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To Natalía





The snow,

mother soft,

enfolds me,

for a moment

I am saved.

I hear

a loud whisper

– are you here?

It’s so cold,

hold me tight.

Fill,

fair snowdrift,

so gentle,

the emptiness

inside me,

but not quite yet …

… let me live

just a little while longer –






It was mind-numbingly cold.

Although Daníel was well bundled up in layer upon layer of wool, with a thick down jacket over the top, it didn’t help: the cold still found its way inside, piercing him to the bone.

He wondered if his travelling companions were suffering similar torments but didn’t dare ask in case it made him sound weak, just kept his head down and ploughed on, buffeted by the wind and driving snow. He couldn’t see the surrounding landscape, couldn’t tell what kind of terrain they were crossing; his whole world was reduced to a swirling whiteness and the vague shapes of figures moving ahead.

He had lost track of the time but it felt as if they had been walking for hours since the storm blew up, although probably it had been closer to an hour. No one had said anything for a while now. They were all doing their best to keep going, trying to stick close together and follow Ármann’s lead. Since he knew the area better than any of them, all they could do was trust him when he said there was an old hut ‘not too far away’.

The way he put it didn’t exactly inspire confidence.

Despite growing up in Iceland, Daníel had been living in Britain for a number of years, first as a student at drama school, then trying to make a living on the stage.

This reunion trip with his old friends had been on the cards for a while. Ármann had offered to organize it, then, at the last minute, suggested they swap their planned visit to a holiday cottage in the south-west, within easy reach of Reykjavík, for a ptarmigan hunt in the remote highlands on the other side of the country instead. He assured them that he’d been on countless game-shooting trips in the eastern highlands and that there could be few better ways of cementing their friendship. When the message arrived, Daníel had been so busy that he simply hadn’t had time to raise any objections. He didn’t have a gun licence but Ármann had offered to teach him to shoot. ‘There’ll be no one there to see us, so you’ll get a chance to bag a few birds, don’t you worry.’

But as soon as they made their first foray onto the moors, everything had gone wrong.

They didn’t even have their luggage with them, only provisions for that day, though they had their shotguns, of course, since that was the whole point of the exercise. Daníel had suggested leaving the guns somewhere to lighten their load and coming back for them later, but this had not gone down well.

He tried to soldier on, reminding himself that he must on no account lose his concentration. There was a tacit agreement among them to put their faith in Ármann and trust that he would get them to shelter.

Sure, Daníel was freezing, but hopefully the worst of the chill would be banished once he was safely indoors, out of the elements. He tried not to dwell on the thought that they didn’t even have sleeping bags with them, and that the wretched hut they were trying to reach apparently didn’t have any form of heating. No electricity; no way of getting warm. Still, at least it would provide some shelter.

As if the cold wasn’t bad enough, deep down the fear was growing that they were lost; that Ármann’s sense of direction wasn’t all it was cracked up to be. If this turned out to be true, Daníel wouldn’t just be worried, he’d be scared to death. There was no chance of their finding their way back to the lodge. If the storm continued with the same violence, they would have no choice but to stop somewhere and wait it out, but without tents or sleeping bags there was a danger they might freeze.

He couldn’t see a bloody thing.

Of course, Daníel remembered storms from his youth, but nothing like this, and his years in Britain’s gentler climate had softened the memories, making him forget what the cold was really like. The blizzard they were experiencing now was more brutal than he would have believed possible. And it seemed incomprehensible to him that it could be so dark in the midst of all this whirling whiteness. Could the early November dusk have fallen already? Surely they hadn’t been out here that long?

He was terrified he would lose sight of the person immediately in front of him. They were walking in more or less single file, with him bringing up the rear, and it was taking all his strength to keep up. He knew that the others were more experienced at coping with conditions like these, or at least Ármann and Helena were. They had both been eager for the hunt; not just eager but excited. Daníel had never shot a ptarmigan and now it didn’t look as if the weather gods were going to give him the chance even to see one; not today, at any rate. He wasn’t actually sure he’d ever tasted ptarmigan. When he was younger, perhaps.

All of a sudden, he noticed that Helena, who was second to last in the line, had stopped just in front of him. Then Daníel saw through the thickly falling flakes that the others had come to a halt. Had something happened?

Ármann called back to them but Daníel couldn’t hear through his woollen hat and the thick hood of his down jacket.

Helena turned to him and said something but he still couldn’t make out a word. He loosened the drawstring on his hood and pushed it back from his face.

‘What did you say?’ he shouted.

‘Ármann says it’s here, just round the corner. At least, he’s pretty sure,’ she said. Pretty sure was not what Daníel wanted to hear right now and, for the first time, as his exposed ears stung with the cold, it came home to him that they really could die of exposure out here. He could quite simply freeze to death in this snowy waste. His thoughts flew to his girlfriend in London. As far as she knew, he was on a harmless adventure tour with his Icelandic friends, though, to be fair, she had warned him against it, asking whether it wouldn’t be more sensible to go on a trip like that in summer rather than in the depths of winter. She’d had a better instinct than he did for the potential hazards in his native country.

No, he mustn’t think like that. He was with a good group of people and together they’d find a solution. He had to keep these negative thoughts at bay. They never did any good, as he knew from bitter experience.

He had been staring into the void, into the falling snow, but now he glanced back at Helena. She smiled at him and seemed to be waiting for him to start moving again.

‘Ready?’ she called.

He nodded and drew his hood back up.

The group set off again and Daníel waded through the drifts, thankful that he was wearing a good pair of boots.

But he couldn’t stop his mind from conjuring up worst-case scenarios. If anything happened, he thought, if anyone got ill, they would be completely screwed. No one in the group had any medical experience.

They had each trodden their own path in life. Helena was an engineer and worked for some start-up that was making waves – according to her, anyway. Gunnlaugur was a lawyer and Ármann a guide. Well, he didn’t actually want to call himself a guide any more, not since he’d set up his own tour company. These days he must be richer than all the rest of them put together. There seemed to be no let-up in the growth in tourism, and, if you believed Ármann’s tall stories, he was making money off just about every visitor who came to Iceland.

Daníel liked them all well enough; that wasn’t the issue. He was fond of them, in spite of their flaws. The problem was simply that whenever they met up it was generally to celebrate something – a birthday, a wedding – and on those occasions the booze always flowed freely. But he hadn’t been sure he’d be able to cope with spending a whole weekend in their company, especially with no alcohol to smooth things over. He was certainly stone-cold sober now. Which was just as well, of course. But he remembered that Helena had stuck a bottle of brandy in her backpack, so at least they’d have something to warm themselves with and help calm their shattered nerves once they’d made it to the hut.

If they made it …

At that moment he saw a dim shape ahead.

Had they arrived?

His friends seemed to be slowing down and he allowed himself to hope.

Yes, it looked as if they’d found some sort of hut, however inadequate, out here on the wild moors.

Ármann hadn’t let them down.

Daníel felt a rush of relief, as though he’d been saved from certain death. He pushed back his hood again to try to hear what the others were saying.

They were all wearing head torches and the beams darted here and there, competing to light up the hut through the driving snow. Daníel thought it was painted red, like one of the old sæluhús, or emergency refuges, that dotted the Icelandic highlands, but it was hard to be sure in these conditions. Anyway, at least it was shelter from the wind and weather, which was all that mattered now.

Gunnlaugur was standing by the door and appeared to be trying to open it, but it was taking its time and Daníel could feel the cold biting harder with every second that passed.

‘The door – uh – it’s sticking,’ Gunnlaugur called in a despairing voice. He seemed completely out of place here, battered by the savage elements.

‘Let me try.’ Helena pushed him aside. ‘It’s only locked.’ Her voice was calm. It took a good deal to throw Helena off balance.

‘What, locked!?’ Daníel exclaimed. ‘Isn’t it supposed to be an emergency refuge?’

‘Some huts are kept locked,’ Ármann replied. ‘There should be a key box here somewhere.’ He directed his torch at the wall beside the door and, sure enough, there was the box, but it looked as if a code was needed to open it.

‘Do you know the code?’ Daníel could feel his heart beginning to pound. He had to get inside, into shelter.

‘No, I don’t,’ Ármann said. ‘I didn’t know we’d be coming here. Let me think for a minute …’

Daníel moved closer. ‘Shit. We must be able to break it open?’ He took off one glove and attempted to tear the box off the wall, but it wouldn’t budge and now he was acutely aware of the merciless cold. Hastily he pulled his glove back on but he’d already lost most of the feeling in his fingers. ‘We need a tool of some sort.’

‘Can’t we just break a window?’ Gunnlaugur asked, his teeth audibly chattering.

Ármann gave him a look. ‘Break a window? And try to sleep in sub-zero temperatures tonight? Good luck with that …’ His tone was acid.

‘We must be able –’ Gunnlaugur began, but Daníel interrupted:

‘Why the hell’s the hut locked? Aren’t these refuges supposed to be for people in our situation? We’ll die of exposure if we can’t get in!’

‘Calm down, Daníel,’ Helena said. ‘No one’s going to die of exposure.’

Once again, tensions were rising among the group.

From the moment he’d stepped off the plane Daníel had started regretting his decision to take part in this weekend trip, and the feeling had grown steadily worse. He would have given anything to be at home in his little flat in London with his new girlfriend. She was an actress too, fifteen years younger than him, and, at twenty, already more successful than he was, though he wouldn’t admit to this in anyone else’s hearing.

‘Should we try calling – try our phones?’ Gunnlaugur asked.

‘We’re in the highlands with no signal, Gunnlaugur,’ Ármann said flatly. ‘We’re alone here. Miles from the nearest house – the nearest person. We need to face up to the fact and sort this out ourselves. No one’s coming to rescue us – or not any time soon …’

‘It’s a bloody pain that there’s no phone signal here,’ Daníel muttered, more to himself than to the others.

But Ármann heard and replied: ‘We were aware of that. I mean, wasn’t that the plan? To be in the middle of nowhere together and try to switch off for a while? That was the whole idea, wasn’t it?’

Helena intervened: ‘Knock it off, guys. Look, we need to open this door, then make ourselves comfortable and get some brandy down our throats. So can we concentrate, please?’

‘It’s a pretty flimsy door,’ Gunnlaugur pointed out. ‘We could probably …’

‘We’ll break open the key box. We won’t do anything stupid. Then we’ll buy a new box to replace it. End of story.’ Ármann took the shotgun off his back.

Daníel jumped. It wasn’t that he was actually expecting Ármann to shoot anyone; it was just an involuntary reaction.

‘No need to worry, mate,’ Ármann said with a grin, but Daníel had the odd illusion that his words were charged with meaning. There was an indefinable smell of danger in the air, among the thickly falling flakes, but he couldn’t work out where it had come from. His imagination must be working overtime.

Ármann raised the butt of the gun and started hammering at the box, again and again, until it came loose, then kept on bashing at it until finally he extracted the key.

‘Right,’ he said. ‘It worked. Now we can relax.’

This struck Daníel as grimly amusing in the circumstances. How could they relax when they were miserably cold and far from home?

Ármann put the key in the lock and, after a brief struggle to turn it, opened the door. They were met by pitch darkness.

‘Well, let’s get inside.’

Helena didn’t wait to be told twice and almost pushed past Ármann.

Gunnlaugur followed behind, in no apparent hurry. Daníel patiently awaited his turn. At times Daníel wondered if Gunnlaugur was only half alive, he seemed so out of it.

Daníel directed his torch in front of him as he entered. It was hard to work out the size and layout of the hut with the beams of his friends’ head torches flashing this way and that, criss-crossing the room.

He put down his backpack in the corner and drew a deep breath. It was chilly in here but a little warmer than it had been outside, the four walls offering a respite from the violence and screaming of the wind, and Daníel felt as if he could finally get enough oxygen in his lungs and relax a little …

It was then that Gunnlaugur let out a yell.

It was a piercing yell, so disturbing in the darkness and quiet that Daníel’s muscles tensed in shock. After that, there was a confused noise and it took him a moment or two to work out that Gunnlaugur had cannoned into Ármann, sending them both flying.

There was a moment’s deathly silence.

Daníel stood rigid with fear for several seconds, trying to work out what had happened. Gunnlaugur had seen something, that much was obvious.

‘What’s the matter?’ he asked, but there was no reply.

Then, his limbs obeying him again, Daníel walked a little further into the hut, peering to both sides and illuminating the interior with his torch, but he couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. He shone the beam straight ahead, at the wall facing the door.

The sight that met his eyes was so unexpected, so shocking, that his heart missed a beat.

Daníel tried to cry out but couldn’t utter a word, couldn’t move, just stood there, staring.

He felt suddenly cold all over and the shivering spread through his body with terrifying speed.

He had never been so afraid in his life.
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One day earlier




Daníel

Ármann, who had offered to drive, was the life and soul of the party as usual, doing his best to keep them entertained during the journey, but the series of amusing stories he reeled off met with indifference from his passengers. It wasn’t the fault of the stories, it was just that there was a time and place for everything and this wasn’t it. Daníel was dead tired as well as hung-over from the night before, and the others seemed similarly subdued. In the end, Ármann had lapsed into silence. No one else spoke, the radio was off and the only noise now was the roar of nailed tyres on the rough gravel road. Outside the windows the treeless landscape rolled past, bleak, grey and forbidding, only the high moors in the distance touched with white.

As he stared sleepily at the view, Daníel reflected how little he knew about the east of his own country. He had a hazy idea of a fjord-indented coastline and a reindeer-haunted wilderness of mountains and moors inland. A controversial hydro-electric dam. The region was associated in his mind with hardy farmers, fishermen and hunters, a world away from the urban sprawl of Reykjavík where he had grown up, though it was only about 350 kilometres as the crow flies.

They had taken it for granted that Ármann would see to everything, as always. He had shouldered responsibility for the entire organization of the trip, finding a time that suited everyone, and booking flights, a rental car and accommodation. Somehow Daníel had fallen in with all his suggestions, even the absurd idea of a ptarmigan shoot. The plan was to fly out to the east on the Friday, spend Saturday and Sunday morning shooting on the moors, then head back to town again on the Sunday evening.

They had slept off last night’s pub crawl, more or less, but in spite of that Daníel hadn’t felt up to doing any of the driving. He was still recovering from the bumpy flight out east in the small plane, with the bad coffee and the powerful stench of fuel, none of which had helped his hangover. Now he was sitting in the back with Helena. To give Ármann his due, he’d hired a good car; a big off-roader with plenty of leg room. The combination of a comfy seat, warm air from the heater and smooth suspension was causing Daníel’s eyelids to droop. All he really wanted was to sleep until they reached their destination, as he knew that if Ármann and Helena had anything to do with it, they were bound to have another late night.

They had made the most of their evening in Reykjavík yesterday, hitting the town in style. Daníel had appreciated the chance to catch up with the latest changes, as he hadn’t been home to Iceland in two years and the city had undergone a transformation in his absence. New restaurants had appeared in place of some of his old favourites and the harbour area was unrecognizable, dominated now by luxury apartments and a five-star hotel. More new hotels had opened or were about to, and the downtown area had a more cosmopolitan feel to it than ever before. He had even found a jazz bar near the parliament building, something he would have associated more with New York than Reykjavík.

The restaurant they’d chosen had been one of the recent additions, and so had the bars and clubs on their crawl, and the city centre had been buzzing for a Thursday night in November. The weather had been beautiful too, with clear skies and chilly temperatures, and the forecast was for more of the same in the east of the country over the weekend, colder though, with the possibility of a bit of precipitation thrown in.

Every time Daníel came home, he realized it took him longer to acclimatize; he found the cold a little harder to bear and had less patience with the wildly unpredictable weather. But he didn’t want to risk losing face in front of the others and be told that he was going soft in the UK. In this, as in so much else, he felt his acting talents were being tested to the limit. It was vital never to let the mask fall, whether in relation to the cold or his career.

They were almost certainly under the impression that he’d hit the big time in Britain. Which was the way he wanted it. True, the drama school where he’d done his training had been a decent one, if not quite as prestigious as he implied, and after graduating he had focused on the stage and secured roles in some good plays. Few of them had made it to London, though; they were generally productions put on by touring companies doing the rounds of the provincial theatres. Still, he’d had three roles in plays in the West End; twice as an understudy – in neither case had he got to perform – and once in a walk-on role. The wages were paltry, of course, and he survived by working in restaurants on the side, but in his friends’ eyes he was a star abroad, making a pretty good living. This was the role he would have to play this weekend and he didn’t actually mind it that much.

‘Have you really never killed anything?’ It was Ármann who broke the silence.

Although Daníel knew the question was directed at him, he decided to ignore it.

‘Daníel, have you never killed anything?’ Ármann persisted.

‘No, I can’t see the point, to be honest,’ he replied, having to raise his voice to be heard over the rumble of the tyres.

‘There’s something about it, you know. Something rewarding. I don’t know quite how to describe it. Hunting for your own food. It makes you feel self-sufficient, in touch with nature.’

Daníel shrugged, though Ármann wouldn’t be able to see as he had his eyes trained on the road ahead.

‘I’m quite happy just to eat the food. That’s more my scene.’

‘Come on, don’t be silly, you’re going to shoot some birds,’ Helena said, smiling at him. ‘Something’s got to die before we finish this trip.’ Her smile held a quality he found oddly unsettling. All this talk of shooting and death had got to him, although he had been well aware that the aim of this trip was to hunt game, in addition to being a reunion, of course.

‘Maybe. Sure, I’ll have a go. But you’ll have to keep my birds as I wouldn’t dream of taking them back to England with me. I’d never get them through Customs, for one thing.’

‘You wouldn’t know how to cook them, anyway,’ Gunnlaugur muttered, so quietly that Daníel almost missed it.

He had been rather taken aback to learn that Gunnlaugur would be joining them. He was part of the gang, of course, but in recent years, on the rare occasions they got together, there had been an unspoken agreement to leave him out. Daníel got on fine with him; after all, they’d known each other since they were kids, but Gunnlaugur didn’t quite fit in. He had a placid temperament, most of the time, yet there was a darker, more difficult side to him too, as they had discovered over the years. Daníel just hoped he wouldn’t display it on this trip. It wasn’t as if Gunnlaugur had anything attention-grabbing to contribute to the conversation either, since his interests were limited and dull. As far as Daníel could work out, he seemed to spend most of his time alone at home watching TV.

‘You don’t shoot much yourself, do you, Gunnlaugur?’ Daníel asked.

Gunnlaugur was never called anything else, despite being saddled with such a long name: none of the usual, affectionate short forms like ‘Gulli’ had ever stuck to him.

‘Not really, though I’m not a bad shot,’ he replied. ‘Dad taught me and my brother. He taught us to fish for salmon too. As a matter of fact, it’s his gun I’ve brought with me.’

‘A trusty old friend, eh?’ Helena said.

‘Yes. But it’s only for my use. I’m not lending it to anyone else. Just so that’s clear.’

For a moment Daníel thought his old friend was joking, then he realized Gunnlaugur was deadly serious. Of course, he’d never been much of a joker.

‘Keep your hair on,’ Daníel said. ‘No one’s going to take your gun off you.’

‘I only meant, seeing as you’ve come along without a weapon of your own.’

‘I’m only –’

Helena interrupted. ‘I’ve got a bottle of brandy with me. Ármann, you’ve brought some booze too, haven’t you?’ she asked, though she presumably knew the answer. It was a nice try at changing the subject, Daníel thought, but perhaps not the most tactful topic to bring up in the present company.

‘What do you think?’ Ármann grinned round at her.

Daníel leaned back and closed his eyes. If only he could have closed his ears too.

He shouldn’t have let himself be talked into coming on this trip.

It was doomed to be dire. He would just have to grit his teeth and try to get through the weekend in one piece.




Gunnlaugur

‘I thought you said we were staying in a hunting lodge?’

Gunnlaugur tried to keep the aggrieved note out of his voice, though he was anything but satisfied with the facilities. He wanted to let Ármann know he was unimpressed but without sounding like a whinger, so he tried to strike a bantering tone.

‘Gunnlaugur, mate, this is a hunting lodge,’ Ármann replied. ‘Have you never stayed in one before?’

‘Of course I have. Dad and I used to fish Haffjardará every summer. This isn’t in the same class. But don’t get me wrong; it’s fine.’ Privately, though, he felt it lacked the character of the more traditional lodges; it was all a bit too modern and soulless for him.

‘Perfectly fine,’ Ármann retorted.

Gunnlaugur had taken a look around inside. There were six bedrooms, all of them a bit basic, but he supposed he would just have to make the best of the situation.

They were relaxing in the living room after supper. Ármann had offered to cook that first evening, producing grilled steak and red wine to accompany the meal. Gunnlaugur had appreciated the steak, though it had been a bit overcooked, but he’d decided not to complain. He hadn’t touched the wine.

His gaze was drawn to the window. It was pitch black outside and for a moment he felt a twinge of unease. Of course, he was among good friends – Daníel, Helena and Ármann were his best friends – but there was something about this place, the isolation and unrelenting darkness, that got to him. He had lost track of exactly where they were, having fallen asleep on the long drive here from the airport, and knew that, should anything go wrong, he wouldn’t have a hope in hell of being able to retrace their route. The November night had made him acutely aware of how helpless he was, how totally dependent on his friends.

He had the uncanny sensation that the blackness outside was pressing in on him. Winter trips into the highlands just weren’t his thing. He preferred fishing trips in summer; standing thigh-deep in a river, wrestling with a salmon in broad daylight and decent weather. He had learned to shoot, that was no lie, but it was a long time since he had last handled a gun, and he didn’t want to have to ask for help when the moment came. Didn’t want to show any weakness. It would work out – it had to. After all, how difficult could it be to bag a few birds? His dad had always said that the hardest part was that first shot, feeling the kick of the gun, reconciling yourself to the act of killing. Once you’d got over that, the rest was easy.

‘How on earth did you find this place?’ he asked.

Ármann gave him a look and took a sip of his drink. He was on gin and tonic, like Helena and Daníel. Gunnlaugur was sticking to soda water.

‘This place?’

‘I mean the lodge.’

‘I worked out here in the east for two years. I know it very well. After all, I’ve dragged enough tourists round these parts. That’s how I started the company, by –’

Gunnlaugur cut him short. ‘We’re in good hands, then.’ He’d heard this story too many times, in one form or another. How a small-scale operation in the east of Iceland, the germ of an idea, as Ármann sometimes described it, had grown into a company with what must be a turnover of several hundred million krónur. Maybe even a billion? Gunnlaugur had no interest in dwelling on the figures or on Ármann’s success. He himself had slogged through a law degree, not out of any particular interest or aptitude, but only because he had twice failed his medical exams. At that point his dad had told him enough was enough and he should give law a go instead. He had only failed one of his exams on that course, and scraped through his degree somehow. For the last few years he had been working for a medium-sized law firm in Reykjavík, every day the same as the last. There was enough to do and he wasn’t always bored, but it was hard to watch his younger colleagues surging ahead, while he was left behind, stuck in the same rut. All his grafting had earned him was a small house and a car. Ármann, on the other hand, without a qualification to his name, was raking in money at such a rate that Gunnlaugur knew he would never be able to catch up. Not unless Ármann somehow managed to blow the lot. Gunnlaugur was fond of Ármann, but sometimes, after being forced to listen to his endless boasting, he found himself uncharitably hoping that there would be another financial crisis, of some kind or another, and that the tour company would go bust … Then the cards could be dealt out again and perhaps he himself would get a better hand this time.

‘How’s your love life?’ Helena asked. She was in the habit of asking him this every time they met, probably because he had proved so hopeless at holding on to girlfriends over the years. He wasn’t that bad-looking but somehow his relationships never lasted beyond a few weeks. He had been more successful abroad, during his time as an exchange student in Denmark, where he had met a girl who had stayed with him for four whole months. And of course he’d always had a thing for Helena. She was well aware of the fact too, though they’d never discussed it and it would almost certainly never come to anything. No doubt that was why she enjoyed teasing him about his love life.

‘I’m not seeing anyone at the moment,’ he said, striving to sound casual. Determined not to let it get to him. ‘How about you?’

Helena smiled coolly.

None of your bloody business was the answer he read from her expression.

‘Have we finished the lot?’ Daníel waved his empty glass. ‘Ármann, you’re on bar duty this evening.’

Ármann got to his feet.

‘This is such a bad idea,’ Gunnlaugur blurted out, sighing heavily. The wind had picked up outside and even in his thick woollen jumper he was feeling the cold.

Helena looked at him. ‘What?’

‘Oh, sorry, I just meant coming here. We’re stuck in the middle of nowhere, lucky to have electricity and heating, but if anything happened, you know … If we …’

‘What could possibly happen?’ Daníel asked, still holding out his empty glass, waiting for Ármann to play waiter.

‘I don’t know,’ Gunnlaugur replied. ‘Anything … If we couldn’t get back, for example …’ He felt his claustrophobia flaring up at the thought. ‘If we were forced to walk …’

‘We won’t have to walk back,’ Helena said. ‘Don’t be silly, Gunnlaugur.’

‘I just meant, if the jeep broke down, we could all die of exposure,’ he said, then immediately regretted his choice of words. Silence descended on the three of them sitting around the coffee table. Ármann had gone into the kitchen, so perhaps he had missed the last remark.

Gunnlaugur met his friends’ eyes, first Helena’s, then Daníel’s. Neither said a word. He knew it was his fault. He had a habit of doing this
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