed caffeine and she needed it now. It was going on 2:00 p.m. and she’d slept like a stone for four hours. But she was still foggy from the flight and the time difference.

         ‘I’ve yet to congratulate you on your graduation, Sigurdís. Garðar told me you were top of your class and were thinking about staying in the States. I’ve been feeling a bit guilty about dragging you home.’ Unnar regarded her with the same mild look she always pictured when she thought of him.

         ‘You didn’t precisely drag me home—’

         He interrupted her and said he was well aware of what would happen when she heard about Garðar being put on leave. ‘I know you would have found out about it even if I hadn’t called and you’d have come home no matter what. Perhaps I don’t totally mean it, but I still feel somewhat responsible, nonetheless. I should have said something when Garðar closed your father’s case. I was certainly in a position to do so, although pretty much everything pointed to him having jumped off your mother’s balcony. But we still should have conducted a more thorough investigation. Not least because of the parties concerned. But all of us thought it was an open-and-shut case and so no one said anything.’

         19He paused for a moment before adding: ‘I’ve been assigned to reinvestigate the case from scratch.’

         Sigurdís felt like she’d been punched in the gut yet again. Her hands went clammy as she shot him a questioning look. ‘What do they think happened? That Mum pushed him off the balcony? He was six foot three! And she was barely a shell of herself after everything he’d done.’ She could feel her voice starting to quiver and took a deep breath before, more composed, she added: ‘I’m sure he’s having a good chuckle about this in hell, where he’s warming his hands over the fire with history’s other great shit-heels. Everyone talking about him – he’d love that.’

         ‘We’ll review the case, Sigurdís, and we’ll do it the right way. It’s not unlikely that we’ll come to the same conclusion and then we can put it behind us for good. The likelihood that she could have thrown him over the balcony is nil – as you so rightly point out.’

         Unnar was right. She needed this to be over with, and it was more likely than not that the reinvestigation would return the same findings. She just hoped that it had really only been the two of them, her parents, in the apartment. That their final showdown had ended exactly as suspected: Her father had to have the last dramatic word and had decided to punish them all in his way, exit their lives as the victim he believed himself to be. That was the story as far as she was concerned. Any other possibility was out of the question and would remain so.

         Unnar heaved a deep sigh, shaking Sigurdís out of her ruminations.

         ‘This couldn’t be happening at a worse time,’ he confided. ‘We just got a huge case. The body of a woman was found out at the Grandi harbour area yesterday afternoon. It seems that she was stabbed with a long thin implement. The people who found her thought she’d collapsed during the Reykjavík Marathon and injured herself in the fall, but the paramedic immediately realised that something was amiss, and police cordoned off the area. And, of 20course, it’s right as the media’s hounding us for information about that suspicious death, that Garðar’s put on leave. He’s so much better at dealing with the media …’ Unnar trailed off mid-sentence.

         ‘Can’t you hold them off for a few days?’ Sigurdís asked. ‘Tell them you need to speak with the family?’

         ‘We’ve managed so far, but we won’t be able to for much longer. This is a famous journalist we’re talking about, Olga Einarsdóttir. We won’t be able to keep a lid on this for long.’

         Sigurdís was knew who Olga was, although she’d never watched the woman’s television programmes. Olga was high-profile and much-discussed; her controversial approach to her subject matter tended to make headlines on its own. Sigurdís scribbled the journalist’s name on a Post-it and stuck it on the kitchen cabinet out of old habit.

         After Unnar left, she took a blisteringly hot shower, considering the proposition he’d made to her before he left. Sigurdís had taken a leave of absence without pay from the police force when she went abroad to study. Unnar was on a mission to bring her back into the fold. With Garðar on leave, they were short-staffed and there’d been considerable turnover in the CID. Unnar had made it clear that they were lacking the experience needed to clear the big cases. Olga Einarsdóttir’s murder and the reinvestigation of her father’s case, yes, but also several less complicated cases that been noted in the audit report.

         A chill went through her. How could she work in the very department that was investigating her family in the matter of Agnar’s death? She’d asked Unnar straight out if the high-ups at the ministry would even consider such an arrangement. He was quick to assure her that they would set up a Chinese wall, and she’d have nothing to do with Agnar’s case – she’d be focused on the murder of Olga Einarsdóttir.

         She let the water run over her face as she pictured the area in front of her mother’s apartment building on the east side of 21Reykjavík. When she saw her father lying there in his own blood on the pavement after a five-storey fall – that was the first time she’d laid eyes on him since she was an unhardened adolescent, since his sentencing. Her mother, Alfa, had come outside, told them he’d shown up at her apartment drunk, and she’d let him in. He’d run his mouth for a while and then gone out to the balcony. She’d been indifferent to his tale of woe, and
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