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When the shotgun-blasted body of a goose hunter is discovered, the police believe they have a
list of suspects who may have wanted the victim dead, from his young wife to the caretaker of his
property. But then a second body, another hunter, is found with a similar fatal wound. And then a
third. As the pattern emerges—all goose hunters, all shot at the break of dawn—Reykjavik
policemen Gunnar and Birkir face the terrifying possibility that a serial killer is stalking the idyllic
Icelandic countryside.Gunnar and Birkir set a trap for the one they call “the Gander,” but it quickly
becomes a wild goose chase as the murderer plays some tricks of his own. With the clock
running out and the discovery of another body all but guaranteed, the cops must determine if
there is a thread connecting the victims or if the killings are all part of a twisted game.
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AUTHORABOUT THE TRANSLATORSOnly one who has woken in the early hours of an autumn
morning, risen from his bed, dressed, ventured out into the darkness, and experienced dawn in
the cold, clear sky can truly comprehend the sublime glory of returning day; only one who has,
all alone, sensed the night slowly surrender to the first pallor in the east and felt the pleasure of
the rising sun bringing the promise of warmth upon his shoulders. These are the sensations
owned by the goose hunter as he sits motionless, waiting for his prey, listening to the deep
silence as a new day breaks.THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 2106:10In a remote spot in the western
district of Dalasýsla sat a lone hunter. Sheltering behind a tumbledown stone wall—remnant of a
long since ruined hut—he gazed across the waters of Hvammsfjördur toward Fellsströnd, where
the first rays of the sun, breaking through clouds in the east, lit the very tips of the mountains.
The slopes below, the lowlands, and the fjord still lay in deep shadow.The man was in his forties
—in good shape with sharp features. He wore high-quality camouflage gear and a thick cap, and
the exposed parts of his face were painted in the same mottled earth colors as his clothing. On
his comfortable camping stool, he could wait here in shelter and shade unnoticed. Leaning
against the wall in front of him was his shotgun in its green-and-brown shoulder bag.A black dog
lay in the grass next to the man, its head on its paws, eyes closed—perfectly still but for the
occasional flick of its ears and twitch of its snout. Now and again the man leaned toward the dog
and stroked its back gently. They were waiting for the morning flight of the greylag geese.Below
the ruin was a small cultivated hayfield with a fenced-in potato patch beside it where fourteen
geese could be seen among the plants, eight of them grazing, four resting, and two on guard,
their long necks erect. In the dim light, only an experienced eye would spot that these were
artificial birds, decoys. The man had arranged them in a tight group so there was plenty of space
for another gaggle to settle on the patch in the face of the wind. The range was just right—about
thirty meters.There was a faint rustle as two field mice scurried along the wall, and across the



hunter’s arm resting on it, before disappearing into their hole. Silence returned. The man inhaled
the earthy scent of vegetation half decayed by the onset of fall. Here, against this wall, sheep
had sought shelter during summer, when the midday sun’s heat was too much for man or beast.
Now, however, it was near freezing, and the man felt chilly despite his warm clothes. He crossed
his arms and waited for the new day as he looked out over the fjord, its waters still cloaked in
semidarkness.The dog opened its eyes and sniffed at the air a second before the man detected
the first sounds of the geese beginning their morning flight. It was a while longer still before he
sighted them in the west. Flocks winged their way across the fells without moving in his direction,
but he was not worried; his geese would show up this morning as they had always done before.
Fall after fall the same families of geese returned to this patch to feed and gather strength before
the migration south over the Atlantic Ocean. This was reliable stock that had not suffered from
overhunting, and the force of habit was strong. He shot a few geese each week, and still the
flock returned to the potato patch again and again.The dog pricked up its ears and lifted its
snout, every muscle tense and yet completely motionless. The man took his shotgun carefully
out of its bag and loaded it. A newish, five-shot, pump-action 12 gauge, with magnum cartridges.
A sturdy and easy-to-handle weapon.Another flock of geese now appeared, heading closer than
the earlier ones. The man counted nine birds. If they came within range, he would be able to bag
his prey with the three shells loaded in the gun. That would be enough, and he could head back
to the car for his morning coffee and a much-needed cigarette.The geese circled wide over the
potato beds, seeming to assess the situation. The decoys told them this was safe ground, and,
circling more closely, they warily approached.The man stopped thinking about coffee and took
careful aim. The geese descended farther and made for the patch, flying into the wind.
Suddenly, with about a hundred meters to go, they took fright and, with much honking, gained
height again; before long the whole flock had disappeared north.The hunter cautiously stuck his
head out from his hiding place and tried to determine what might have caused this disturbance.
He could see no movement anywhere. The dog also got to its feet, raised its snout into the air,
sniffed, and softly growled.“Good boy, Kolur,” the man said, as he continued to scan the
surroundings. About thirty meters from the ruin, just by the edge of the hayfield, was a shallow
ditch overgrown with tall, yellowed grass. On the hillside just above, over to one side, were some
large boulders that had been carried there by a landslide long ago. The lowland was still in the
shadow of the mountains, so visibility was poor.Suddenly, there was a loud bang as a shot hit
one of the decoys in the potato patch, knocking it over.“Hello, who’s there?” the man called out.
He paused for an answer and then shouted louder, “Who’s there? This is private
property.”Hearing no reply, he shouted again, “Trespassers are banned from hunting here.”There
was utter silence, apart from the dog’s quiet growling.“Kolur!” the man snapped at the dog,
silencing it.“Hello?” the man called again, but still there was no answer.He peered out from his
sheltered spot, seeing no sign of the other gunman. Then another shot rang out, throwing up a
mass of grass and earth as it hit the ground a few meters in front of him. Swiftly ducking down,
he considered the situation in disbelief. Somebody was firing heavy bird shot at him. Who the



hell was playing a game like that?“Hello,” he yelled at the top of his voice. “Stop shooting!”He
tore off his cap and hung it over the muzzle of his gun. Hesitantly, he lifted the gun above the wall
and waved. There was another shot, and some pellets hit the cap and the barrel of the gun. By
now the dog had had enough and launched forward, barking and running toward the
gunman.“Kolur!” the man cried, but a shot rang out and the dog yelped once and fell
silent.“Kolur!” the man yelled, peering over the wall. The dog lay in a pool of blood, halfway
between the ruin and the edge of the ditch. The man knelt down again. He was petrified and took
shelter by curling up below the wall. What the hell was going on? The dog had been his best
friend for seven years, but uppermost in his mind now was fear for his own life. He was caught in
something that was way beyond his control. There was someone out there in the dawning light
who meant to do him harm.He thought of phoning for help but realized he had left his cell phone
in the car. Anyway, there was no reception here. Then he remembered that he always carried
three emergency flares in his ammunition belt; they were very old, but they might still work. He
unloaded his gun, replaced the shells with the flares, and fired once, straight into the air. The
flare exploded high above his head and shone brightly for a few moments, though the lightening
sky reduced its impact. He quickly fired twice more—three shots in sequence being a
recognized distress signal. Then he reloaded with magnum shells, first removing the pin that
normally limited the capacity of the magazine so that he could get two extra shells in; now he
had five shells loaded—one in the chamber and four in the magazine. Normal hunting laws did
not apply here; he might have to defend his life.Another shot rang out, this time from an
altogether different direction—behind and to one side of him—and he felt the pellets hail down
on his back. Instinctively he jumped over the wall to find cover again. The range was long
enough that the shot did not penetrate his parka, but it hit him with uncomfortable force
nonetheless; it was as if someone had thrashed his back violently with a cat-o’-nine-tails.He
knew he had to do something to escape this ambush. Frantically, he reviewed his options. He
could try to get away by running across the potato patch and down the hay field, but that left him
without cover. Perhaps it would be better to shoot back and see how the other guy reacted. He
steadied his gun on the wall and fired blind toward his invisible assailant, who immediately
responded with two more shots. The man couldn’t tell where these landed. Again he poked his
gun over the wall and fired. Stillness followed.In silence he waited. Then he heard a shot ring out
from one side and felt the pellets clattering against his parka again, and something hit his cheek.
He threw himself facedown and lay still. The pain in his cheek was sharp, but it quickly subsided.
He wiped his cheek with his gloved hand and saw that the wound seemed to be bleeding quite a
lot. It stung somewhat, but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, he had other things on his mind. Two more
shots rang out, hitting the ground in front of him. Either there were two gunmen, or one who
moved position very quickly.He discharged his remaining three shells in the direction from which
he thought the last shots had come and then tried to hide behind the ruined wall while he
reloaded. Three shots rang out, the pellets lashing his parka like hailstones in a wild storm, but
the range was still far enough for his clothing to protect him.Adrenaline was pumping through his



body now, and he wasn’t really scared anymore. He was angry, determined not to let his
adversary control this game to its finish.Three more shots were fired, and the sharp impact
where the pellets hit his less-well-protected calves was painful. The gunman must be moving
closer, and that would mean a swift end to things if he didn’t act.Suddenly he had an idea. The
shots had come in threes. His assailant likely had a gun that took only three shells at a time;
each time he had to reload, it would take a few seconds. Maybe this was his chance. He fired
two shots, reloaded immediately, and fired once more. Again three shots reverberated around
him. The other guy must now be reloading. It was worth the risk; he jumped up and sprinted
toward the ditch, firing off one shot as he made for the tuft of withered grass. He was only a few
steps from his goal when he heard a loud bang and felt a blow to the front of his left thigh just
above the knee. With his next stride he felt as if he were stepping into a deep hole. He landed flat
on his front, dropping his gun. With difficulty he lifted his head and looked behind him. A ways off
lay a solitary leg. He felt down his left thigh in disbelief, finding where it ended in an open wound,
the artery pumping tepid blood into his hand. He became aware that someone was crouching
down next to him, picking up the gun he had lost. He tried to look up. He was helpless.“Who are
you?” he asked. “Wh…wh…why?”He heard no reply, nor did he hear the shot fired into his
head.You ask why. I don’t know if it’s possible to answer or explain it. This action is so completely
beyond all understanding. To take a life, a human life. To feel the nearness of a person and
engage with him to the death. Then he exists no more. All that is left is a pile of meat, bones, and
blood. Memories, emotions, skill, and a lifetime’s experience are gone. It is an overwhelming
thought…You ask why. What do you want to hear? A detailed analysis of the animalistic qualities
still buried in man’s DNA? The qualities that enabled him to survive an evolutionary period
stretching over millions of years and become what he is, or thinks that he is…You ask why. Will
that change anything? It is done and cannot be undone. What is that urge that drives the hunter
a far distance into the predawn cold to bag a few geese he will hardly bother to eat? Or the urge
that prompts some people to go fishing and then release their catch in the hope that the fish will
either live and breed or be caught again?My nature is to kill. I hunt men and I never let go.10:20“I
fell.”There were three of them in the reception area of the emergency room at the National
University Hospital in Reykjavik—a petite young woman with red hair wearing the uniform of a
student nurse; a detective; and a boy lying on a gurney, who answered all the questions being
directed at him with two words: “I fell.”Livid swellings almost completely hid his eyes, both lips
were split, and his bleeding gums were missing their upper front teeth. Two fingers on his left
hand were obviously broken, and there were ugly burn marks on the back of his right hand.“Who
did this to you?” the detective asked for the tenth time, gazing out the window, his dark-brown
almond eyes dulled with boredom.“I fell.”Patrolmen had discovered the kid lying on a traffic
island earlier that morning, summoned an ambulance for him, and called in the detective
division.“Do you owe anybody money?” the detective asked.“I fell,” the boy groaned.The student
nurse surreptitiously checked out the policeman. He was of Asian origin, short with jet-black hair.
She put his age at just under forty. He looked fit—slim and muscular—but apart from that he



seemed rather ordinary; he didn’t look anything like the cops on TV.“I’m in pain,” the kid said to
her. “Give me more morphine.”“I can’t increase the dose without the doctor’s permission,” she
said firmly, continuing to eye the policeman, who was busy adjusting a digital camera. His sleek
hair was still damp after his morning shower, and she caught a masculine scent, maybe some
kind of aftershave. He was wearing a well-pressed gray suit, a dark-blue shirt, and a neatly
knotted black tie. He had evidently just started his morning shift.Actually, not too bad-looking,
she thought, although perhaps a bit old. The ID pinned to his jacket pocket read BIRKIR LI
HINRIKSSON.The patient seized her arm with his unbroken hand and said menacingly, “More
morphine.”The policeman grabbed the hand and carefully loosened its grip. The girl rubbed her
arm.“I’m in pain,” the boy said.“I’m not surprised,” Birkir said, “and they’ll do this again if you don’t
tell us who these people are.”He aimed the camera and took some photos of the kid’s
injuries.The nurse watched Birkir. “Where are you from?” she asked.“Iceland,” he replied.“Yeah.
But I mean, originally?”He glanced at her testily and was about to give a sharp answer, but her
innocent expression made him change his mind. “I’m sorry,” he said. “My parents were from
Vietnam.”The nurse smiled. “Have you been there?” she asked.“I was born in Vietnam, but I
haven’t been there since I was very young.”“Do you want to go there?”Birkir shook his
head.Another woman, considerably older, entered the room—a doctor, her ID indicated. After
greeting them brusquely, she looked at the patient, who whispered, “Morphine.”“We’ll see about
that, but first we must deal with this mess,” she said. She clipped an X-ray of his hand to the
backlit glass on the wall and peered at the broken bones.Birkir leaned over the kid. “They’ll end
up killing you,” he said. “Not on purpose, because then they’ll have to write off the debt. By
mistake. They’ll hit you too hard in the wrong place. That’s all it takes.”The boy thought about this
for a bit and said, “I fell.”Another detective entered the room. He was tall—nearly six foot five—
and fat, with a red face marked by a heavy double chin that almost hid his thick neck. He had
large blue eyes and close-trimmed strawberry-blond hair around a shiny pink bald spot.“Any
news?” he asked, biting into a half-eaten sandwich.Birkir looked at his colleague and shook his
head.“Can I please ask you to eat outside?” said the doctor.The newcomer wrapped the food in
a plastic bag and shoved it into his jacket pocket. The nurse watched with disapproval as he
wiped his greasy hands on his pants. His ID read GUNNAR MARÍUSON.“Did you manage to
find a witness?” Birkir asked.“No, but we stopped a car that was cruising the neighborhood.
There were three guys, and one of them was wearing steel-capped shoes. Said they’d just left a
party.”He licked a finger. “Sharp dressers when they go visiting, these kids. We took them in for
questioning and sent their shoes to forensics. Looked like there might be blood on them. Maybe
high command will feel generous enough to book a DNA test, and then we can compare it with
this kid.” Gunnar nodded toward the patient, who groaned quietly.The nurse had wiped blood
from the boy’s face and thrown the tissues into a garbage can. Birkir bent down, fished one of
them out, and slipped it into a plastic bag.“That gives us something to compare with,” he said.A
cell phone rang, and Gunnar dug his phone out of his pocket.“Gunnar speaking,” he said in a
loud voice.“Cell phones should be turned off in here,” the doctor said irritably, but the detective



seemed not to hear her. He just grinned broadly, revealing a prominent gap between his large
front teeth.“Yes, let’s hear it,” he said.His smile quickly disappeared and he covered his free ear
with his other hand to better hear the voice on the other end.When the call ended, the nurse
heard the large detective say quietly to his colleague, “We’ve got to put this on hold and drive up
to the Dalasýsla district immediately. To Búdardalur. Someone’s been killed with a
shotgun.”12:40“Left here,” Gunnar said. He grabbed the handle above the door with his right
hand to brace himself for the turn and pressed his cell phone to his ear with his left. They were
about to reach the intersection at Dalsmynni in Borgarfjördur; the sign ahead indicated that a left
turn would lead them to Route 60. Birkir was, as usual, driving—quickly but safely—while
Gunnar alternated between talking on the phone and eating the dried fish he had bought at the
gas station in Borgarnes, where they had stopped to fill up. In between activities, he felt obliged
to give Birkir directions.“I know,” Birkir said, braking sharply before taking a tire-screeching left-
hand turn. “And I know how to get to Búdardalur,” he added, accelerating out of the turn and onto
a straightaway. They raced up an ascent and then onward into the valley. Driving conditions were
good; it was bright and dry, if somewhat chilly, and traffic was light. They were in an unmarked
squad car, but they had stuck a blue priority light on the roof before leaving. Although Birkir was
mostly thinking about the investigation that awaited them, he was enjoying the trip; he rarely got
the chance to drive fast over such a distance.Gunnar put his phone away and checked his safety
belt for the fifth time. Then he divided the rest of the dried fish in two.“Want some?” he
asked.“No, thanks,” Birkir replied, and Gunnar stuffed both bits into his mouth at once. The two of
them had very little in common, including their eating habits. Gunnar was continually hungry and
always snacking, whereas Birkir ate three regular meals a day and nothing in between.They
drove over the Brattabrekka pass and on through the dales of Middalir. A succession of isolated
small farms flashed by on the right; on the left, a rocky stream and the mountain above it flanked
the road. Eventually the valley widened on both sides.Gunnar’s efforts to get information about
the case as they drove had produced few results. They had the name and address of the victim—
the sheriff of Búdardalur had provided that when he’d called in for assistance. Forensic
specialists had already driven west ahead of them; no doubt they had arrived and were starting
their work. Two teams back in Reykjavik, where the victim came from, were looking into his
personal history, informing his relatives, and so on. The whole operation was under the
command of Magnús Magnússon, the detective superintendent in charge of the Violent Crime
Unit at Reykjavik’s police headquarters. Birkir and Gunnar knew that everyone was waiting for
them to arrive at the scene and begin their investigation.It was almost two o’clock when they
neared Búdardalur, and Gunnar called the sheriff’s office for directions to the location, an area
next to a remote farm named Litla-Fell. They soon found the turnoff and drove slowly a couple of
kilometers along a bumpy dirt road.As they rounded a sharp bluff, the farm buildings came into
view, five hundred meters or so farther into the valley. The farmhouse itself stood on a beautiful
ledge halfway up a hillside clad in low birch scrub that swept gently up to the foot of the
mountain behind. At the bottom of the slope were the outbuildings—a jumble of shacks with



corrugated iron roofs and turf-and-stone walls. A large pile of manure sprawled in front of one of
the shacks, and outside another was a small, dilapidated corral made from rotten bits of wood.
The three lambs inside it nuzzled at the enclosure.The farmhouse was a steep-roofed, single-
story building clad in corrugated iron, which at some point had been painted green and white.
Next to the house was a tarred timber storehouse. In the farmyard stood two old tractors and
some rusty hay-making machinery.Birkir stopped the car and considered the farm. It was as if
time had stopped here decades ago and failed to start again, he thought.“Valley of time…house
of silence,” Birkir murmured, not caring whether Gunnar understood this observation. His partner
was used to hearing him utter weird phrases and knew that a reply was not expected.
Sometimes Birkir spouted bits of poetry; at other times it was just his own abstract thoughts that
came and went. They were never written down.“The field’s a bit farther in, I think,” Gunnar said,
pointing to a rough track that led off the road. Birkir drove on. Four horses by the side of the track
looked up and followed their progress for a moment, then resumed their leisurely grazing. They
seemed to be used to people passing this way.After a few hundred meters they came across an
abandoned vehicle, a Nissan Patrol that had been parked next to the track, at the edge of the
hay field. They stopped there for a minute to assess the situation.Two more vehicles were
parked about a kilometer west of the farm buildings, next to some neglected meadows—a police
patrol car and an unmarked van they knew belonged to the detective division’s forensic team.
Tall grass growing between the wheel tracks brushed the underside of the car as they continued
on toward the other vehicles.As they arrived, two men got out of the patrol car and walked
toward them. One was a uniformed officer with a beard; the other, striding ahead of him, was a
slim man in his sixties wearing a gray suit.“You do speak Icelandic, don’t you?” he asked,
scrutinizing Birkir.“Yes, I speak Icelandic,” Birkir replied wearily, adding, “Admittedly, I
occasionally misuse the dative case in the second-and third-person plural, but apart from that
my Icelandic is quite passable.”The man looked at Birkir suspiciously, seeming not to know what
to make of this. Then, having studied the ID badges the pair wore, he introduced himself. “My
name is Hákon Einarsson. I am the district sheriff.”The uniformed cop standing behind the sheriff
gave a quick salute and said loudly, “Good afternoon.”“Thank you for coming,” the sheriff said.
“Your colleagues have started their investigation.” He pointed toward two white-clad forensic
officers crouching over a bump a hundred meters away.“What happened?” Gunnar asked.The
sheriff replied, “It’s a goose hunter. He’s been shot; he must have died instantly.”“Accidental
shooting?”“No, definitely not. At least two shots fired at him. Maybe more.”“What was his name
again?” Gunnar looked at his notebook.The sheriff replied, “His name is Ólafur Jónsson. A
lawyer from Reykjavik.”“Who found him?”“Gudjón, who lives on the farm here at Litla-Fell, found
him this morning.”“Do you have any more information?”“More?” The sheriff thought about this
and looked at his feet, uneasy. “Well, there is one thing I think…” He hesitated, unsure of himself.
Finally he straightened up and said firmly, “I think you should know that the deceased was the
legal owner of this land. He bought it at a court-ordered auction just over two years ago. There
was a verbal agreement that the former owner might continue to live here on the farm. Ólafur



rescinded that agreement this summer, but old Gudjón has utterly refused to leave the farm and
is still residing here, along with his livestock.”The sheriff nodded in the direction of a few sheep
lying in the field nearby, chewing their cud. “He’s got nearly a hundred sheep,” he added,
scanning the valley as if he were counting. “Ólafur’s legal representative has made a formal
request to my office to evict Gudjón from the farm. That matter is being dealt with according to
the appropriate procedures, but it was, as I say, indeed the former owner and current occupant
of the farm who discovered the body this morning.”“So was there actual hostility between them?”
Gunnar asked.“Yes, well, I think you could say that they were not on the best of terms.”“So do
you think Gudjón could have done this?”The sheriff was flustered. “I hope not,” he said, “but the
old man is, apparently, extremely eccentric and hot tempered. I am told that when he was a
young man he was known for getting into fights. I have been dreading having to deal with this
cursed eviction all fall.”“You said that Ólafur had a legal representative acting on his behalf,” said
Birkir. “Why didn’t he deal with this matter himself?”The sheriff gave a slight shrug. “My
understanding is that he was always busy with bigger cases. He had a lot of foreign dealings,
apparently.”“Have you spoken to Gudjón today?” Gunnar asked.“Not really,” the sheriff said. “He
called us this morning to report the incident and then met us here at the farm to show us the
location. We decided not to pursue further questions since we knew you were on your way. We
don’t have much experience with cases like this in our district, as I’m sure you know.”Gunnar
turned to Birkir. “Let’s go take a look.” He nodded toward the crime scene. “We can talk to Gudjón
afterward.”They walked along the edge of a ditch toward where the forensic officers were
working. They quickly spotted a dead dog, but did not make out the body of the lawyer until they
were almost upon it—his camouflage gear blended in with the ground beneath his
corpse.Gunnar said, “Did you know that color-blind people can’t see camouflage?”“Oh, is that a
fact?” Birkir replied.“Yeah. Color-blind soldiers see their opponents just as plainly whether they’re
wearing camouflage or not. That’s why they’re often drafted to the front line.”“Do you think that
the killer was color-blind, then?”“No, not really,” Gunnar answered. “It was just something that
popped into my head.”“I see,” said Birkir.The blood that had collected into a big pool beneath the
body was now dark brown and mixed with the earth. The body was missing its left leg, which lay
close by. The head was in terrible condition, evidently shot at very close range. The scents of
damp soil and blood lingered in the air.The sight left Birkir mostly unmoved, which surprised him.
Seeing a corpse in this condition was, after all, not an everyday experience for him. It was just
that his connection to the dead man felt so impersonal. He knew, however, that this would
change over the coming days as the team pieced together all they could find out about this man.
Maybe that would lead them to his killer; maybe not.They approached one of the two forensic
officers, a short woman clad in white disposable coveralls with elastic cuffs, and wearing rubber
gloves. They knew Anna Thórdardóttir. Though she was not yet fifty-five, she looked at least
seventy, her thin, wrinkled face and tired, dark-ringed eyes bearing witness to forty years of
heavy smoking. She was the most experienced member of the forensic team, and though some
of her colleagues found her pigheaded, she was, in Birkir’s opinion, the best. He was pleased to



see her here. She didn’t often venture far from her laboratory, never mind all the way out in the
country.She greeted them brusquely with her hoarse smoker’s voice and lit a cigarette.“What
can you tell us?” Gunnar asked.Anna took some deep drags before replying. “There were a
number of shots fired here in a small area. Shotgun fire. Some of them hit this guy.” She pointed
to the body with her cigarette. “Some were from quite a long range, forty meters or more. The
parka took most of those.” She bent down and pointed to some small holes in the garment.
“Then one close-range shot took his leg off, from between three and six meters away, I’d guess.
We’ll check that more thoroughly later. Finally, he was shot in the head from very close range,
less than a meter.” She flicked the ash off her cigarette into a small black plastic canister—the
type used to store 35 mm film—which she held in her other hand.“Coup de grâce,” said
Birkir.“Coo de what?” Gunnar asked.“Never mind,” said Birkir. “It’s French, I think.”“Then he took
a souvenir,” Anna said. “Or that’s what it looks like.”“How so?” Gunnar asked.Anna took a final
drag from her cigarette and stubbed it out in the canister. She snapped on its lid and put it in her
pocket.“Look here,” she said, leaning over the body. She pointed to an irregularly shaped hole in
the parka, over the heart. The top layer was missing, exposing the white lining beneath. “The
murderer must have cut out this piece from the fabric.”“What for?” Gunnar asked.“I have no idea,”
Anna replied.“The hole wasn’t already there?” Birkir asked.“No, the whole garment is covered in
blood, but there’s none on the lining,” Anna said. “And it looks like a rather new parka; it hasn’t
been worn much.”Gunnar said, “Maybe he’s taken this as a trophy, like when a hunter takes the
tail of a mink that he’s shot.”“Maybe,” Anna answered.Gunnar asked, “Can you picture the course
of events?”Anna pointed to the remnants of a ruined stone wall nearby. “That’s where the hunter
must have hidden while he waited for the geese. There’s a camping stool there, and a shoulder
bag for a shotgun. His decoys are still in the potato patch. It looks as if one of them was hit from
long range. The person or persons then fired on the hunter from this ditch and also from the
hillside up there.” She pointed. “It was the shooting from the hillside that drove the man from his
shelter. The shot that took his leg off must have come from the ditch, also the one that killed the
dog. The attacker was either very quick on his feet or there were two of them.”“Do you know what
kind of shot was used?”“Yes, we found some spent shells both in the ditch and on the hill.
They’re all the same type: red Federal Premium 12 gauge. We should be able to work out if they
all came from the same weapon. If we find a gun, we’ll probably be able to determine whether it’s
the right one. The firing pin makes a mark on the primer when you fire. The mark is always the
same and it’s distinctive for each gun.”“What about the victim? Did he fire his gun?”“Yes. There
are a few empty shells around the ruin that probably came from him. They are the same type as
the shells in his belt: green Remingtons. He also fired three emergency flares from there. Elías
recognized their spent shells.” Anna nodded toward her colleague kneeling by the ruin and
added, “He says, actually, that nobody uses those flares anymore because they’re bad for the
gun barrels. The guy probably didn’t care about that.”“Where’s his gun?” Gunnar asked.Anna
shrugged. “It’s vanished.”“What does that mean?”“Someone needed a shotgun.”“Do you think
that the killer took it?”“Probably.”Gunnar looked into the ditch. “Any footprints?” he asked.Anna lit



another cigarette before answering. “There are no obvious prints, but the grass has been
flattened both here in the ditch and behind the boulders where we found the shells. We have
asked for a good tracker dog to be sent here. Maybe he can find some tracks leading from
here.”“Anything else?”Anna pointed the cigarette at her colleague, who was on his knees by the
stone wall. “We’re gathering up any loose shot to see if they can tell us more about the weapons.
The size and composition of the pellets, for instance, could be significant. Maybe we can guess
how many shots were fired.”There was a brief silence; all three seemed deep in their own
thoughts. Finally Gunnar said, “It’s an odd weapon to use for murder. It’s not easy to kill a man
with a shotgun, even with magnum shells. It’s got to be short range. With a rifle you can easily kill
from long range.”Birkir answered, “It probably shows it wasn’t premeditated. Either that or the
killer didn’t have another weapon available.”“Then there’s the leg,” Gunnar continued. “You
couldn’t possibly inflict an injury like that with ordinary bird shot. And at close range, though the
force is much greater, there’s hardly any spread, so it would have just blown a hole through the
thigh. The range has to be just right for the spread of pellets to act like the blade of a power
saw.”“We might have to experiment with similar shot in order to determine the exact range,” Anna
said.Gunnar looked around. “Whatever. This all demonstrates determined intention,” he said.
“We must find out if anyone apart from Gudjón had any grievance with the victim.”Anna added,
“It looks as if the deceased returned fire without inflicting the slightest wound. There isn’t a trace
of the assailant’s blood anywhere he’s been. Of course, his clothing may have fresh pellet holes
in it—if you ever find it.”She handed them a plastic bag containing a car key, a pocketknife, and a
goose whistle. “This is all we found in the guy’s pockets,” she said and returned to her task.Birkir
and Gunnar watched her for a while as she photographed the body from all angles, and then
photographed the severed leg and the dog. They felt confident that she would not miss anything
of significance in this place, but they also knew it might take a day or more to finely comb the
whole area.They turned and walked back to the cars. This far north the sun was already sinking,
and there was a chill in the air. The sheriff and the local cop were waiting for them in the patrol
car, and Birkir and Gunnar got into the backseat.“Can you tell us any more about the
deceased?” Gunnar asked.“I understand that he was quite wealthy and enjoyed the outdoor life
a lot,” said the sheriff. “It seems he was planning to knock down the old farm buildings and build
a summerhouse here.”The patrolman added, “I was told he was going to bring in a bucket loader
to demolish these shacks as soon as he evicted the occupant. Can’t see what the hurry was, just
before winter.”“What can you tell us about this court-ordered auction of the land?” asked
Gunnar.The sheriff replied, “That in itself is a tragic story. Old Gudjón is a widower. He has one
daughter, whose son lives here with his grandfather and goes to the local school. The daughter
lives in Reykjavik. Her life’s been a struggle. She married an American before she was twenty
and had the boy with him. Apparently they lived in various places in the United States until they
divorced and she moved back to Iceland. She then bought a small convenience store in
Reykjavik with her new boyfriend, and I understand they did quite well when they started out. Old
Gudjón helped them by underwriting some loans, which shouldn’t have been a problem except



that her boyfriend hit the bottle and cleared out, having by then squandered large sums that
should have been used to pay loan installments, sales taxes, and so on. After this everything
went downhill. The daughter couldn’t pay her debts and the creditors were ruthless; she lost
everything and the guarantees were called in. Old Gudjón had no money to pay the debts, and
the banks issued a distraint warrant.”“Was there no room for negotiation about this?” Gunnar
asked.“A younger man would probably have found a way to finance a composition settlement,
but Gudjón just ignored it. It was as if he thought the problem would just go away.”“Was nobody
able to help him?”“I tried everything in my power. I even got him a lawyer, but the old man
wouldn’t let him in the house.”“What happened then?”“The court ordered a forced auction; I
managed to postpone the execution a few times to give Gudjón a chance to put his affairs in
order, but it made no difference, and in the end the auction took place. There were some unpaid
mortgage debts, as is common among farmers, and those loan companies sent their lawyers to
bid for the land against Ólafur, who represented the principal claimants; they were only
interested in covering their own losses and were happy to sell the land to Ólafur at what was a
very low price. There was nothing leftover for the old man.”“Were no local people interested in
the property?”It was the patrolman who replied. “No. This is not good farmland. The hay fields
are small and impractical, difficult to work with machinery, and there’s not much else you can do
here. The buildings are falling apart, and it’s remote. It’s mainly of interest to hunting enthusiasts
from the city, although it’s so far away that not many would be interested.”“What will happen to
the old man when he has to leave the farm?” Gunnar asked.This time the sheriff replied. “The
local authority is looking into that. He will probably get a place in a nursing home if he can be
persuaded to accept it. But the boy is going to be a problem, as is the daughter; the farm is still
her registered domicile, and I understand she has been living here from time to time. The
community will probably have to find a solution to their problems, too.”15:00The time had come
to speak to the occupant of Litla-Fell, and Birkir and Gunnar decided to walk back to the farm so
they could assess the surroundings as they went. They followed the track down to the dirt road,
which had shallow ditches on both sides full of yellowing grass; beyond them were small,
tussocky hay fields where a few sheep grazed.They met a vehicle coming from the direction of
the farm, an old Ford Econoline with big wheels, marked as a school bus. They stepped aside,
and as it drove past, they caught sight of the driver’s inquisitive gaze and the faces of the
children pressed against the side windows.They watched until it disappeared beyond the
bluff.“The grandson must be back from school, then,” Gunnar said and walked on.Birkir stopped
and looked back toward the old bit of ruined wall.“This is a very peculiar murder, it seems to me,”
he said.Gunnar stopped, too, waiting for more to come. Birkir finally continued. “If you were
planning to kill a man with a shotgun, how would you go about it?”“As I said before, I wouldn’t
use a shotgun. I’d use a rifle.”“Why not a shotgun?”“A shotgun is for killing small animals at short
range. You use a rifle to kill people.”“Right. What if you only had a shotgun at hand?”Gunnar
thought for a moment. “A shotgun is a very powerful weapon at short range but it’s useless at a
long distance. If I were going to kill a man with a gun like that, I’d shoot him in the belly from the



shortest possible distance. Then in the head.”“Why go for the stomach first?”“That’s the easiest
place to hit him. And he wouldn’t defend himself after that if he was also armed.”“I see. But what
if he was alert and expecting danger?”“Then I would sneak up to him as close as possible to
reduce the range. And I’d use slugs rather than pellets, if I could.”“Slugs?” Birkir said. He had
handled a shotgun and learned to load it and fire a few shots, but he wasn’t particularly familiar
with this kind of hunting gear.“A slug is a shell with a single large bullet instead of many small
pellets. You can kill a polar bear with it at long range.”“So that’s a theory we must consider. The
lawyer must have had reason to be wary of the attacker. That’s why he tried to defend himself.
They must have known each other.”“Why?”“If a stranger approaches you as you’re hunting
geese out here in the sticks, your first thought isn’t that he’s here to shoot you, even if he’s
carrying a weapon. Not unless you’re involved in something very shady, or you know that this
particular person means to do you harm.”Gunnar shrugged. “Maybe this was someone who also
wanted to shoot geese here without a license. Maybe the lawyer meant to just shoo the guy off
his newly acquired land, and the confrontation ended up taking a nasty turn. It wouldn’t be the
first time that two guys have fought over good hunting grounds, although these things don’t
usually end in a bloody gunfight.”“That’s also a valid theory. We’ll see.”They were quiet as they
walked the last length of the dirt road that led steeply up to Litla-Fell. A few minutes later they
found themselves in the farmyard.An old man stood by the wall of an outhouse, skinning the
carcass of a fat lamb. He had tied its back legs to the lifting boom of an old tractor and hauled it
up to a convenient height. The head of the animal lay on the ground, and blood dripped from the
carcass’s headless neck into an old steel bucket. To the side was a wooden tub containing the
entrails. Several dogs had been shut out of the way in the outhouse, where they could be heard
barking.A young boy stood beside the tractor, watching Gunnar and Birkir approach; they
stopped a suitable distance from the slaughter. They could smell entrails, blood, and raw meat.
Not unlike the smell from the dead man, only considerably stronger.The old man did not look up
from his labors. Obviously tall and strong at some time in the past, he was now shrunken, with
bent shoulders, a crooked back, and bowed legs. He wore rubber boots, brown wool pants, an
old and worn traditional wool sweater, and a light-brown cap.Also by Viktor Arnar IngolfssonThe
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remote spot in the western district of Dalasýsla sat a lone hunter. Sheltering behind a
tumbledown stone wall—remnant of a long since ruined hut—he gazed across the waters of
Hvammsfjördur toward Fellsströnd, where the first rays of the sun, breaking through clouds in
the east, lit the very tips of the mountains. The slopes below, the lowlands, and the fjord still lay
in deep shadow.The man was in his forties—in good shape with sharp features. He wore high-
quality camouflage gear and a thick cap, and the exposed parts of his face were painted in the
same mottled earth colors as his clothing. On his comfortable camping stool, he could wait here
in shelter and shade unnoticed. Leaning against the wall in front of him was his shotgun in its
green-and-brown shoulder bag.A black dog lay in the grass next to the man, its head on its
paws, eyes closed—perfectly still but for the occasional flick of its ears and twitch of its snout.
Now and again the man leaned toward the dog and stroked its back gently. They were waiting for



the morning flight of the greylag geese.Below the ruin was a small cultivated hayfield with a
fenced-in potato patch beside it where fourteen geese could be seen among the plants, eight of
them grazing, four resting, and two on guard, their long necks erect. In the dim light, only an
experienced eye would spot that these were artificial birds, decoys. The man had arranged them
in a tight group so there was plenty of space for another gaggle to settle on the patch in the face
of the wind. The range was just right—about thirty meters.There was a faint rustle as two field
mice scurried along the wall, and across the hunter’s arm resting on it, before disappearing into
their hole. Silence returned. The man inhaled the earthy scent of vegetation half decayed by the
onset of fall. Here, against this wall, sheep had sought shelter during summer, when the midday
sun’s heat was too much for man or beast. Now, however, it was near freezing, and the man felt
chilly despite his warm clothes. He crossed his arms and waited for the new day as he looked
out over the fjord, its waters still cloaked in semidarkness.The dog opened its eyes and sniffed at
the air a second before the man detected the first sounds of the geese beginning their morning
flight. It was a while longer still before he sighted them in the west. Flocks winged their way
across the fells without moving in his direction, but he was not worried; his geese would show up
this morning as they had always done before. Fall after fall the same families of geese returned
to this patch to feed and gather strength before the migration south over the Atlantic Ocean. This
was reliable stock that had not suffered from overhunting, and the force of habit was strong. He
shot a few geese each week, and still the flock returned to the potato patch again and again.The
dog pricked up its ears and lifted its snout, every muscle tense and yet completely motionless.
The man took his shotgun carefully out of its bag and loaded it. A newish, five-shot, pump-action
12 gauge, with magnum cartridges. A sturdy and easy-to-handle weapon.Another flock of geese
now appeared, heading closer than the earlier ones. The man counted nine birds. If they came
within range, he would be able to bag his prey with the three shells loaded in the gun. That would
be enough, and he could head back to the car for his morning coffee and a much-needed
cigarette.The geese circled wide over the potato beds, seeming to assess the situation. The
decoys told them this was safe ground, and, circling more closely, they warily approached.The
man stopped thinking about coffee and took careful aim. The geese descended farther and
made for the patch, flying into the wind. Suddenly, with about a hundred meters to go, they took
fright and, with much honking, gained height again; before long the whole flock had disappeared
north.The hunter cautiously stuck his head out from his hiding place and tried to determine what
might have caused this disturbance. He could see no movement anywhere. The dog also got to
its feet, raised its snout into the air, sniffed, and softly growled.“Good boy, Kolur,” the man said,
as he continued to scan the surroundings. About thirty meters from the ruin, just by the edge of
the hayfield, was a shallow ditch overgrown with tall, yellowed grass. On the hillside just above,
over to one side, were some large boulders that had been carried there by a landslide long ago.
The lowland was still in the shadow of the mountains, so visibility was poor.Suddenly, there was
a loud bang as a shot hit one of the decoys in the potato patch, knocking it over.“Hello, who’s
there?” the man called out. He paused for an answer and then shouted louder, “Who’s there?



This is private property.”Hearing no reply, he shouted again, “Trespassers are banned from
hunting here.”There was utter silence, apart from the dog’s quiet growling.“Kolur!” the man
snapped at the dog, silencing it.“Hello?” the man called again, but still there was no answer.He
peered out from his sheltered spot, seeing no sign of the other gunman. Then another shot rang
out, throwing up a mass of grass and earth as it hit the ground a few meters in front of him.
Swiftly ducking down, he considered the situation in disbelief. Somebody was firing heavy bird
shot at him. Who the hell was playing a game like that?“Hello,” he yelled at the top of his voice.
“Stop shooting!”He tore off his cap and hung it over the muzzle of his gun. Hesitantly, he lifted
the gun above the wall and waved. There was another shot, and some pellets hit the cap and the
barrel of the gun. By now the dog had had enough and launched forward, barking and running
toward the gunman.“Kolur!” the man cried, but a shot rang out and the dog yelped once and fell
silent.“Kolur!” the man yelled, peering over the wall. The dog lay in a pool of blood, halfway
between the ruin and the edge of the ditch. The man knelt down again. He was petrified and took
shelter by curling up below the wall. What the hell was going on? The dog had been his best
friend for seven years, but uppermost in his mind now was fear for his own life. He was caught in
something that was way beyond his control. There was someone out there in the dawning light
who meant to do him harm.He thought of phoning for help but realized he had left his cell phone
in the car. Anyway, there was no reception here. Then he remembered that he always carried
three emergency flares in his ammunition belt; they were very old, but they might still work. He
unloaded his gun, replaced the shells with the flares, and fired once, straight into the air. The
flare exploded high above his head and shone brightly for a few moments, though the lightening
sky reduced its impact. He quickly fired twice more—three shots in sequence being a
recognized distress signal. Then he reloaded with magnum shells, first removing the pin that
normally limited the capacity of the magazine so that he could get two extra shells in; now he
had five shells loaded—one in the chamber and four in the magazine. Normal hunting laws did
not apply here; he might have to defend his life.Another shot rang out, this time from an
altogether different direction—behind and to one side of him—and he felt the pellets hail down
on his back. Instinctively he jumped over the wall to find cover again. The range was long
enough that the shot did not penetrate his parka, but it hit him with uncomfortable force
nonetheless; it was as if someone had thrashed his back violently with a cat-o’-nine-tails.He
knew he had to do something to escape this ambush. Frantically, he reviewed his options. He
could try to get away by running across the potato patch and down the hay field, but that left him
without cover. Perhaps it would be better to shoot back and see how the other guy reacted. He
steadied his gun on the wall and fired blind toward his invisible assailant, who immediately
responded with two more shots. The man couldn’t tell where these landed. Again he poked his
gun over the wall and fired. Stillness followed.In silence he waited. Then he heard a shot ring out
from one side and felt the pellets clattering against his parka again, and something hit his cheek.
He threw himself facedown and lay still. The pain in his cheek was sharp, but it quickly subsided.
He wiped his cheek with his gloved hand and saw that the wound seemed to be bleeding quite a



lot. It stung somewhat, but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, he had other things on his mind. Two more
shots rang out, hitting the ground in front of him. Either there were two gunmen, or one who
moved position very quickly.He discharged his remaining three shells in the direction from which
he thought the last shots had come and then tried to hide behind the ruined wall while he
reloaded. Three shots rang out, the pellets lashing his parka like hailstones in a wild storm, but
the range was still far enough for his clothing to protect him.Adrenaline was pumping through his
body now, and he wasn’t really scared anymore. He was angry, determined not to let his
adversary control this game to its finish.Three more shots were fired, and the sharp impact
where the pellets hit his less-well-protected calves was painful. The gunman must be moving
closer, and that would mean a swift end to things if he didn’t act.Suddenly he had an idea. The
shots had come in threes. His assailant likely had a gun that took only three shells at a time;
each time he had to reload, it would take a few seconds. Maybe this was his chance. He fired
two shots, reloaded immediately, and fired once more. Again three shots reverberated around
him. The other guy must now be reloading. It was worth the risk; he jumped up and sprinted
toward the ditch, firing off one shot as he made for the tuft of withered grass. He was only a few
steps from his goal when he heard a loud bang and felt a blow to the front of his left thigh just
above the knee. With his next stride he felt as if he were stepping into a deep hole. He landed flat
on his front, dropping his gun. With difficulty he lifted his head and looked behind him. A ways off
lay a solitary leg. He felt down his left thigh in disbelief, finding where it ended in an open wound,
the artery pumping tepid blood into his hand. He became aware that someone was crouching
down next to him, picking up the gun he had lost. He tried to look up. He was helpless.“Who are
you?” he asked. “Wh…wh…why?”He heard no reply, nor did he hear the shot fired into his
head.You ask why. I don’t know if it’s possible to answer or explain it. This action is so completely
beyond all understanding. To take a life, a human life. To feel the nearness of a person and
engage with him to the death. Then he exists no more. All that is left is a pile of meat, bones, and
blood. Memories, emotions, skill, and a lifetime’s experience are gone. It is an overwhelming
thought…You ask why. What do you want to hear? A detailed analysis of the animalistic qualities
still buried in man’s DNA? The qualities that enabled him to survive an evolutionary period
stretching over millions of years and become what he is, or thinks that he is…You ask why. Will
that change anything? It is done and cannot be undone. What is that urge that drives the hunter
a far distance into the predawn cold to bag a few geese he will hardly bother to eat? Or the urge
that prompts some people to go fishing and then release their catch in the hope that the fish will
either live and breed or be caught again?My nature is to kill. I hunt men and I never let go.10:20“I
fell.”There were three of them in the reception area of the emergency room at the National
University Hospital in Reykjavik—a petite young woman with red hair wearing the uniform of a
student nurse; a detective; and a boy lying on a gurney, who answered all the questions being
directed at him with two words: “I fell.”Livid swellings almost completely hid his eyes, both lips
were split, and his bleeding gums were missing their upper front teeth. Two fingers on his left
hand were obviously broken, and there were ugly burn marks on the back of his right hand.“Who



did this to you?” the detective asked for the tenth time, gazing out the window, his dark-brown
almond eyes dulled with boredom.“I fell.”Patrolmen had discovered the kid lying on a traffic
island earlier that morning, summoned an ambulance for him, and called in the detective
division.“Do you owe anybody money?” the detective asked.“I fell,” the boy groaned.The student
nurse surreptitiously checked out the policeman. He was of Asian origin, short with jet-black hair.
She put his age at just under forty. He looked fit—slim and muscular—but apart from that he
seemed rather ordinary; he didn’t look anything like the cops on TV.“I’m in pain,” the kid said to
her. “Give me more morphine.”“I can’t increase the dose without the doctor’s permission,” she
said firmly, continuing to eye the policeman, who was busy adjusting a digital camera. His sleek
hair was still damp after his morning shower, and she caught a masculine scent, maybe some
kind of aftershave. He was wearing a well-pressed gray suit, a dark-blue shirt, and a neatly
knotted black tie. He had evidently just started his morning shift.Actually, not too bad-looking,
she thought, although perhaps a bit old. The ID pinned to his jacket pocket read BIRKIR LI
HINRIKSSON.The patient seized her arm with his unbroken hand and said menacingly, “More
morphine.”The policeman grabbed the hand and carefully loosened its grip. The girl rubbed her
arm.“I’m in pain,” the boy said.“I’m not surprised,” Birkir said, “and they’ll do this again if you don’t
tell us who these people are.”He aimed the camera and took some photos of the kid’s
injuries.The nurse watched Birkir. “Where are you from?” she asked.“Iceland,” he replied.“Yeah.
But I mean, originally?”He glanced at her testily and was about to give a sharp answer, but her
innocent expression made him change his mind. “I’m sorry,” he said. “My parents were from
Vietnam.”The nurse smiled. “Have you been there?” she asked.“I was born in Vietnam, but I
haven’t been there since I was very young.”“Do you want to go there?”Birkir shook his
head.Another woman, considerably older, entered the room—a doctor, her ID indicated. After
greeting them brusquely, she looked at the patient, who whispered, “Morphine.”“We’ll see about
that, but first we must deal with this mess,” she said. She clipped an X-ray of his hand to the
backlit glass on the wall and peered at the broken bones.Birkir leaned over the kid. “They’ll end
up killing you,” he said. “Not on purpose, because then they’ll have to write off the debt. By
mistake. They’ll hit you too hard in the wrong place. That’s all it takes.”The boy thought about this
for a bit and said, “I fell.”Another detective entered the room. He was tall—nearly six foot five—
and fat, with a red face marked by a heavy double chin that almost hid his thick neck. He had
large blue eyes and close-trimmed strawberry-blond hair around a shiny pink bald spot.“Any
news?” he asked, biting into a half-eaten sandwich.Birkir looked at his colleague and shook his
head.“Can I please ask you to eat outside?” said the doctor.The newcomer wrapped the food in
a plastic bag and shoved it into his jacket pocket. The nurse watched with disapproval as he
wiped his greasy hands on his pants. His ID read GUNNAR MARÍUSON.“Did you manage to
find a witness?” Birkir asked.“No, but we stopped a car that was cruising the neighborhood.
There were three guys, and one of them was wearing steel-capped shoes. Said they’d just left a
party.”He licked a finger. “Sharp dressers when they go visiting, these kids. We took them in for
questioning and sent their shoes to forensics. Looked like there might be blood on them. Maybe



high command will feel generous enough to book a DNA test, and then we can compare it with
this kid.” Gunnar nodded toward the patient, who groaned quietly.The nurse had wiped blood
from the boy’s face and thrown the tissues into a garbage can. Birkir bent down, fished one of
them out, and slipped it into a plastic bag.“That gives us something to compare with,” he said.A
cell phone rang, and Gunnar dug his phone out of his pocket.“Gunnar speaking,” he said in a
loud voice.“Cell phones should be turned off in here,” the doctor said irritably, but the detective
seemed not to hear her. He just grinned broadly, revealing a prominent gap between his large
front teeth.“Yes, let’s hear it,” he said.His smile quickly disappeared and he covered his free ear
with his other hand to better hear the voice on the other end.When the call ended, the nurse
heard the large detective say quietly to his colleague, “We’ve got to put this on hold and drive up
to the Dalasýsla district immediately. To Búdardalur. Someone’s been killed with a
shotgun.”12:40“Left here,” Gunnar said. He grabbed the handle above the door with his right
hand to brace himself for the turn and pressed his cell phone to his ear with his left. They were
about to reach the intersection at Dalsmynni in Borgarfjördur; the sign ahead indicated that a left
turn would lead them to Route 60. Birkir was, as usual, driving—quickly but safely—while
Gunnar alternated between talking on the phone and eating the dried fish he had bought at the
gas station in Borgarnes, where they had stopped to fill up. In between activities, he felt obliged
to give Birkir directions.“I know,” Birkir said, braking sharply before taking a tire-screeching left-
hand turn. “And I know how to get to Búdardalur,” he added, accelerating out of the turn and onto
a straightaway. They raced up an ascent and then onward into the valley. Driving conditions were
good; it was bright and dry, if somewhat chilly, and traffic was light. They were in an unmarked
squad car, but they had stuck a blue priority light on the roof before leaving. Although Birkir was
mostly thinking about the investigation that awaited them, he was enjoying the trip; he rarely got
the chance to drive fast over such a distance.Gunnar put his phone away and checked his safety
belt for the fifth time. Then he divided the rest of the dried fish in two.“Want some?” he
asked.“No, thanks,” Birkir replied, and Gunnar stuffed both bits into his mouth at once. The two of
them had very little in common, including their eating habits. Gunnar was continually hungry and
always snacking, whereas Birkir ate three regular meals a day and nothing in between.They
drove over the Brattabrekka pass and on through the dales of Middalir. A succession of isolated
small farms flashed by on the right; on the left, a rocky stream and the mountain above it flanked
the road. Eventually the valley widened on both sides.Gunnar’s efforts to get information about
the case as they drove had produced few results. They had the name and address of the victim—
the sheriff of Búdardalur had provided that when he’d called in for assistance. Forensic
specialists had already driven west ahead of them; no doubt they had arrived and were starting
their work. Two teams back in Reykjavik, where the victim came from, were looking into his
personal history, informing his relatives, and so on. The whole operation was under the
command of Magnús Magnússon, the detective superintendent in charge of the Violent Crime
Unit at Reykjavik’s police headquarters. Birkir and Gunnar knew that everyone was waiting for
them to arrive at the scene and begin their investigation.It was almost two o’clock when they



neared Búdardalur, and Gunnar called the sheriff’s office for directions to the location, an area
next to a remote farm named Litla-Fell. They soon found the turnoff and drove slowly a couple of
kilometers along a bumpy dirt road.As they rounded a sharp bluff, the farm buildings came into
view, five hundred meters or so farther into the valley. The farmhouse itself stood on a beautiful
ledge halfway up a hillside clad in low birch scrub that swept gently up to the foot of the
mountain behind. At the bottom of the slope were the outbuildings—a jumble of shacks with
corrugated iron roofs and turf-and-stone walls. A large pile of manure sprawled in front of one of
the shacks, and outside another was a small, dilapidated corral made from rotten bits of wood.
The three lambs inside it nuzzled at the enclosure.The farmhouse was a steep-roofed, single-
story building clad in corrugated iron, which at some point had been painted green and white.
Next to the house was a tarred timber storehouse. In the farmyard stood two old tractors and
some rusty hay-making machinery.Birkir stopped the car and considered the farm. It was as if
time had stopped here decades ago and failed to start again, he thought.“Valley of time…house
of silence,” Birkir murmured, not caring whether Gunnar understood this observation. His partner
was used to hearing him utter weird phrases and knew that a reply was not expected.
Sometimes Birkir spouted bits of poetry; at other times it was just his own abstract thoughts that
came and went. They were never written down.“The field’s a bit farther in, I think,” Gunnar said,
pointing to a rough track that led off the road. Birkir drove on. Four horses by the side of the track
looked up and followed their progress for a moment, then resumed their leisurely grazing. They
seemed to be used to people passing this way.After a few hundred meters they came across an
abandoned vehicle, a Nissan Patrol that had been parked next to the track, at the edge of the
hay field. They stopped there for a minute to assess the situation.Two more vehicles were
parked about a kilometer west of the farm buildings, next to some neglected meadows—a police
patrol car and an unmarked van they knew belonged to the detective division’s forensic team.
Tall grass growing between the wheel tracks brushed the underside of the car as they continued
on toward the other vehicles.As they arrived, two men got out of the patrol car and walked
toward them. One was a uniformed officer with a beard; the other, striding ahead of him, was a
slim man in his sixties wearing a gray suit.“You do speak Icelandic, don’t you?” he asked,
scrutinizing Birkir.“Yes, I speak Icelandic,” Birkir replied wearily, adding, “Admittedly, I
occasionally misuse the dative case in the second-and third-person plural, but apart from that
my Icelandic is quite passable.”The man looked at Birkir suspiciously, seeming not to know what
to make of this. Then, having studied the ID badges the pair wore, he introduced himself. “My
name is Hákon Einarsson. I am the district sheriff.”The uniformed cop standing behind the sheriff
gave a quick salute and said loudly, “Good afternoon.”“Thank you for coming,” the sheriff said.
“Your colleagues have started their investigation.” He pointed toward two white-clad forensic
officers crouching over a bump a hundred meters away.“What happened?” Gunnar asked.The
sheriff replied, “It’s a goose hunter. He’s been shot; he must have died instantly.”“Accidental
shooting?”“No, definitely not. At least two shots fired at him. Maybe more.”“What was his name
again?” Gunnar looked at his notebook.The sheriff replied, “His name is Ólafur Jónsson. A



lawyer from Reykjavik.”“Who found him?”“Gudjón, who lives on the farm here at Litla-Fell, found
him this morning.”“Do you have any more information?”“More?” The sheriff thought about this
and looked at his feet, uneasy. “Well, there is one thing I think…” He hesitated, unsure of himself.
Finally he straightened up and said firmly, “I think you should know that the deceased was the
legal owner of this land. He bought it at a court-ordered auction just over two years ago. There
was a verbal agreement that the former owner might continue to live here on the farm. Ólafur
rescinded that agreement this summer, but old Gudjón has utterly refused to leave the farm and
is still residing here, along with his livestock.”The sheriff nodded in the direction of a few sheep
lying in the field nearby, chewing their cud. “He’s got nearly a hundred sheep,” he added,
scanning the valley as if he were counting. “Ólafur’s legal representative has made a formal
request to my office to evict Gudjón from the farm. That matter is being dealt with according to
the appropriate procedures, but it was, as I say, indeed the former owner and current occupant
of the farm who discovered the body this morning.”“So was there actual hostility between them?”
Gunnar asked.“Yes, well, I think you could say that they were not on the best of terms.”“So do
you think Gudjón could have done this?”The sheriff was flustered. “I hope not,” he said, “but the
old man is, apparently, extremely eccentric and hot tempered. I am told that when he was a
young man he was known for getting into fights. I have been dreading having to deal with this
cursed eviction all fall.”“You said that Ólafur had a legal representative acting on his behalf,” said
Birkir. “Why didn’t he deal with this matter himself?”The sheriff gave a slight shrug. “My
understanding is that he was always busy with bigger cases. He had a lot of foreign dealings,
apparently.”“Have you spoken to Gudjón today?” Gunnar asked.“Not really,” the sheriff said. “He
called us this morning to report the incident and then met us here at the farm to show us the
location. We decided not to pursue further questions since we knew you were on your way. We
don’t have much experience with cases like this in our district, as I’m sure you know.”Gunnar
turned to Birkir. “Let’s go take a look.” He nodded toward the crime scene. “We can talk to Gudjón
afterward.”They walked along the edge of a ditch toward where the forensic officers were
working. They quickly spotted a dead dog, but did not make out the body of the lawyer until they
were almost upon it—his camouflage gear blended in with the ground beneath his
corpse.Gunnar said, “Did you know that color-blind people can’t see camouflage?”“Oh, is that a
fact?” Birkir replied.“Yeah. Color-blind soldiers see their opponents just as plainly whether they’re
wearing camouflage or not. That’s why they’re often drafted to the front line.”“Do you think that
the killer was color-blind, then?”“No, not really,” Gunnar answered. “It was just something that
popped into my head.”“I see,” said Birkir.The blood that had collected into a big pool beneath the
body was now dark brown and mixed with the earth. The body was missing its left leg, which lay
close by. The head was in terrible condition, evidently shot at very close range. The scents of
damp soil and blood lingered in the air.The sight left Birkir mostly unmoved, which surprised him.
Seeing a corpse in this condition was, after all, not an everyday experience for him. It was just
that his connection to the dead man felt so impersonal. He knew, however, that this would
change over the coming days as the team pieced together all they could find out about this man.



Maybe that would lead them to his killer; maybe not.They approached one of the two forensic
officers, a short woman clad in white disposable coveralls with elastic cuffs, and wearing rubber
gloves. They knew Anna Thórdardóttir. Though she was not yet fifty-five, she looked at least
seventy, her thin, wrinkled face and tired, dark-ringed eyes bearing witness to forty years of
heavy smoking. She was the most experienced member of the forensic team, and though some
of her colleagues found her pigheaded, she was, in Birkir’s opinion, the best. He was pleased to
see her here. She didn’t often venture far from her laboratory, never mind all the way out in the
country.She greeted them brusquely with her hoarse smoker’s voice and lit a cigarette.“What
can you tell us?” Gunnar asked.Anna took some deep drags before replying. “There were a
number of shots fired here in a small area. Shotgun fire. Some of them hit this guy.” She pointed
to the body with her cigarette. “Some were from quite a long range, forty meters or more. The
parka took most of those.” She bent down and pointed to some small holes in the garment.
“Then one close-range shot took his leg off, from between three and six meters away, I’d guess.
We’ll check that more thoroughly later. Finally, he was shot in the head from very close range,
less than a meter.” She flicked the ash off her cigarette into a small black plastic canister—the
type used to store 35 mm film—which she held in her other hand.“Coup de grâce,” said
Birkir.“Coo de what?” Gunnar asked.“Never mind,” said Birkir. “It’s French, I think.”“Then he took
a souvenir,” Anna said. “Or that’s what it looks like.”“How so?” Gunnar asked.Anna took a final
drag from her cigarette and stubbed it out in the canister. She snapped on its lid and put it in her
pocket.“Look here,” she said, leaning over the body. She pointed to an irregularly shaped hole in
the parka, over the heart. The top layer was missing, exposing the white lining beneath. “The
murderer must have cut out this piece from the fabric.”“What for?” Gunnar asked.“I have no idea,”
Anna replied.“The hole wasn’t already there?” Birkir asked.“No, the whole garment is covered in
blood, but there’s none on the lining,” Anna said. “And it looks like a rather new parka; it hasn’t
been worn much.”Gunnar said, “Maybe he’s taken this as a trophy, like when a hunter takes the
tail of a mink that he’s shot.”“Maybe,” Anna answered.Gunnar asked, “Can you picture the course
of events?”Anna pointed to the remnants of a ruined stone wall nearby. “That’s where the hunter
must have hidden while he waited for the geese. There’s a camping stool there, and a shoulder
bag for a shotgun. His decoys are still in the potato patch. It looks as if one of them was hit from
long range. The person or persons then fired on the hunter from this ditch and also from the
hillside up there.” She pointed. “It was the shooting from the hillside that drove the man from his
shelter. The shot that took his leg off must have come from the ditch, also the one that killed the
dog. The attacker was either very quick on his feet or there were two of them.”“Do you know what
kind of shot was used?”“Yes, we found some spent shells both in the ditch and on the hill.
They’re all the same type: red Federal Premium 12 gauge. We should be able to work out if they
all came from the same weapon. If we find a gun, we’ll probably be able to determine whether it’s
the right one. The firing pin makes a mark on the primer when you fire. The mark is always the
same and it’s distinctive for each gun.”“What about the victim? Did he fire his gun?”“Yes. There
are a few empty shells around the ruin that probably came from him. They are the same type as



the shells in his belt: green Remingtons. He also fired three emergency flares from there. Elías
recognized their spent shells.” Anna nodded toward her colleague kneeling by the ruin and
added, “He says, actually, that nobody uses those flares anymore because they’re bad for the
gun barrels. The guy probably didn’t care about that.”“Where’s his gun?” Gunnar asked.Anna
shrugged. “It’s vanished.”“What does that mean?”“Someone needed a shotgun.”“Do you think
that the killer took it?”“Probably.”Gunnar looked into the ditch. “Any footprints?” he asked.Anna lit
another cigarette before answering. “There are no obvious prints, but the grass has been
flattened both here in the ditch and behind the boulders where we found the shells. We have
asked for a good tracker dog to be sent here. Maybe he can find some tracks leading from
here.”“Anything else?”Anna pointed the cigarette at her colleague, who was on his knees by the
stone wall. “We’re gathering up any loose shot to see if they can tell us more about the weapons.
The size and composition of the pellets, for instance, could be significant. Maybe we can guess
how many shots were fired.”There was a brief silence; all three seemed deep in their own
thoughts. Finally Gunnar said, “It’s an odd weapon to use for murder. It’s not easy to kill a man
with a shotgun, even with magnum shells. It’s got to be short range. With a rifle you can easily kill
from long range.”Birkir answered, “It probably shows it wasn’t premeditated. Either that or the
killer didn’t have another weapon available.”“Then there’s the leg,” Gunnar continued. “You
couldn’t possibly inflict an injury like that with ordinary bird shot. And at close range, though the
force is much greater, there’s hardly any spread, so it would have just blown a hole through the
thigh. The range has to be just right for the spread of pellets to act like the blade of a power
saw.”“We might have to experiment with similar shot in order to determine the exact range,” Anna
said.Gunnar looked around. “Whatever. This all demonstrates determined intention,” he said.
“We must find out if anyone apart from Gudjón had any grievance with the victim.”Anna added,
“It looks as if the deceased returned fire without inflicting the slightest wound. There isn’t a trace
of the assailant’s blood anywhere he’s been. Of course, his clothing may have fresh pellet holes
in it—if you ever find it.”She handed them a plastic bag containing a car key, a pocketknife, and a
goose whistle. “This is all we found in the guy’s pockets,” she said and returned to her task.Birkir
and Gunnar watched her for a while as she photographed the body from all angles, and then
photographed the severed leg and the dog. They felt confident that she would not miss anything
of significance in this place, but they also knew it might take a day or more to finely comb the
whole area.They turned and walked back to the cars. This far north the sun was already sinking,
and there was a chill in the air. The sheriff and the local cop were waiting for them in the patrol
car, and Birkir and Gunnar got into the backseat.“Can you tell us any more about the
deceased?” Gunnar asked.“I understand that he was quite wealthy and enjoyed the outdoor life
a lot,” said the sheriff. “It seems he was planning to knock down the old farm buildings and build
a summerhouse here.”The patrolman added, “I was told he was going to bring in a bucket loader
to demolish these shacks as soon as he evicted the occupant. Can’t see what the hurry was, just
before winter.”“What can you tell us about this court-ordered auction of the land?” asked
Gunnar.The sheriff replied, “That in itself is a tragic story. Old Gudjón is a widower. He has one



daughter, whose son lives here with his grandfather and goes to the local school. The daughter
lives in Reykjavik. Her life’s been a struggle. She married an American before she was twenty
and had the boy with him. Apparently they lived in various places in the United States until they
divorced and she moved back to Iceland. She then bought a small convenience store in
Reykjavik with her new boyfriend, and I understand they did quite well when they started out. Old
Gudjón helped them by underwriting some loans, which shouldn’t have been a problem except
that her boyfriend hit the bottle and cleared out, having by then squandered large sums that
should have been used to pay loan installments, sales taxes, and so on. After this everything
went downhill. The daughter couldn’t pay her debts and the creditors were ruthless; she lost
everything and the guarantees were called in. Old Gudjón had no money to pay the debts, and
the banks issued a distraint warrant.”“Was there no room for negotiation about this?” Gunnar
asked.“A younger man would probably have found a way to finance a composition settlement,
but Gudjón just ignored it. It was as if he thought the problem would just go away.”“Was nobody
able to help him?”“I tried everything in my power. I even got him a lawyer, but the old man
wouldn’t let him in the house.”“What happened then?”“The court ordered a forced auction; I
managed to postpone the execution a few times to give Gudjón a chance to put his affairs in
order, but it made no difference, and in the end the auction took place. There were some unpaid
mortgage debts, as is common among farmers, and those loan companies sent their lawyers to
bid for the land against Ólafur, who represented the principal claimants; they were only
interested in covering their own losses and were happy to sell the land to Ólafur at what was a
very low price. There was nothing leftover for the old man.”“Were no local people interested in
the property?”It was the patrolman who replied. “No. This is not good farmland. The hay fields
are small and impractical, difficult to work with machinery, and there’s not much else you can do
here. The buildings are falling apart, and it’s remote. It’s mainly of interest to hunting enthusiasts
from the city, although it’s so far away that not many would be interested.”“What will happen to
the old man when he has to leave the farm?” Gunnar asked.This time the sheriff replied. “The
local authority is looking into that. He will probably get a place in a nursing home if he can be
persuaded to accept it. But the boy is going to be a problem, as is the daughter; the farm is still
her registered domicile, and I understand she has been living here from time to time. The
community will probably have to find a solution to their problems, too.”15:00The time had come
to speak to the occupant of Litla-Fell, and Birkir and Gunnar decided to walk back to the farm so
they could assess the surroundings as they went. They followed the track down to the dirt road,
which had shallow ditches on both sides full of yellowing grass; beyond them were small,
tussocky hay fields where a few sheep grazed.They met a vehicle coming from the direction of
the farm, an old Ford Econoline with big wheels, marked as a school bus. They stepped aside,
and as it drove past, they caught sight of the driver’s inquisitive gaze and the faces of the
children pressed against the side windows.They watched until it disappeared beyond the
bluff.“The grandson must be back from school, then,” Gunnar said and walked on.Birkir stopped
and looked back toward the old bit of ruined wall.“This is a very peculiar murder, it seems to me,”



he said.Gunnar stopped, too, waiting for more to come. Birkir finally continued. “If you were
planning to kill a man with a shotgun, how would you go about it?”“As I said before, I wouldn’t
use a shotgun. I’d use a rifle.”“Why not a shotgun?”“A shotgun is for killing small animals at short
range. You use a rifle to kill people.”“Right. What if you only had a shotgun at hand?”Gunnar
thought for a moment. “A shotgun is a very powerful weapon at short range but it’s useless at a
long distance. If I were going to kill a man with a gun like that, I’d shoot him in the belly from the
shortest possible distance. Then in the head.”“Why go for the stomach first?”“That’s the easiest
place to hit him. And he wouldn’t defend himself after that if he was also armed.”“I see. But what
if he was alert and expecting danger?”“Then I would sneak up to him as close as possible to
reduce the range. And I’d use slugs rather than pellets, if I could.”“Slugs?” Birkir said. He had
handled a shotgun and learned to load it and fire a few shots, but he wasn’t particularly familiar
with this kind of hunting gear.“A slug is a shell with a single large bullet instead of many small
pellets. You can kill a polar bear with it at long range.”“So that’s a theory we must consider. The
lawyer must have had reason to be wary of the attacker. That’s why he tried to defend himself.
They must have known each other.”“Why?”“If a stranger approaches you as you’re hunting
geese out here in the sticks, your first thought isn’t that he’s here to shoot you, even if he’s
carrying a weapon. Not unless you’re involved in something very shady, or you know that this
particular person means to do you harm.”Gunnar shrugged. “Maybe this was someone who also
wanted to shoot geese here without a license. Maybe the lawyer meant to just shoo the guy off
his newly acquired land, and the confrontation ended up taking a nasty turn. It wouldn’t be the
first time that two guys have fought over good hunting grounds, although these things don’t
usually end in a bloody gunfight.”“That’s also a valid theory. We’ll see.”They were quiet as they
walked the last length of the dirt road that led steeply up to Litla-Fell. A few minutes later they
found themselves in the farmyard.An old man stood by the wall of an outhouse, skinning the
carcass of a fat lamb. He had tied its back legs to the lifting boom of an old tractor and hauled it
up to a convenient height. The head of the animal lay on the ground, and blood dripped from the
carcass’s headless neck into an old steel bucket. To the side was a wooden tub containing the
entrails. Several dogs had been shut out of the way in the outhouse, where they could be heard
barking.A young boy stood beside the tractor, watching Gunnar and Birkir approach; they
stopped a suitable distance from the slaughter. They could smell entrails, blood, and raw meat.
Not unlike the smell from the dead man, only considerably stronger.The old man did not look up
from his labors. Obviously tall and strong at some time in the past, he was now shrunken, with
bent shoulders, a crooked back, and bowed legs. He wore rubber boots, brown wool pants, an
old and worn traditional wool sweater, and a light-brown cap.THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER
2106:10In a remote spot in the western district of Dalasýsla sat a lone hunter. Sheltering behind
a tumbledown stone wall—remnant of a long since ruined hut—he gazed across the waters of
Hvammsfjördur toward Fellsströnd, where the first rays of the sun, breaking through clouds in
the east, lit the very tips of the mountains. The slopes below, the lowlands, and the fjord still lay
in deep shadow.The man was in his forties—in good shape with sharp features. He wore high-



quality camouflage gear and a thick cap, and the exposed parts of his face were painted in the
same mottled earth colors as his clothing. On his comfortable camping stool, he could wait here
in shelter and shade unnoticed. Leaning against the wall in front of him was his shotgun in its
green-and-brown shoulder bag.A black dog lay in the grass next to the man, its head on its
paws, eyes closed—perfectly still but for the occasional flick of its ears and twitch of its snout.
Now and again the man leaned toward the dog and stroked its back gently. They were waiting for
the morning flight of the greylag geese.Below the ruin was a small cultivated hayfield with a
fenced-in potato patch beside it where fourteen geese could be seen among the plants, eight of
them grazing, four resting, and two on guard, their long necks erect. In the dim light, only an
experienced eye would spot that these were artificial birds, decoys. The man had arranged them
in a tight group so there was plenty of space for another gaggle to settle on the patch in the face
of the wind. The range was just right—about thirty meters.There was a faint rustle as two field
mice scurried along the wall, and across the hunter’s arm resting on it, before disappearing into
their hole. Silence returned. The man inhaled the earthy scent of vegetation half decayed by the
onset of fall. Here, against this wall, sheep had sought shelter during summer, when the midday
sun’s heat was too much for man or beast. Now, however, it was near freezing, and the man felt
chilly despite his warm clothes. He crossed his arms and waited for the new day as he looked
out over the fjord, its waters still cloaked in semidarkness.The dog opened its eyes and sniffed at
the air a second before the man detected the first sounds of the geese beginning their morning
flight. It was a while longer still before he sighted them in the west. Flocks winged their way
across the fells without moving in his direction, but he was not worried; his geese would show up
this morning as they had always done before. Fall after fall the same families of geese returned
to this patch to feed and gather strength before the migration south over the Atlantic Ocean. This
was reliable stock that had not suffered from overhunting, and the force of habit was strong. He
shot a few geese each week, and still the flock returned to the potato patch again and again.The
dog pricked up its ears and lifted its snout, every muscle tense and yet completely motionless.
The man took his shotgun carefully out of its bag and loaded it. A newish, five-shot, pump-action
12 gauge, with magnum cartridges. A sturdy and easy-to-handle weapon.Another flock of geese
now appeared, heading closer than the earlier ones. The man counted nine birds. If they came
within range, he would be able to bag his prey with the three shells loaded in the gun. That would
be enough, and he could head back to the car for his morning coffee and a much-needed
cigarette.The geese circled wide over the potato beds, seeming to assess the situation. The
decoys told them this was safe ground, and, circling more closely, they warily approached.The
man stopped thinking about coffee and took careful aim. The geese descended farther and
made for the patch, flying into the wind. Suddenly, with about a hundred meters to go, they took
fright and, with much honking, gained height again; before long the whole flock had disappeared
north.The hunter cautiously stuck his head out from his hiding place and tried to determine what
might have caused this disturbance. He could see no movement anywhere. The dog also got to
its feet, raised its snout into the air, sniffed, and softly growled.“Good boy, Kolur,” the man said,



as he continued to scan the surroundings. About thirty meters from the ruin, just by the edge of
the hayfield, was a shallow ditch overgrown with tall, yellowed grass. On the hillside just above,
over to one side, were some large boulders that had been carried there by a landslide long ago.
The lowland was still in the shadow of the mountains, so visibility was poor.Suddenly, there was
a loud bang as a shot hit one of the decoys in the potato patch, knocking it over.“Hello, who’s
there?” the man called out. He paused for an answer and then shouted louder, “Who’s there?
This is private property.”Hearing no reply, he shouted again, “Trespassers are banned from
hunting here.”There was utter silence, apart from the dog’s quiet growling.“Kolur!” the man
snapped at the dog, silencing it.“Hello?” the man called again, but still there was no answer.He
peered out from his sheltered spot, seeing no sign of the other gunman. Then another shot rang
out, throwing up a mass of grass and earth as it hit the ground a few meters in front of him.
Swiftly ducking down, he considered the situation in disbelief. Somebody was firing heavy bird
shot at him. Who the hell was playing a game like that?“Hello,” he yelled at the top of his voice.
“Stop shooting!”He tore off his cap and hung it over the muzzle of his gun. Hesitantly, he lifted
the gun above the wall and waved. There was another shot, and some pellets hit the cap and the
barrel of the gun. By now the dog had had enough and launched forward, barking and running
toward the gunman.“Kolur!” the man cried, but a shot rang out and the dog yelped once and fell
silent.“Kolur!” the man yelled, peering over the wall. The dog lay in a pool of blood, halfway
between the ruin and the edge of the ditch. The man knelt down again. He was petrified and took
shelter by curling up below the wall. What the hell was going on? The dog had been his best
friend for seven years, but uppermost in his mind now was fear for his own life. He was caught in
something that was way beyond his control. There was someone out there in the dawning light
who meant to do him harm.He thought of phoning for help but realized he had left his cell phone
in the car. Anyway, there was no reception here. Then he remembered that he always carried
three emergency flares in his ammunition belt; they were very old, but they might still work. He
unloaded his gun, replaced the shells with the flares, and fired once, straight into the air. The
flare exploded high above his head and shone brightly for a few moments, though the lightening
sky reduced its impact. He quickly fired twice more—three shots in sequence being a
recognized distress signal. Then he reloaded with magnum shells, first removing the pin that
normally limited the capacity of the magazine so that he could get two extra shells in; now he
had five shells loaded—one in the chamber and four in the magazine. Normal hunting laws did
not apply here; he might have to defend his life.Another shot rang out, this time from an
altogether different direction—behind and to one side of him—and he felt the pellets hail down
on his back. Instinctively he jumped over the wall to find cover again. The range was long
enough that the shot did not penetrate his parka, but it hit him with uncomfortable force
nonetheless; it was as if someone had thrashed his back violently with a cat-o’-nine-tails.He
knew he had to do something to escape this ambush. Frantically, he reviewed his options. He
could try to get away by running across the potato patch and down the hay field, but that left him
without cover. Perhaps it would be better to shoot back and see how the other guy reacted. He



steadied his gun on the wall and fired blind toward his invisible assailant, who immediately
responded with two more shots. The man couldn’t tell where these landed. Again he poked his
gun over the wall and fired. Stillness followed.In silence he waited. Then he heard a shot ring out
from one side and felt the pellets clattering against his parka again, and something hit his cheek.
He threw himself facedown and lay still. The pain in his cheek was sharp, but it quickly subsided.
He wiped his cheek with his gloved hand and saw that the wound seemed to be bleeding quite a
lot. It stung somewhat, but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, he had other things on his mind. Two more
shots rang out, hitting the ground in front of him. Either there were two gunmen, or one who
moved position very quickly.He discharged his remaining three shells in the direction from which
he thought the last shots had come and then tried to hide behind the ruined wall while he
reloaded. Three shots rang out, the pellets lashing his parka like hailstones in a wild storm, but
the range was still far enough for his clothing to protect him.Adrenaline was pumping through his
body now, and he wasn’t really scared anymore. He was angry, determined not to let his
adversary control this game to its finish.Three more shots were fired, and the sharp impact
where the pellets hit his less-well-protected calves was painful. The gunman must be moving
closer, and that would mean a swift end to things if he didn’t act.Suddenly he had an idea. The
shots had come in threes. His assailant likely had a gun that took only three shells at a time;
each time he had to reload, it would take a few seconds. Maybe this was his chance. He fired
two shots, reloaded immediately, and fired once more. Again three shots reverberated around
him. The other guy must now be reloading. It was worth the risk; he jumped up and sprinted
toward the ditch, firing off one shot as he made for the tuft of withered grass. He was only a few
steps from his goal when he heard a loud bang and felt a blow to the front of his left thigh just
above the knee. With his next stride he felt as if he were stepping into a deep hole. He landed flat
on his front, dropping his gun. With difficulty he lifted his head and looked behind him. A ways off
lay a solitary leg. He felt down his left thigh in disbelief, finding where it ended in an open wound,
the artery pumping tepid blood into his hand. He became aware that someone was crouching
down next to him, picking up the gun he had lost. He tried to look up. He was helpless.“Who are
you?” he asked. “Wh…wh…why?”He heard no reply, nor did he hear the shot fired into his
head.You ask why. I don’t know if it’s possible to answer or explain it. This action is so completely
beyond all understanding. To take a life, a human life. To feel the nearness of a person and
engage with him to the death. Then he exists no more. All that is left is a pile of meat, bones, and
blood. Memories, emotions, skill, and a lifetime’s experience are gone. It is an overwhelming
thought…You ask why. What do you want to hear? A detailed analysis of the animalistic qualities
still buried in man’s DNA? The qualities that enabled him to survive an evolutionary period
stretching over millions of years and become what he is, or thinks that he is…You ask why. Will
that change anything? It is done and cannot be undone. What is that urge that drives the hunter
a far distance into the predawn cold to bag a few geese he will hardly bother to eat? Or the urge
that prompts some people to go fishing and then release their catch in the hope that the fish will
either live and breed or be caught again?My nature is to kill. I hunt men and I never let go.10:20“I



fell.”There were three of them in the reception area of the emergency room at the National
University Hospital in Reykjavik—a petite young woman with red hair wearing the uniform of a
student nurse; a detective; and a boy lying on a gurney, who answered all the questions being
directed at him with two words: “I fell.”Livid swellings almost completely hid his eyes, both lips
were split, and his bleeding gums were missing their upper front teeth. Two fingers on his left
hand were obviously broken, and there were ugly burn marks on the back of his right hand.“Who
did this to you?” the detective asked for the tenth time, gazing out the window, his dark-brown
almond eyes dulled with boredom.“I fell.”Patrolmen had discovered the kid lying on a traffic
island earlier that morning, summoned an ambulance for him, and called in the detective
division.“Do you owe anybody money?” the detective asked.“I fell,” the boy groaned.The student
nurse surreptitiously checked out the policeman. He was of Asian origin, short with jet-black hair.
She put his age at just under forty. He looked fit—slim and muscular—but apart from that he
seemed rather ordinary; he didn’t look anything like the cops on TV.“I’m in pain,” the kid said to
her. “Give me more morphine.”“I can’t increase the dose without the doctor’s permission,” she
said firmly, continuing to eye the policeman, who was busy adjusting a digital camera. His sleek
hair was still damp after his morning shower, and she caught a masculine scent, maybe some
kind of aftershave. He was wearing a well-pressed gray suit, a dark-blue shirt, and a neatly
knotted black tie. He had evidently just started his morning shift.Actually, not too bad-looking,
she thought, although perhaps a bit old. The ID pinned to his jacket pocket read BIRKIR LI
HINRIKSSON.The patient seized her arm with his unbroken hand and said menacingly, “More
morphine.”The policeman grabbed the hand and carefully loosened its grip. The girl rubbed her
arm.“I’m in pain,” the boy said.“I’m not surprised,” Birkir said, “and they’ll do this again if you don’t
tell us who these people are.”He aimed the camera and took some photos of the kid’s
injuries.The nurse watched Birkir. “Where are you from?” she asked.“Iceland,” he replied.“Yeah.
But I mean, originally?”He glanced at her testily and was about to give a sharp answer, but her
innocent expression made him change his mind. “I’m sorry,” he said. “My parents were from
Vietnam.”The nurse smiled. “Have you been there?” she asked.“I was born in Vietnam, but I
haven’t been there since I was very young.”“Do you want to go there?”Birkir shook his
head.Another woman, considerably older, entered the room—a doctor, her ID indicated. After
greeting them brusquely, she looked at the patient, who whispered, “Morphine.”“We’ll see about
that, but first we must deal with this mess,” she said. She clipped an X-ray of his hand to the
backlit glass on the wall and peered at the broken bones.Birkir leaned over the kid. “They’ll end
up killing you,” he said. “Not on purpose, because then they’ll have to write off the debt. By
mistake. They’ll hit you too hard in the wrong place. That’s all it takes.”The boy thought about this
for a bit and said, “I fell.”Another detective entered the room. He was tall—nearly six foot five—
and fat, with a red face marked by a heavy double chin that almost hid his thick neck. He had
large blue eyes and close-trimmed strawberry-blond hair around a shiny pink bald spot.“Any
news?” he asked, biting into a half-eaten sandwich.Birkir looked at his colleague and shook his
head.“Can I please ask you to eat outside?” said the doctor.The newcomer wrapped the food in



a plastic bag and shoved it into his jacket pocket. The nurse watched with disapproval as he
wiped his greasy hands on his pants. His ID read GUNNAR MARÍUSON.“Did you manage to
find a witness?” Birkir asked.“No, but we stopped a car that was cruising the neighborhood.
There were three guys, and one of them was wearing steel-capped shoes. Said they’d just left a
party.”He licked a finger. “Sharp dressers when they go visiting, these kids. We took them in for
questioning and sent their shoes to forensics. Looked like there might be blood on them. Maybe
high command will feel generous enough to book a DNA test, and then we can compare it with
this kid.” Gunnar nodded toward the patient, who groaned quietly.The nurse had wiped blood
from the boy’s face and thrown the tissues into a garbage can. Birkir bent down, fished one of
them out, and slipped it into a plastic bag.“That gives us something to compare with,” he said.A
cell phone rang, and Gunnar dug his phone out of his pocket.“Gunnar speaking,” he said in a
loud voice.“Cell phones should be turned off in here,” the doctor said irritably, but the detective
seemed not to hear her. He just grinned broadly, revealing a prominent gap between his large
front teeth.“Yes, let’s hear it,” he said.His smile quickly disappeared and he covered his free ear
with his other hand to better hear the voice on the other end.When the call ended, the nurse
heard the large detective say quietly to his colleague, “We’ve got to put this on hold and drive up
to the Dalasýsla district immediately. To Búdardalur. Someone’s been killed with a
shotgun.”12:40“Left here,” Gunnar said. He grabbed the handle above the door with his right
hand to brace himself for the turn and pressed his cell phone to his ear with his left. They were
about to reach the intersection at Dalsmynni in Borgarfjördur; the sign ahead indicated that a left
turn would lead them to Route 60. Birkir was, as usual, driving—quickly but safely—while
Gunnar alternated between talking on the phone and eating the dried fish he had bought at the
gas station in Borgarnes, where they had stopped to fill up. In between activities, he felt obliged
to give Birkir directions.“I know,” Birkir said, braking sharply before taking a tire-screeching left-
hand turn. “And I know how to get to Búdardalur,” he added, accelerating out of the turn and onto
a straightaway. They raced up an ascent and then onward into the valley. Driving conditions were
good; it was bright and dry, if somewhat chilly, and traffic was light. They were in an unmarked
squad car, but they had stuck a blue priority light on the roof before leaving. Although Birkir was
mostly thinking about the investigation that awaited them, he was enjoying the trip; he rarely got
the chance to drive fast over such a distance.Gunnar put his phone away and checked his safety
belt for the fifth time. Then he divided the rest of the dried fish in two.“Want some?” he
asked.“No, thanks,” Birkir replied, and Gunnar stuffed both bits into his mouth at once. The two of
them had very little in common, including their eating habits. Gunnar was continually hungry and
always snacking, whereas Birkir ate three regular meals a day and nothing in between.They
drove over the Brattabrekka pass and on through the dales of Middalir. A succession of isolated
small farms flashed by on the right; on the left, a rocky stream and the mountain above it flanked
the road. Eventually the valley widened on both sides.Gunnar’s efforts to get information about
the case as they drove had produced few results. They had the name and address of the victim—
the sheriff of Búdardalur had provided that when he’d called in for assistance. Forensic



specialists had already driven west ahead of them; no doubt they had arrived and were starting
their work. Two teams back in Reykjavik, where the victim came from, were looking into his
personal history, informing his relatives, and so on. The whole operation was under the
command of Magnús Magnússon, the detective superintendent in charge of the Violent Crime
Unit at Reykjavik’s police headquarters. Birkir and Gunnar knew that everyone was waiting for
them to arrive at the scene and begin their investigation.It was almost two o’clock when they
neared Búdardalur, and Gunnar called the sheriff’s office for directions to the location, an area
next to a remote farm named Litla-Fell. They soon found the turnoff and drove slowly a couple of
kilometers along a bumpy dirt road.As they rounded a sharp bluff, the farm buildings came into
view, five hundred meters or so farther into the valley. The farmhouse itself stood on a beautiful
ledge halfway up a hillside clad in low birch scrub that swept gently up to the foot of the
mountain behind. At the bottom of the slope were the outbuildings—a jumble of shacks with
corrugated iron roofs and turf-and-stone walls. A large pile of manure sprawled in front of one of
the shacks, and outside another was a small, dilapidated corral made from rotten bits of wood.
The three lambs inside it nuzzled at the enclosure.The farmhouse was a steep-roofed, single-
story building clad in corrugated iron, which at some point had been painted green and white.
Next to the house was a tarred timber storehouse. In the farmyard stood two old tractors and
some rusty hay-making machinery.Birkir stopped the car and considered the farm. It was as if
time had stopped here decades ago and failed to start again, he thought.“Valley of time…house
of silence,” Birkir murmured, not caring whether Gunnar understood this observation. His partner
was used to hearing him utter weird phrases and knew that a reply was not expected.
Sometimes Birkir spouted bits of poetry; at other times it was just his own abstract thoughts that
came and went. They were never written down.“The field’s a bit farther in, I think,” Gunnar said,
pointing to a rough track that led off the road. Birkir drove on. Four horses by the side of the track
looked up and followed their progress for a moment, then resumed their leisurely grazing. They
seemed to be used to people passing this way.After a few hundred meters they came across an
abandoned vehicle, a Nissan Patrol that had been parked next to the track, at the edge of the
hay field. They stopped there for a minute to assess the situation.Two more vehicles were
parked about a kilometer west of the farm buildings, next to some neglected meadows—a police
patrol car and an unmarked van they knew belonged to the detective division’s forensic team.
Tall grass growing between the wheel tracks brushed the underside of the car as they continued
on toward the other vehicles.As they arrived, two men got out of the patrol car and walked
toward them. One was a uniformed officer with a beard; the other, striding ahead of him, was a
slim man in his sixties wearing a gray suit.“You do speak Icelandic, don’t you?” he asked,
scrutinizing Birkir.“Yes, I speak Icelandic,” Birkir replied wearily, adding, “Admittedly, I
occasionally misuse the dative case in the second-and third-person plural, but apart from that
my Icelandic is quite passable.”The man looked at Birkir suspiciously, seeming not to know what
to make of this. Then, having studied the ID badges the pair wore, he introduced himself. “My
name is Hákon Einarsson. I am the district sheriff.”The uniformed cop standing behind the sheriff



gave a quick salute and said loudly, “Good afternoon.”“Thank you for coming,” the sheriff said.
“Your colleagues have started their investigation.” He pointed toward two white-clad forensic
officers crouching over a bump a hundred meters away.“What happened?” Gunnar asked.The
sheriff replied, “It’s a goose hunter. He’s been shot; he must have died instantly.”“Accidental
shooting?”“No, definitely not. At least two shots fired at him. Maybe more.”“What was his name
again?” Gunnar looked at his notebook.The sheriff replied, “His name is Ólafur Jónsson. A
lawyer from Reykjavik.”“Who found him?”“Gudjón, who lives on the farm here at Litla-Fell, found
him this morning.”“Do you have any more information?”“More?” The sheriff thought about this
and looked at his feet, uneasy. “Well, there is one thing I think…” He hesitated, unsure of himself.
Finally he straightened up and said firmly, “I think you should know that the deceased was the
legal owner of this land. He bought it at a court-ordered auction just over two years ago. There
was a verbal agreement that the former owner might continue to live here on the farm. Ólafur
rescinded that agreement this summer, but old Gudjón has utterly refused to leave the farm and
is still residing here, along with his livestock.”The sheriff nodded in the direction of a few sheep
lying in the field nearby, chewing their cud. “He’s got nearly a hundred sheep,” he added,
scanning the valley as if he were counting. “Ólafur’s legal representative has made a formal
request to my office to evict Gudjón from the farm. That matter is being dealt with according to
the appropriate procedures, but it was, as I say, indeed the former owner and current occupant
of the farm who discovered the body this morning.”“So was there actual hostility between them?”
Gunnar asked.“Yes, well, I think you could say that they were not on the best of terms.”“So do
you think Gudjón could have done this?”The sheriff was flustered. “I hope not,” he said, “but the
old man is, apparently, extremely eccentric and hot tempered. I am told that when he was a
young man he was known for getting into fights. I have been dreading having to deal with this
cursed eviction all fall.”“You said that Ólafur had a legal representative acting on his behalf,” said
Birkir. “Why didn’t he deal with this matter himself?”The sheriff gave a slight shrug. “My
understanding is that he was always busy with bigger cases. He had a lot of foreign dealings,
apparently.”“Have you spoken to Gudjón today?” Gunnar asked.“Not really,” the sheriff said. “He
called us this morning to report the incident and then met us here at the farm to show us the
location. We decided not to pursue further questions since we knew you were on your way. We
don’t have much experience with cases like this in our district, as I’m sure you know.”Gunnar
turned to Birkir. “Let’s go take a look.” He nodded toward the crime scene. “We can talk to Gudjón
afterward.”They walked along the edge of a ditch toward where the forensic officers were
working. They quickly spotted a dead dog, but did not make out the body of the lawyer until they
were almost upon it—his camouflage gear blended in with the ground beneath his
corpse.Gunnar said, “Did you know that color-blind people can’t see camouflage?”“Oh, is that a
fact?” Birkir replied.“Yeah. Color-blind soldiers see their opponents just as plainly whether they’re
wearing camouflage or not. That’s why they’re often drafted to the front line.”“Do you think that
the killer was color-blind, then?”“No, not really,” Gunnar answered. “It was just something that
popped into my head.”“I see,” said Birkir.The blood that had collected into a big pool beneath the



body was now dark brown and mixed with the earth. The body was missing its left leg, which lay
close by. The head was in terrible condition, evidently shot at very close range. The scents of
damp soil and blood lingered in the air.The sight left Birkir mostly unmoved, which surprised him.
Seeing a corpse in this condition was, after all, not an everyday experience for him. It was just
that his connection to the dead man felt so impersonal. He knew, however, that this would
change over the coming days as the team pieced together all they could find out about this man.
Maybe that would lead them to his killer; maybe not.They approached one of the two forensic
officers, a short woman clad in white disposable coveralls with elastic cuffs, and wearing rubber
gloves. They knew Anna Thórdardóttir. Though she was not yet fifty-five, she looked at least
seventy, her thin, wrinkled face and tired, dark-ringed eyes bearing witness to forty years of
heavy smoking. She was the most experienced member of the forensic team, and though some
of her colleagues found her pigheaded, she was, in Birkir’s opinion, the best. He was pleased to
see her here. She didn’t often venture far from her laboratory, never mind all the way out in the
country.She greeted them brusquely with her hoarse smoker’s voice and lit a cigarette.“What
can you tell us?” Gunnar asked.Anna took some deep drags before replying. “There were a
number of shots fired here in a small area. Shotgun fire. Some of them hit this guy.” She pointed
to the body with her cigarette. “Some were from quite a long range, forty meters or more. The
parka took most of those.” She bent down and pointed to some small holes in the garment.
“Then one close-range shot took his leg off, from between three and six meters away, I’d guess.
We’ll check that more thoroughly later. Finally, he was shot in the head from very close range,
less than a meter.” She flicked the ash off her cigarette into a small black plastic canister—the
type used to store 35 mm film—which she held in her other hand.“Coup de grâce,” said
Birkir.“Coo de what?” Gunnar asked.“Never mind,” said Birkir. “It’s French, I think.”“Then he took
a souvenir,” Anna said. “Or that’s what it looks like.”“How so?” Gunnar asked.Anna took a final
drag from her cigarette and stubbed it out in the canister. She snapped on its lid and put it in her
pocket.“Look here,” she said, leaning over the body. She pointed to an irregularly shaped hole in
the parka, over the heart. The top layer was missing, exposing the white lining beneath. “The
murderer must have cut out this piece from the fabric.”“What for?” Gunnar asked.“I have no idea,”
Anna replied.“The hole wasn’t already there?” Birkir asked.“No, the whole garment is covered in
blood, but there’s none on the lining,” Anna said. “And it looks like a rather new parka; it hasn’t
been worn much.”Gunnar said, “Maybe he’s taken this as a trophy, like when a hunter takes the
tail of a mink that he’s shot.”“Maybe,” Anna answered.Gunnar asked, “Can you picture the course
of events?”Anna pointed to the remnants of a ruined stone wall nearby. “That’s where the hunter
must have hidden while he waited for the geese. There’s a camping stool there, and a shoulder
bag for a shotgun. His decoys are still in the potato patch. It looks as if one of them was hit from
long range. The person or persons then fired on the hunter from this ditch and also from the
hillside up there.” She pointed. “It was the shooting from the hillside that drove the man from his
shelter. The shot that took his leg off must have come from the ditch, also the one that killed the
dog. The attacker was either very quick on his feet or there were two of them.”“Do you know what



kind of shot was used?”“Yes, we found some spent shells both in the ditch and on the hill.
They’re all the same type: red Federal Premium 12 gauge. We should be able to work out if they
all came from the same weapon. If we find a gun, we’ll probably be able to determine whether it’s
the right one. The firing pin makes a mark on the primer when you fire. The mark is always the
same and it’s distinctive for each gun.”“What about the victim? Did he fire his gun?”“Yes. There
are a few empty shells around the ruin that probably came from him. They are the same type as
the shells in his belt: green Remingtons. He also fired three emergency flares from there. Elías
recognized their spent shells.” Anna nodded toward her colleague kneeling by the ruin and
added, “He says, actually, that nobody uses those flares anymore because they’re bad for the
gun barrels. The guy probably didn’t care about that.”“Where’s his gun?” Gunnar asked.Anna
shrugged. “It’s vanished.”“What does that mean?”“Someone needed a shotgun.”“Do you think
that the killer took it?”“Probably.”Gunnar looked into the ditch. “Any footprints?” he asked.Anna lit
another cigarette before answering. “There are no obvious prints, but the grass has been
flattened both here in the ditch and behind the boulders where we found the shells. We have
asked for a good tracker dog to be sent here. Maybe he can find some tracks leading from
here.”“Anything else?”Anna pointed the cigarette at her colleague, who was on his knees by the
stone wall. “We’re gathering up any loose shot to see if they can tell us more about the weapons.
The size and composition of the pellets, for instance, could be significant. Maybe we can guess
how many shots were fired.”There was a brief silence; all three seemed deep in their own
thoughts. Finally Gunnar said, “It’s an odd weapon to use for murder. It’s not easy to kill a man
with a shotgun, even with magnum shells. It’s got to be short range. With a rifle you can easily kill
from long range.”Birkir answered, “It probably shows it wasn’t premeditated. Either that or the
killer didn’t have another weapon available.”“Then there’s the leg,” Gunnar continued. “You
couldn’t possibly inflict an injury like that with ordinary bird shot. And at close range, though the
force is much greater, there’s hardly any spread, so it would have just blown a hole through the
thigh. The range has to be just right for the spread of pellets to act like the blade of a power
saw.”“We might have to experiment with similar shot in order to determine the exact range,” Anna
said.Gunnar looked around. “Whatever. This all demonstrates determined intention,” he said.
“We must find out if anyone apart from Gudjón had any grievance with the victim.”Anna added,
“It looks as if the deceased returned fire without inflicting the slightest wound. There isn’t a trace
of the assailant’s blood anywhere he’s been. Of course, his clothing may have fresh pellet holes
in it—if you ever find it.”She handed them a plastic bag containing a car key, a pocketknife, and a
goose whistle. “This is all we found in the guy’s pockets,” she said and returned to her task.Birkir
and Gunnar watched her for a while as she photographed the body from all angles, and then
photographed the severed leg and the dog. They felt confident that she would not miss anything
of significance in this place, but they also knew it might take a day or more to finely comb the
whole area.They turned and walked back to the cars. This far north the sun was already sinking,
and there was a chill in the air. The sheriff and the local cop were waiting for them in the patrol
car, and Birkir and Gunnar got into the backseat.“Can you tell us any more about the



deceased?” Gunnar asked.“I understand that he was quite wealthy and enjoyed the outdoor life
a lot,” said the sheriff. “It seems he was planning to knock down the old farm buildings and build
a summerhouse here.”The patrolman added, “I was told he was going to bring in a bucket loader
to demolish these shacks as soon as he evicted the occupant. Can’t see what the hurry was, just
before winter.”“What can you tell us about this court-ordered auction of the land?” asked
Gunnar.The sheriff replied, “That in itself is a tragic story. Old Gudjón is a widower. He has one
daughter, whose son lives here with his grandfather and goes to the local school. The daughter
lives in Reykjavik. Her life’s been a struggle. She married an American before she was twenty
and had the boy with him. Apparently they lived in various places in the United States until they
divorced and she moved back to Iceland. She then bought a small convenience store in
Reykjavik with her new boyfriend, and I understand they did quite well when they started out. Old
Gudjón helped them by underwriting some loans, which shouldn’t have been a problem except
that her boyfriend hit the bottle and cleared out, having by then squandered large sums that
should have been used to pay loan installments, sales taxes, and so on. After this everything
went downhill. The daughter couldn’t pay her debts and the creditors were ruthless; she lost
everything and the guarantees were called in. Old Gudjón had no money to pay the debts, and
the banks issued a distraint warrant.”“Was there no room for negotiation about this?” Gunnar
asked.“A younger man would probably have found a way to finance a composition settlement,
but Gudjón just ignored it. It was as if he thought the problem would just go away.”“Was nobody
able to help him?”“I tried everything in my power. I even got him a lawyer, but the old man
wouldn’t let him in the house.”“What happened then?”“The court ordered a forced auction; I
managed to postpone the execution a few times to give Gudjón a chance to put his affairs in
order, but it made no difference, and in the end the auction took place. There were some unpaid
mortgage debts, as is common among farmers, and those loan companies sent their lawyers to
bid for the land against Ólafur, who represented the principal claimants; they were only
interested in covering their own losses and were happy to sell the land to Ólafur at what was a
very low price. There was nothing leftover for the old man.”“Were no local people interested in
the property?”It was the patrolman who replied. “No. This is not good farmland. The hay fields
are small and impractical, difficult to work with machinery, and there’s not much else you can do
here. The buildings are falling apart, and it’s remote. It’s mainly of interest to hunting enthusiasts
from the city, although it’s so far away that not many would be interested.”“What will happen to
the old man when he has to leave the farm?” Gunnar asked.This time the sheriff replied. “The
local authority is looking into that. He will probably get a place in a nursing home if he can be
persuaded to accept it. But the boy is going to be a problem, as is the daughter; the farm is still
her registered domicile, and I understand she has been living here from time to time. The
community will probably have to find a solution to their problems, too.”15:00The time had come
to speak to the occupant of Litla-Fell, and Birkir and Gunnar decided to walk back to the farm so
they could assess the surroundings as they went. They followed the track down to the dirt road,
which had shallow ditches on both sides full of yellowing grass; beyond them were small,



tussocky hay fields where a few sheep grazed.They met a vehicle coming from the direction of
the farm, an old Ford Econoline with big wheels, marked as a school bus. They stepped aside,
and as it drove past, they caught sight of the driver’s inquisitive gaze and the faces of the
children pressed against the side windows.They watched until it disappeared beyond the
bluff.“The grandson must be back from school, then,” Gunnar said and walked on.Birkir stopped
and looked back toward the old bit of ruined wall.“This is a very peculiar murder, it seems to me,”
he said.Gunnar stopped, too, waiting for more to come. Birkir finally continued. “If you were
planning to kill a man with a shotgun, how would you go about it?”“As I said before, I wouldn’t
use a shotgun. I’d use a rifle.”“Why not a shotgun?”“A shotgun is for killing small animals at short
range. You use a rifle to kill people.”“Right. What if you only had a shotgun at hand?”Gunnar
thought for a moment. “A shotgun is a very powerful weapon at short range but it’s useless at a
long distance. If I were going to kill a man with a gun like that, I’d shoot him in the belly from the
shortest possible distance. Then in the head.”“Why go for the stomach first?”“That’s the easiest
place to hit him. And he wouldn’t defend himself after that if he was also armed.”“I see. But what
if he was alert and expecting danger?”“Then I would sneak up to him as close as possible to
reduce the range. And I’d use slugs rather than pellets, if I could.”“Slugs?” Birkir said. He had
handled a shotgun and learned to load it and fire a few shots, but he wasn’t particularly familiar
with this kind of hunting gear.“A slug is a shell with a single large bullet instead of many small
pellets. You can kill a polar bear with it at long range.”“So that’s a theory we must consider. The
lawyer must have had reason to be wary of the attacker. That’s why he tried to defend himself.
They must have known each other.”“Why?”“If a stranger approaches you as you’re hunting
geese out here in the sticks, your first thought isn’t that he’s here to shoot you, even if he’s
carrying a weapon. Not unless you’re involved in something very shady, or you know that this
particular person means to do you harm.”Gunnar shrugged. “Maybe this was someone who also
wanted to shoot geese here without a license. Maybe the lawyer meant to just shoo the guy off
his newly acquired land, and the confrontation ended up taking a nasty turn. It wouldn’t be the
first time that two guys have fought over good hunting grounds, although these things don’t
usually end in a bloody gunfight.”“That’s also a valid theory. We’ll see.”They were quiet as they
walked the last length of the dirt road that led steeply up to Litla-Fell. A few minutes later they
found themselves in the farmyard.An old man stood by the wall of an outhouse, skinning the
carcass of a fat lamb. He had tied its back legs to the lifting boom of an old tractor and hauled it
up to a convenient height. The head of the animal lay on the ground, and blood dripped from the
carcass’s headless neck into an old steel bucket. To the side was a wooden tub containing the
entrails. Several dogs had been shut out of the way in the outhouse, where they could be heard
barking.A young boy stood beside the tractor, watching Gunnar and Birkir approach; they
stopped a suitable distance from the slaughter. They could smell entrails, blood, and raw meat.
Not unlike the smell from the dead man, only considerably stronger.The old man did not look up
from his labors. Obviously tall and strong at some time in the past, he was now shrunken, with
bent shoulders, a crooked back, and bowed legs. He wore rubber boots, brown wool pants, an



old and worn traditional wool sweater, and a light-brown cap.
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JohnnyApril, “Great Ending That Was Memorable. Daybreak Here we are again with another
book about a serial killer stalking goose hunters in Iceland. In any case, it's up to two detectives
to track him down - Gunnar and Birkir. The story didn't seem to start out that way which was a
surprise to me. Then when other hunters were killed, it still seemed to me that there was going
to be an explanation. As the story and the plot built, I would say that there wasn't a lot of tension
for me. When the detectives were trying to answer the various quizzes that the killer gave them,
my interest was fading even more. Usually, I don't quit on a book and I was interested to see
what was going to happen. I have to admit that that was when the story really built up for me,
especially at the end. I think that as a writer, if you're able to build the mystery up and create a
unique type of story that justifies the end, then you did your job as a writer. I really have to give
Viktor Arnar Ingolfsson credit for doing this. I was more than surprised on how he built the story
up. It really sneaks up on you and I liked the way he did it. The story had great characters and
the ending will be a memorable one for me. There were some things left in the air so I wonder if
that will be in the next book. It seems like this can be a great series that I will keep up with. I
thought by the time this story would be over, I would only give this book three stars. Now that I
have finished it, I will give it four stars. I would have given it five if there was a little more
suspense in the story. I thought that could have been done but I enjoyed the book enough to say
that I would like to continue to read more books by Viktor Amar Ingolfsson.”

RHeath, “Good story. I enjoyed this book. It caught my attention from the excerpt read before the
purchase, and it held my interest throughout. The writing was a bit matter-of-fact, nothing flowery
or fancy, "just the facts, ma'am," kind of writing. The main characters were developed enough to
be identifiable, though perhaps their personalities were a little exaggerated: one's a slob, the
other is extremely neat and organized. One is fairly compulsive in eating and drinking, while the
other is very much in control. Scene description was good: I felt like I could visualize places and
persons pretty well. Conversations seemed pretty natural. There was a lot of "thinking" as well as
dialogue, so I could get into at least the main characters' minds. Perhaps my only quibble was
that the ending and tie-up seemed rather abrupt. It all made sense, but it was just suddenly
there, as if the criminal got tired of waiting to be found out and decided to expose h**self. The
solution to the mystery was satisfying and unsatisfying at the same time. In a way, it makes me
wish for a new novel with the same characters and a new crime, the beginning giving more
finality to the end of this book while starting the new mystery. All to say, I did enjoy the book and
would read another by the same author.”

Hazel LUCAS, “Death of a Goose Hunter. I thought the title could have been a bit more exciting,
but that is my only criticism. E.g. Death of a Goose Hunter would make the genre more obvious.
It's a brilliant book, very exciting and compelling and I really liked the lead detective - a great



character. I have visited Iceland and really loved it; it's a great setting for a murder mystery. I
would definitely buy more books from this author. I hope this detective will star in other mysteries.
You could do a lot with volcanoes, glacier bursts and several months of darkness!”

Spartan300, “If you like Wallander , you'll enjoy this .. Excellent , atmospheric book , set in the
unfamiliar landscape of Iceland . Seemingly unconnected murders form a crisscross pattern ,
and the detectives are run ragged , not only trying to solve the killings , but to solve literary and
cinematic posers set by a gloating killer . I swear I could feel the cold , and see the barren
landscape . The denouement is quite a surprise . Recommended .”

Junior, “Daybreak with a sleepy start.. Can't say that i hated this book but did have to have a
certain degree of determination to move through the first half of the book. It felt as if the author
was going to develop the character of one of the police officers but ran out of ideas and had to
look to other characters.Would certainly not be rushing to read another book by this author but
would be happy to consider at a reduced price.”

Elaine Tomasso, “Worth a read. This is an interesting book as the plot is rather offbeat -
someone is killing goose hunters and contacting the police in true serial killer fashion. The
reason behind it all is rather fantastic but it works as Mr ingolfsson builds it all logically to a
conclusion. I would like to read more about these detectives as I feel the characters could be
developed into a really good series.”

Bern, “A good interesting tale. Am going on a self drive tour of Iceland soon, but luckily not in the
goose hunting season. A good translation, except despite being English/Icelandic translators the
vocabulary is very American. Maybe it's more representative of Icelandic english. I'll find out
soon. Next step is to find the places on Google maps. Enjoy.”

The book by Viktor Arnar Ingolfsson has a rating of 5 out of 4.0. 897 people have provided
feedback.
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