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noon

‘Erlendur!’ the police chief calls from his office, poking his head round the door. ‘Oh, sorry. Thorhall! Could you come in here?’ His hair is going grey; he is smooth-shaven, with sideburns that reach just below the ears. He disappears immediately back into his office.

In a room at the other end of the hallway a chair scrapes across the floor. A man appears, tall, and beginning to collect around the middle. With heavy steps he walks down the passageway past other offices where the doors are open.

‘Take ’em, Erlendur,’ mutters someone from one of the rooms as he walks past.

Thorhall ignores them and goes straight into the chief’s office.

‘Did you just call me “Erlendur”?’ he asks harshly.

‘I’m sorry, I was reading this damned crime story about a guy named Erlendur and he got stuck in my head. It just fell out. No offense.’

‘Doesn’t matter to me,’ Thorhall answers. ‘Was it anything special?’

‘I don’t understand why I spent all evening tied up in this book. It’s not like I haven’t got plenty of other things on my mind, and that’s no crime story. What I wanted was to ask you to look after a couple of apprentices from the Academy this week. They’re on their way now. One of them is a pleasant enough young lad, the other a girl I don’t know anything about. You know the drill, Thorhall. Take them through the main points as usual.’

‘Isn’t it Ase’s turn to take apprentices?’ asks Thorhall.

‘No, it’s yours. Just last week, or month, he received a group from the nursery and showed them round the building. It has to be divided between the both of you.’

‘And how long am I stuck with these two for?’ asks Thor­hall.

‘Only a week.’

Thorhall swears to himself, then asks, ‘Was there anything else?’

‘No. Yes, one other thing. What’s up with your cell phone? Is it not working?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘I’ve heard from Hallfredur that it’s sometimes difficult to reach you.’

‘Why doesn’t the damn man send an SMS?’

‘Easy now, Thorhall! Hallfredur is just being thorough.’

‘There must be a limit to it though. He calls me time and time again about every minor thing.’

‘Only about things an officer needs to know.’

‘You call it a police matter that the leaves from a tree in his neighbor’s yard are falling into his yard and it should be investigated?’

‘Did he say that?’

‘He did.’

‘Well then. He should of course let officers know what’s happening. It’s his job to receive notifications from the public.’

‘But hardly when he gets personally involved with every one of them.’

‘I will discuss this with him, Thorhall. But keep your phone switched on. And you’ll let these kids from the Academy follow you and your team at work?’

‘I guess so.’

Thorhall turns back down the corridor. Eggert, the police chief, closes the door behind him.

‘What did the chief want?’ someone asks in a low voice from one of the doorways as he passes by.

Thorhall halts and then goes into that office and lets himself fall into one of the chairs.

‘There are more apprentices coming. I thought it was your turn next?’

‘I got the preschool.’

‘Not for a whole week like these two.’

‘It felt like a week.’

‘I can imagine. Has anything been happening?’

‘No, not much,’ answers Ase. ‘There was a burglary up in the Grafarvogur district and a computer was stolen. Everything else was left untouched. The thief got in through the window of the garage; the windowpane wasn’t even broken—used a glasscutter and released the hook. The lock on the door into the house was probably picked open. The homeowner said it could have been unlocked. Professionally done anyway, there’s no doubt about that.’

‘It sounds like it,’ replies Thorhall.

‘And there’s more,’ adds Ase. ‘The room where the computer was kept looks like a safety cell. The window has a special lock and a laser beam detects any movement with a direct line to a security company when it’s triggered. But it didn’t go off.’

‘Did he forget to turn it on?’

‘No need to, it turns on automatically if no movement has been in the room for half an hour.’

‘Are you saying that the thief broke into the house in this half hour while nobody was there and stole the computer?’

‘Looks like it,’ Ase answers.

‘And how did he know that nobody was in the room?’

‘Must have seen when the light was turned off. The homeowner said he had to hurry out.’

‘This is what I would call brazen. Was it a valuable computer?’

‘From what I understand, almost new, and the back-up drive was also taken together with all the data. “All my data,” the man said. His name is Asmund Magnusson and he does nothing but sit in front of the screen. Buys and sells security, if I understood it correctly. He was in a robe when I went to see him this morning, but fully dressed underneath. Had reported the theft yesterday about three o’clock and was in a kind of shock when I came by. “The data is the main thing, not the computer,” he said. But we can’t send out an announcement about some stolen data. That goes without saying, and I told him so. About the computer we can, but whether the data will still be on it or not is another question—if we find it, which is doubtful. I’m about to complete the report and will send it to the insurance company. He’ll get compensation, but not for the data, even though, as he said, that’s the crucial part. But what do you think, Thorhall?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘I mean,’ Ase carries on, ‘such data in electronic form can be copied, burned on a CD or a stick and then the original deleted. I mean, if the computer should be found but the data isn’t on it anymore, is the case then solved or not? Hardly. I at least wrote in the report that the computer was stolen with valuable data on it. But where should we look for lost data? It’s impossible. That’s what I’m saying. If the crime is in electronic form, then the police are not prepared to deal with it and solve the case. Or how would we go about an electronic crime if no traces are left, such as fingerprints or a broken vase? You understand what I’m getting at?’

‘Well, I guess so,’ answers Thorhall.

He stands up and exits the office, leaving Ase with this puzzle. Walks into his office but does not sit down; instead stands by the window and looks out. It has started to rain, yet again. A day doesn’t pass without it raining, he thinks with a frown, moving to the table and sitting down at his desk. He reaches for a pile of documents on the edge of the table and draws them to him. What have I been doing? No use standing around. Car theft: unsolved. Robbery in a shop: unsolved. Burglary: unsolved. All these cases were rather trivial and would probably be solved when the thief made a mistake and got caught. Usually the same person was behind them. There was almost nothing to build on to justify investigating any of them. They had all been recorded and accumulated in the file of unsolved cases and would be highlighted at the next arrest. Some would get solved that way, others never. Prioritizing was essential and keep focus on the most serious ones.

Thorhall flips through several of the top papers and looks at one of them. “A missing girl” is written in the top line under the title “Name of case”. She had not come home for some time. This girl had been “lost” a few times before but had always returned home in the end. She was into drugs and usually in the company of older users. This was also not so uncommon. Parents would become worried, call the police and photos of the teenager would be published in the media or online. That was usually enough. It was seldom that these cases went any further than that. 16 years old.

I guess she’s returned home by now, he thinks as he turns the page and looks at the next case.

“Man beaten heavily.” He reads on: “Does not remember anything.” He might remember something now, thinks Thorhall. Maybe I should call him? How long ago was it? Two weeks. He picks up the phone on the table but puts it straight back down again. It wouldn’t make any difference. The man would have already notified them if he could recall anything. It was also possible that he didn’t want to say who it was that beat him so badly. They broke his teeth and his jaw, burst a vein in his eye and... Thorhall stares at the text in the report. Also cracked his skull. Oh my God! Anger flares up inside him. What kind of people are they? He knew it all too well but, despite that, couldn’t stop becoming shocked over some of the things that people would do to their fellow men. Yet he had not become completely immune. Fortunately. No, this case would have to lie there in the pile for some time yet, along with the others, which were all of a similar nature. He pushes the pile back to the corner of the table where it was before, stands up and walks to the window.

It has stopped raining. But it would come again, that was certain. Thorhall looks outside without paying much attention. A grey block of flats; the main bus station, called Hlemmur; the parking lot; the street. Further up was a hole in the ground where a new house was set to be built. The work on it had stopped some time ago. It was fenced off and the fence looked in disrepair. Not exactly a spectacular view. Ugly, he thinks. This is something that wears you down, and this greyness. It’s no wonder that people are depressed. I am too. Why can’t they build beautiful houses, paint them in bright colors, organize a square with trees and benches, even a fountain? That would be something for the eye to lift you up, instead of pulling you down like this.

He intends to turn away from the window but notices a car that stops in front of the door to the station. It looks like a Volvo, one of the older types, white in color. The driver steps out. He is wearing a black jacket with the hood up. Thorhall watches him. The man stands beside the car, then walks round the front and stops there. What is he doing? It seems to be a rather young man. He walks down the side of the car to the trunk. He probably has a package in there, Thorhall thinks, and turns around.

Don’t I have to start getting down to work?

He sits at the table and draws the pile of papers with all the unsolved cases towards him. It must be possible to do something about these cases, but he feels too restless to concentrate. Stands up again and walks back to the window. The man with the hood is still there, standing by the front door of the car. He must have delivered the package by now and is on his way, Thorhall thinks. He decides to stand a while by the window. But instead of getting into the car and driving away, the man walks across the street to the bus station and goes in. Thorhall loses sight of him for a moment, until he appears in the window of the waiting room. He’s standing there watching the police station, still with the hood over his head which covers most of his face. This is strange. Is he not going to take the car? The man stands motionless behind the window. Is he looking at the car, or what? Then the phone rings on his desk. He turns around and answers.

‘Thorhall, there’s a package for you,’ says the woman at the Reception. It’s Stefania, “Miss Stina”, as they call her.

‘I’ll come down,’ he says.

Before he goes, he looks again out the window. The man is still there, standing behind the window of the bus station facing the police station. He is staring at the car. Why is he behaving like this?

Thorhall jumps, he hurries out of the office and runs to the stairway and down the stairs. Opening the door on the ground floor, he runs into the reception area. There’s a brown box on the desk. Stina is sitting on a chair behind the table.

‘Put the loudspeaker on,’ he shouts at Stina.

She’s about to say something but stops when she sees the look on his face. Presses the green button on the table and points at the microphone. Thorhall bends down and says into the microphone, ‘Attention. Attention. Stay away from all windows on the street side. Make your way into the corridor. A suspicious car is parked in front of the station. It could be a bomb. Do not stand near the windows—go into the corridor.’

He then instructs Stina and another woman sitting in front of a computer to leave the lobby and wait in the corridor. He pushes them a little, so they start to run, and then runs up the stairs himself to the third floor. When he opens the door, he sees everybody standing in the hallway having come out of their offices. His colleagues flock around him when he appears.

‘What’s going on?’ shouts Eggert as soon as he sees him.

Before Thorhall can respond, an explosion erupts outside. A heavy thump hits the building, followed by rumbling and sounds of something crashing. The sound seems to come from the speaker up in the ceiling. The building jerks suddenly and everything becomes quiet, but nobody moves. For a moment, everyone is rigid from shock.

Thorhall is the first to react. He runs into his office and to the window. The pane is intact. He looks towards the bus station. The man is no longer there. He looks down at the street—there is nobody; and where the car stood, only a black impression in the asphalt remains. And it looks like it’s snowing outside; grayish flakes fall from the sky, covering the street. The package, he thinks, and runs back into the hallway.

‘Everybody out!’

The group in the hallway look at him.

‘The man who parked the car brought a package. It’s in the lobby, and it could be another bomb inside. We need to evacuate through the back door.’

Eggert agrees and says, ‘Let’s use the emergency staircase.’

Thorhall doesn’t follow but runs to the other staircase.

‘Stina is waiting down there,’ he says to the sheriff as he opens the door.

He smiles to himself when he hears the explosion. The bus has almost reached the intersection at Kringlumyrarbraut, but it can still be heard incredibly well. The bus doesn’t stop but continues and turns down to Alfheimar. At the intersection with Ljosheimar, he gets off.

When the bus has gone, he pulls the hood from his head and walks slowly down the road to building number 26. He takes the lift to the eighth floor, unlocks the door at the end of the outdoor corridor and enters the apartment. Hangs his jacket on a hook in the hall. Takes off his shoes and puts his feet into a pair of worn-out brown slippers. Walking into the kitchen he turns on a small radio on the table. It’s playing classical music. He changes the station, but there it is playing classical pop music. He slides the needle from one station to another until he finally finds what he’s looking for. The reporter is clearly shocked by what he is describing. There has been an explosion at the police station. A car that had been parked in front of the main entrance has blown up. The back of the car had splintered apart, and the rest of the car was thrown fifty meters from where it had been parked.

‘White powder, probably fertilizer,’ says the journalist. ‘Covers the street where the car stood and indeed also the police station and the surrounding area. It is not yet known whether anyone has been injured. The windows of the police station seem to be intact except for the glass of the main entrance door.’

He fills a pot with water and pours it into the coffee machine. Now he intends to use the automatic machine as he feels he deserves it. He gets a box from the kitchen cabinet and scoops the coffee from it with a tablespoon into the filter—three and a half tablespoon. He turns on the machine and waits until the coffee starts to drip. It would not take long to be ready. Dad had always said that this machine-made good coffee, though he usually preferred to make it the old way. Once the coffee has filtered down into the pot and stopped dripping, he pours himself a cup and puts it on a saucer. Fetching a milk carton from the refrigerator he adds a little to it. Turning off the radio, he takes the coffee with him into the living room and turns on the TV, sitting on the couch opposite.

The police station is fenced off with yellow tape and some form of order has been established. There are several police cars parked inside the cordon tape. The camera focuses on it. Policemen can be seen dressing one of their colleagues in a kind of protective suit.

‘I guess there might be another bomb in the area,’ the reporter says.

‘Well, it seems so, or why else would he be wearing a bombproof suit?’ answers his companion.

‘Or at least suspicion of another bomb.’

‘But where?’ asks his companion.

He cannot help but begin to laugh, almost spilling his coffee.

afternoon

‘“Boom! Now it’s time.” That was all that was written on the note on top of the computer in the box. The note was inside an unmarked envelope, but the box was addressed to me,’ says Thorhall.

He is back up on the third floor together with all the other detectives who have offices there. They are in the meeting room. Eggert stands in front of the group.

‘This shows how vulnerable we are,’ he says. ‘It takes only one madman and God knows how this could have ended. But luckily, we escaped this time around. Thorhall and Ase, you lead the investigation and select those you want to have with you. This case must be prioritized above everything else. Is that understood? We must get this man as soon as possible. Who knows what he could do next? This meeting is adjourned and now we need to act quickly.’

He walks out of the meeting room and others start to follow him. Finally, Thorhall and Ase are alone in the room.

‘Let’s sit down in my office,’ says Ase. ‘This room is far too spacious for me.’

They leave the meeting room and head to Ase’s office a little farther down the corridor and sit down. Ase sits in the chair behind the desk and Thorhall on a chair in front of it.

‘Why was the package addressed to you?’ asks Ase.

‘I don’t know,’ answers Thorhall. ‘I haven’t requested a computer. Perhaps it’s a thread we could try to follow, assuming it’s not merely a coincidence.’

‘It’s hardly a coincidence,’ says Ase. ‘Or why was the box not addressed to the chief, or just to the police if this was intended to be an attack on us?’

‘You’re right,’ says Thorhall. ‘There’s some special reason it was sent to me. I’ll have to think and see if anybody comes to mind who might have done it.’

‘The man you saw?’ asks Ase.

‘There was nothing about him that was familiar,’ answers Thor­hall. ‘I’ve done nothing since the explosion but think about him; visualize what I saw, how he moved, how he walked; his appearance where he stood in the window of the bus station and looked at the car. His hood was over his eyes and I didn’t see him clearly. I’ve talked to Stina. Poor woman, she hasn’t fully recovered yet. But she didn’t see him either, was on the phone when he came in and didn’t look towards the door. He walked directly to the reception desk and placed the box on it and said, “This is a package for Thorhall.” The table is high, and she only saw the box when she looked up and he had immediately left. The only thing she saw was a man in a black overcoat as soon as the door closed behind him. And she didn’t recognize his voice, only that it was a young man. More she could not say. Poor woman, she was so scared.’

‘But Thorhall, what was it that made you suspect there was a bomb in the car?’

‘What else could it have been, considering how he behaved? I thought that was reason enough to suspect the worst—nothing else came to mind really. I would have made a big fool of myself had it not been a bomb, but better to expect the worst, I felt.’

‘We have to look at the computer,’ says Ase.

‘They have it in the lab, checking for fingerprints, but they’ll bring it here later.’

‘Excuse me, Thorhall.’

Eggert is standing in the doorway.

‘The two from the Academy are here. I know there’s a lot to do about this bomb, but they’re only supposed to observe and not get in your way. I explained this and they understand. Come on in, guys,’ he calls out into the corridor.

‘Thorhall, this is Gaukur, and this is Fjola, is that right?’

They appear in the doorway and the young woman nods. She is slim and wearing a thick woolen sweater and jeans. Her hair is short, almost boyish. Gaukur is chubby, or even fat; low in stature and wearing a suit and tie. He is smooth-shaven and shorthaired.

‘This is Thorhall and Ase.’

They enter the room and shake hands.

‘You do everything Thorhall tells you to do,’ commands Eggert and then leaves.

Thorhall wonders if he should go after him and protest. There was no sense in having apprentices now when a case like the explosion was under investigation. But he stops short and says, ‘And everything Ase here tells you to do. Right?’

He glances at Ase who looks back and nods.

‘Now you know,’ says Thorhall to the two still standing by the doorway, uncertain what to do with themselves.

‘We should move back into the meeting room,’ says Ase and is apparently not too pleased. ‘There’s not enough room for the four of us in here.’

‘Agreed,’ says Thorhall. ‘We’ll set up a base in the meeting room. It will be your station this week,’ he says to Gaukur and Fjola.

‘That’s fine,’ says Gaukur.

When they have all gathered around the big table in the meeting room and are about to sit down, the phone rings in Thorhall’s office. He hurries back and answers.

‘This is Reception,’ says a woman. He doesn’t recognize her voice. ‘There’s man here from the Forensics Department with a box for you.’

‘Send him up,’ says Thorhall and adds, ‘Where is Stina?’

‘She went home.’

Thorhall goes into the hallway and waits until the man comes out of the elevator with a box in his arms. It is Palmi, head of Forensics. Thorhall gestures for him to come to the meeting room.

‘Why did you not come straight up?’ he asks.

‘The woman stopped me. She’s probably new.’

Palmi puts the box on the table, opens the lid and pulls out the computer. It is a standard-sized computer tower normally meant to sit on the floor.

‘We found some fingerprints.’

Thorhall and Ase know Palmi well through various cases they have investigated. He has worked for many years in the Forensics Department and recently been promoted to oversee it.

‘But we don’t have them in our database,’ he says. ‘The hard drive is empty, it’s been wiped recently I assume, but it should be possible to regain some of the material that was on it. It’s an expensive operation though. The hard drive must be sent abroad, and it’s also uncertain what the results will be. The owner must decide. But there was no bomb in the box. There was one in the trunk of the car though, and it could have been worse, much worse.’

‘What do you mean?’ asks Thorhall.

‘The man had apparently filled the trunk with fertilizer, three, four bags, Gummi thinks. He’s an expert in bombs. But they didn’t all explode, he said. That’s the explanation for the powder all over the streets. He’s sure the fertilizer was damp in at least one of the bags, maybe two. That’s why the explosion wasn’t larger and didn’t break all the windows in the building, except for the entrance door. Gummi thinks he’s an amateur. He asked me to tell you this; it might help with the investigation.’

‘It does,’ says Thorhall. ‘Significantly. Another thing: has the car been removed, or what’s left of it?’

‘No, it will be done later.’

‘What are the scratches on this computer box?’ asks Ase, who had been inspecting it.

‘Well, we think they’re from a dog rather than a cat,’ says Palmi. ‘The scratches are wide. Cats have finer claws. I wasn’t going to mention this, it’s doubtful a dog is involved in the case,’ he says and grins. ‘But it’ll be in the report.’

‘Send us a copy as soon as it’s ready,’ says Thorhall.

‘We’ll do that.’

‘Is there anything else we should know?’

‘Well, no—except perhaps that this computer is a bit special, although it’s not visible from the outside. It’s equipped with all the latest accessories and powerful processors. It’s certainly no ordinary home computer and must have cost a pretty penny.’

‘Thank you,’ says Thorhall.

Palmi says goodbye and leaves.

‘I think I know where this computer comes from,’ says Ase.

They all look at him.

‘Remember what I was telling you about that burglary in Grafarvog district? When I was there speaking to the owner a dog was snooping around us. A small white thing.’

‘Call and ask him to come and look at it. Preferably immediately. Currently, the PC is the only thing we have to work with. It could lead us to the man who parked the car with the bomb,’ says Thorhall.

Ase gets up and goes into his office to make the call.

Thorhall leans forward to examine the computer casing better. He looks at Gaukur and Fjola who are sitting at the table and clearly unsure of how they’re supposed to act.

‘You’re getting into the middle of the action right on the first day,’ he says.

They look at him and nod.

‘It’s perhaps a good thing you get to know what it’s like right away, though this is no ordinary case.’

‘But good that no one was injured,’ says Fjola.

‘Is that certain?’ asks Thorhall.

‘They said so on the radio. No one has been taken to hospital.’

‘It could have been worse,’ Gaukur says. ‘I mean if someone had, for example, been walking past the car as it exploded.’

‘Yes,’ she replies.

‘This is true,’ says Thorhall. ‘We know nothing about what the man intended or why he did this. And as the bomb specialist in Forensics says, what would have happened if all the bags had exploded?’

‘He definitely intended to destroy the police station,’ says Gaukur. ‘It’s obvious.’

‘I don’t know if it’s that obvious,’ says Fjola.

‘He’s a terrorist,’ replies Gaukur quickly. ‘Don’t you read the news? Car bombs are the main method they use.’

‘Hardly here in little Iceland,’ she says.

‘Not so. I know of many people who have expected something like this to happen here. It was only a matter of time before the extreme leftists would act.’

‘Extreme leftists?’ asks Thorhall.

‘And anarchists,’ adds Gaukur.

‘This could have been a criminal gang,’ says Fjola. ‘Someone who had to prove he was eligible.’

‘No, this is political sabotage,’ says Gaukur firmly.

‘Right now,’ says Thorhall, ‘our investigation has barely begun, and we can’t speculate in advance. Were you not taught that in the Academy?’

‘Yes,’ replies Fjola.

‘Then let’s stick with it,’ he says decisively.

Ase appears in the doorway and says, ‘He’s coming in straight away.’

‘Good,’ says Thorhall. ‘We’ll wait for him.’

He gets up and walks into his office, sits at the table. I do not like this, he thinks. No way.

Thorhall has no idea why this thought comes to his mind.

He almost lost control laughing at the behavior of the policemen on the television. The man in the protective bomb suit came back out of the front door of the police station with a box in his arms. He carried it around the corner and into the alley behind. Cameras followed him until the gate closed and it was no longer possible to see what he was doing. Two officers stood in front, stopping reporters from going in and refusing to answer any questions.

He turns off the television, walks into the bedroom and stops in front of the dresser, opens the bottom drawer and takes out the gun that is lying there. Sitting on the bed, he holds it in his hand, then puts it down on the throw that covers the bed. The room is tidy, and everything is in its place as it had always been and was supposed to be. There are framed pictures on top of the dresser. One is of a man in police uniform looking straight at the camera. He turns his head and grabs the gun. The magazine is loose, and he removes it completely. The bullets are in place. He would not have had to check it. Then pushes the magazine back, presses until it clicks and closes firmly. Clicks the safety off. Everything is as it should be. He looks back at the picture on the dresser.

Dad, now it is time at last.

The signal has been given.

The car! Thorhall stands up sharply. What kind of absentmindedness is this, he thinks on his way down the stairs. He goes down to the corridor on the ground floor and out through the front door of the police station. The broken window in the door is already boarded up. The car is still there, or what’s left of it. The back of it is almost all gone, both rear wheels detached, and almost half of the passenger side torn off. It has been thrown about fifty meters from where it had been parked in front of the main entrance and out to the middle of the next street. A truck with a crane has arrived and the driver is attaching a rope around the wreck to haul it up onto the platform. Thorhall runs out in front of the car and looks at the number plate: XQ 130. He writes it down in a small notebook and walks around the car. It’s an old Volvo, just as he had thought when he first saw it. Thorhall looks at the truck driver and asks, ‘What model do you think this is?’

‘This is one of the last of its kind,’ the driver answers. ‘Probably eighty-something. These cars were popular then but after they changed them, they weren’t so good. I think it was about the nineties when they did that. Swedish.’

‘Can you lend me your gloves?’ asks Thorhall.

The truck driver takes them off and hands them over. They are too small. Thorhall forces his right hand into one and tries to open the door to the passenger seat.

‘It’s locked,’ says the truck driver. ‘You have to pull up the pin.’

The window is broken. Thorhall put his hand inside and pulls the pin up. He tries again to open the door, but it won’t budge.

‘It’s twisted,’ says the truck driver. ‘The door is probably pinched to the body.’

Thorhall nods, bends down and investigates the car. The seats look worn, especially the driver’s side. In the well between them is a cigarette pack and lighter. A rope of pearls in different colors and a small badge hang from the rear-view mirror. What sign is this, he thinks and peers at it.

‘Is this a swastika?’ he says aloud.

The truck driver bends to examine it.

‘Yes, looks like it. Who wants a swastika dangling in front of their eyes?’

Thorhall stretches his hand into the car and presses on the button that opens the glove compartment, but it doesn’t open.

‘The car is all distorted. Probably firmly pinned down,’ the truck driver repeats. Then he adds, ‘The model number should be visible on the back of the trunk. If I remember correctly, it was placed there with chrome letters. But then it has to be found.’

‘Okay,’ says Thorhall. ‘Forensics will find it.’

He goes back into the station, up to the third floor and into the meeting room. The others are all there together with a man he gets the feeling he has seen before.

‘I tried to call,’ says Ase when he comes in. ‘You left your phone in the office. We could hear it ringing.’

‘I had to check something out,’ says Thorhall.

‘This is Asmund,’ says Ase. ‘It’s just as I suspected, this is his computer.’

Thorhall looks at the man but can’t remember where he’s seen him before.

‘The computer is mine. There’s no doubt about that,’ says Asmund.

He stands next to the computer, well dressed, in a heavy overcoat, well past middle age with his hair going gray.

‘It’s not much use to me though since the hard disk has been reformatted and the back-up disk is gone.’

‘We’ll find it,’ says Gaukur suddenly. ‘You’ll see.’

‘Thank you, friend,’ says Asmund and looks at Ase. ‘Can I go now?’

‘Yes, there was nothing more. We now know where the computer came from, but we’ll need to keep it a little longer.’

‘I expected that,’ says Asmund and walks to the door.

‘Say hello to your father from me,’ he says to Gaukur before he leaves the room.

‘Do you know him?’ asks Thorhall when he’s gone.

‘Asmund is a good friend of my father’s,’ answers Gaukur. ‘He is a trustworthy and influential man; one of the main advisors to the government on economic affairs.’

‘How do you know?’

‘My dad is the finance minister,’ answers Gaukur.

Thorhall and Asa are a little startled.

‘Didn’t you know that?’ asks Fjola. ‘Gaukur here can do as he pleases and get away with it.’

‘That’s nonsense,’ says Gaukur.

‘Now,’ says Fjola. ‘You’re not even done with school yet, but you’ve started in training ahead of everyone else—hardly a coincidence.’

‘Hear that bullshit?’ says Gaukur and looks at Thorhall and Ase. ‘I’m finished with all the most important ones.’

‘It must be nice to be in that position and get into the detective force in record time.’

‘Shut up!’

‘Come on, stop this,’ says Thorhall. ‘We’re here to investigate a serious matter and can’t afford to get sidetracked.’

He looks at them where they sit at the meeting table, two empty chairs between them. He had not noticed them properly earlier, or the way they carried themselves as they sat there across the table and watched him. A curious mixture, he thinks.

‘We must focus on solving this case. Everything else has to wait. It’s more than possible the bomber might strike again.’

Thorhall takes the notebook from his pocket.

‘So, it’s just as well you make yourself useful.’

He takes a yellow note from the table and writes the number of the car that exploded on it.

‘Fjola, go to the room down the hallway on the left to Randver and ask him to look up the owner of this car.’

She stands up quickly from the chair, takes the note and goes out.

‘Gaukur, you sit here at the computer and call every single hardware or glass store in the area. Talk to the shop assistants and ask if they can recall whether they sold a glasscutter to a young man around the age of thirty recently. Get them to ask their colleagues and let you know. Understood? And call places that sell fertilizer.’

‘Yes,’ says Gaukur, moving to a desk in the corner of the room with a computer and a telephone.

‘That’s probably unnecessary,’ says Ase, ‘since we have the registration number.’

‘We still have to check,’ says Thorhall.

Fjola appears in the doorway a few moments later holding a sheet of paper in her hand.

‘Sigurdur Jonasson is his name. Thirty-one years old, lives in the Hlidar district.’

‘He’s our man,’ says Ase.

‘Should I call him?’ asks Fjola.

‘No way,’ says Thorhall. ‘We’ll pay him a visit.’

‘Oh,’ says Fjola. ‘I didn’t think.’

‘You stay here and get Randver to dig up everything he can about this Sigurdur. Call and let me know if there’s anything special. What’s the address?’

‘Bolstadarhlid 70.’

‘Come on, Ase. Let’s hurry.’

In the police car on the way, Ase asks, ‘What do you make of these two?’

‘Nothing,’ answers Thorhall.

‘They will be of some help.’

‘Let’s hope so.’

‘Do you think there’s something in what Fjola was saying about Gaukur, that he’s taken the easy route through the school?’

‘It wouldn’t be the first time. Others have,’ answers Thorhall.

‘He’s the son of the finance minister. Don’t you find that uncomfortable?’

‘How so?’

‘This is an influential man.’

‘It doesn’t matter to me, as long as he sticks to his job.’

‘For me this is a little uncomfortable,’ says Ase. ‘I mean if he is telling his father about everything we do.’ 

‘We’re just doing our jobs,’ says Thorhall. ‘Focus on that.’

‘You never know what the currents are, and Eggert is into politics. How would you know if some plot was going on?’

‘Against whom? Us?’

‘You never know.’

‘I don’t understand why on earth you have to mention this. We’re trying to solve a case here. A car exploded in front of the police station. Have you forgotten that?’

‘Okay. I’ll stop,’ says Ase, and he keeps quiet for the rest of the journey.

Ase parks the car in front of the apartment building. It is a three-story building. The parking lot is laid with asphalt and pavement. It is one of the recent apartment buildings that had been built on the large field at the end of the street. The media had reported on the construction of these buildings some time ago. The residents in the area had protested vehemently about the field being used for the apartment blocks. An earlier plan had assumed that there would be an outdoor area and a playground for the children, but neither had been established and the field had degraded until the machinery appeared one day and began digging foundations for new apartment buildings. The city had secretly approved a new plan and pretended to have advertised it, but no one acknowledged having seen such an advertisement and accused the authorities of bullying and corruption. Thorhall remembered the reports in the newspapers. He had followed the debate because he grew up in the neighborhood and therefore had feelings about it. The field had been a playground for the kids, despite the negligence.

They step out of the car and look for the name on the doorbell in the hallway. There is no one named Sigurdur Jonasson. By one button there is no name, the top one to the left. All the other buttons are marked. Ase presses the unmarked button and they wait but no one answers. He pushes the button again.

‘He’s not answering,’ says Ase.

‘He’s probably not at home,’ says Thorhall. ‘Try the next button.’

No one answers there either.

‘Next,’ says Thorhall.

No reply. It’s not until Ase presses the final doorbell that a man’s voice comes from the speaker on the wall.

‘Who’s there?’

‘We’re from the police,’ answers Thorhall. ‘Can we come in and ask a few questions?’

The door into the stairway opens with a click, and they go up to the first floor. In the open door to the apartment on the right stands an older man.

‘We need to go up to the third floor,’ says Thorhall. ‘We’ll come and talk to you later.’

They continue up the stairway and knock on the door to the left on the top floor. Like by the doorbell downstairs, there’s no name on it. Ase tries the handle; it’s locked. Thorhall knocks again, harder than before and calls, ‘This is the police. Open the door!’

Nothing happens.

‘Should we break it?’ asks Ase.

‘I don’t think that would be very easy,’ says Thorhall, viewing the door in front of him. It’s looks to be much stronger than any normal door he’s seen.

‘We actually can not be sure that Sigurdur was the bomber. His car might have been stolen. Come on, let’s talk to the man on the first floor.’

They walk down the stairs.

The old man is still standing in his doorway.

‘May we come in?’ asks Thorhall.

The man turns around and goes in. He limps. They go after him.

‘Should I make some coffee?’ he asks.

‘No, we’re in a hurry. We only want to ask if you know anything about the man living upstairs on the third floor. Sigurdur Jonasson is his name.’

He looks at Thorhall and replies, ‘I don’t know anyone here. I’m only over for a visit, if you can call it that. Operation at the hospital tomorrow. Need to have my hip joint replaced. I’ve been waiting a long time; arrived yesterday.’

‘Whose apartment is this?’ asks Ase.

‘My daughter’s. Hrafnhild. She’s at work, and her daughter is in the kindergarten. They won’t be back until five o’clock.’

‘Did you notice a white Volvo of vintage type in the parking lot when you arrived?’

‘Actually, I did,’ the man answers. ‘It was parked right in front yesterday when I arrived by taxi. I owned such a car once. The series type 340. I bought it new in the east, in Reydar­fjordur where we lived at the time. I live there alone now.’

‘Did you see the owner?’

‘No, but I kept looking out the kitchen window yesterday at the car. Was wondering if it could be the same one I had once. I sold it several years ago. Was going to go out this morning to have a better look at it, but then it was gone. I was up before six o’clock.’

‘Are you sure the car was gone then?’ asks Thorhall.

‘Yes.’

‘That is interesting,’ says Thorhall. ‘Thank you.’

He turns to leave but stops and looks at the old man.

‘I’m sorry, but we haven’t introduced ourselves properly. I’m Thorhall and this is Ase. We’re from the detective force.’

‘I’m Johannes Olafsson,’ says the man. ‘May I ask why you’re here inquiring about this car?’

‘It’s because of a case we’re investigating.’

‘Does it have something to do with the explosion at the police station?’

‘Possibly,’ answers Thorhall, not wanting to go into detail.

‘Then there is one more thing I can tell you,’ says Johannes. ‘I asked my daughter Hrafnhild about the owner of the car last night. She said it was the man upstairs on the third floor and that he was an asshole. I asked her what she meant by that, but she wouldn’t answer. Only repeated that he was an asshole.’

‘We will need to talk to your daughter. Where does she work?’ asks Thorhall.

‘In Landsbank. The main branch down in the center.’

‘Thank you,’ says Thorhall. ‘That was all.’

They say goodbye and leave.

‘I think we’d better talk to this Hrafnhild now,’ says Thorhall back in the car. ‘She should be able to tell us something more about Sigurdur. Otherwise we have nothing else to go on.’

Ase is going to say something when the phone rings in his pocket. He answers, listens and hands it over to Thorhall.

‘It’s Palmi from Forensics.’

Thorhall takes the phone.

‘I’ve tried to call several times, but you don’t answer.’

‘What the hell?’ says Thorhall. ‘I’ve forgotten my damn phone in the office.’

‘Anyway,’ says Palmi, ‘I heard from the truck driver that you’d been trying to get into the glove compartment of the car that exploded. I decided to force it open as soon as it was brought into the garage to us. There was a pistol in it.’

‘What?’ says Thorhall.

‘Pistol,’ repeats Palmi. ‘Looks new and this is a real gun. Smith & Wesson 622, ten shots. You can kill a man easily with it I can tell you.’

‘Now I’m...’ Thorhall doesn’t finish the sentence but says, ‘Thank you for letting us know. Was there anything else in the glove box; a driver’s license for example?’

‘No such thing,’ answers Palmi. ‘Only an inspection report, a lubrication booklet and a bill from a garage.’

‘Is there a name on it?’

‘No, no ID number either. Only that the clutch was replaced, which cost sixty thousand.’

‘The name of the garage?’

‘Tjakkur, Smidjuvegur 59, Kopavog. Do you want the phone number?’

‘No,’ answers Thorhall. ‘We’ll go there. Thank you.’

He hangs up and gives the phone back to Ase.

‘Did you hear what he said?’

‘Something about a pistol.’

‘Yes, that was in the glove compartment of the Volvo. This might change the case as it seems doubtful anyone would leave a new gun in the glove box of a car they were about to blow up.’

‘You mean the car was stolen?’

‘Yes, it points to that, and also that it was not in the parking lot before six this the morning. Let’s drive by this garage in Kopavog where the car was repaired. We need to know more about this Sigurdur Jonasson. Maybe it’s not a coincidence that this car was stolen.’

‘Do you mean his car and not someone else’s?’

‘Yes, that’s what I mean. But then it might simply be because the car is old and therefore easier to steal than a newer model. No burglar alarm in it and no doubt an easy matter to pull out the wires in the switch to start it.’

‘That’s a more likely explanation,’ says Ase. ‘Let’s talk to the car mechanic.’ 

He starts the car and they drive off.

About fifteen minutes later they arrive on Smidjuvegur and it takes them a while to find the garage. In blocks of buildings on both sides are industrial enterprises of various kinds, as well as several garages and car dealerships. There are large signboards above the doors on most of them, but no house numbers are visible. They drive up the street without seeing a sign with the name of the garage they’re looking for. Turning around, Ase slows the car down while they scan the buildings on either side.

‘Here it is,’ says Ase when they are almost back at the bottom of the street. ‘It’s not well marked,’ he adds, parking in front of it.

TJAKKUR GARAGE is printed on a small sign above a large sliding door. From where the car is parked the sign looks obscure. Next to it is the entrance door which is open. There’s light inside the garage. Two cars are parked in front, one looks rather new, the other old, and neither has a number plate. Something’s missing, thinks Thorhall. This is too neat for a garage.

They walk to the door and go inside. A car stands in the middle of the workshop. It’s a black Jeep and the hood is open. Beside it is a kind of hoist hanging from a beam in the loft. There is no pit in the floor. A workbench is up against the wall on one side with a cabinet above it containing tools hanging from hooks. At the end of the room in the corner a pile of tires, and in the opposite corner a small room with a large window at the front; the door into it is open. Faint sounds can be heard from a radio somewhere in the workshop.

‘Hello, is anyone here?’ Ase calls but gets no answer.

‘He’s probably had to step out for a minute.’

‘We’ll wait,’ says Thorhall, and walks further into the workshop. He looks inside the car and notices that it’s almost brand new. He goes to open the driver’s door but then notices a scratch on it that runs along the side of the vehicle. The hood is almost vertical and there’s a scratch on that too. He walks around to the front of the car and almost trips over a man lying on the ground. He puts his hand up to his mouth and turns away. Ase, who sees his violent reaction, goes to him and sees the man on the floor.

‘No, damn...’ he says.

They need a while to recover from the shock before they can turn back and look at the man on the ground. There’s no doubt that he’s been shot. There is a clearly visible black hole in his temple. He is lying on his side and a large pool of blood has formed on the ground underneath his head.

‘Call the station,’ says Thorhall.

While Ase makes the call, Thorhall tries to figure out what has happened. Overview. I need an overview. He walks further into the garage. It is too tidy in here, he thinks. There is almost no dirt anywhere. Not what you would expect in a garage and only two cars outside. He looks at the floor. It is clean, lacquered, green. The walls are grey. There is only one spanner on the workbench and some paint cans that are arranged neatly against the wall. It’s as if this isn’t a real garage. He walks over to the room in the corner of the workshop and looks inside. It is small. A desk next to the window faces into the workshop. There’s a shelf on the wall with several cups on it. An automatic coffee machine sits on a small table in one corner but there is no sink. To the right, next to the entrance, is a door marked WC. No computer. Or printer. I guess the accounts are handwritten.

He enters the room and opens the top drawer of the desk. That’s right, there’s an accounts file. He picks it up and flips through the papers. They are printed with the name of the garage. The repair descriptions and cost figures are handwritten. How many accounts have been recorded? He presses the pages together and looks at the spine. He can make out a distinct color difference between the unused white sheets and where they have been torn out leaving only the yellow copies. One third; hardly more than one-third of the account sheets have been used.

He looks at the first account in the book. It was dated three years ago. Flips through to the last bill. It was written last week. Turns to the previous entry. Written out a month ago. He turns the pages until he finds the bill that he is looking for. “Clutch change, sixty thousand kronor,” it reads. The receipt was written almost a year ago. No name or identification number of the recipient, only the license plate. It’s the number of the Volvo that exploded in front of the police station that morning. Could there be some connection here, Thorhall thinks. Could there? 

His thoughts are interrupted when the first police car arrives at the garage with its siren on. More cars follow, and finally Forensics arrives. Three men bring their bags inside the garage. Palmi is not among them. They set the bags on the floor by the front door and start to put on their overalls made of white, wafer-thin material with hoods that they place over their heads, pulling the ties to fix them under their
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