
One 

 

September 7 Whale Fjord, Iceland 

 

 The white hospital ship slipped through lifting fog as a mournful horn blasted 

louder and louder. As the ship was slowing, the fog rising, a very tall S. T. Byrd, MD, 

PhD, beautiful, maleficent and white-coated, too, stared over the gunwale. He was so 

tall that, as he leaned forward, a lifesaver behind him embossed with the word, Soley, 

hung over his head like a halo.  

 On shore, as the sun was rising, the ship docked. Old Matthias watched from a 

cleft in the Whale Fjord harbor rocks. Below him, technicians, outfitted for a CDC Level 

4 event, carried four patients on stretchers up a gangway onto the ship. Two women 

and six children followed them. Then fog was engulfing the ship again as it left the dock. 

Matthias pulled a small Android phone from his pocket, zoomed it on the ship. He took 

one photo before it disappeared into the fog.  

 

TWO 

 

AUGUST 3 Skagafjord glacier, Iceland 

 

 On a clear day in Iceland, a fleck of blue gleamed in the sunlight on a patch of 

white snow and gray sand.  

“A flower on a glacier?”  Ragnar asked himself that as he scrambled up the 

slope. “A single forget-me-not?”  The sight brought to mind what he had been trying to 

remember all morning: today was Bryndis’s birthday. 

Ragnar was doing a survey of lichens, the oldest living things on earth, although 

they could barely be classified as either flora or fauna. The last thing he had expected to 

find was a flower on a glacier, even in July. He knew no bird would fly this high and 

sheep and reindeer were also rare: only the wind and lichens made it to this elevation. 

But somehow a seed had blown onto the spot and a blue forget-me-not had sprouted.  



The flower was just beyond the shadow of a boulder. Rivulets of water spilled 

from a pool of ice and snow at the base of the rock. A ragged piece of cloth was poking 

through the debris at the edge of the pool. Ragnar stepped close to pull up the rag, 

thinking it was probably a burlap picnic sack dropped by some hiker. But when he 

touched the rough material and tried to tug it from the ice, he could feel the ribbed 

threads of tightly woven cloth. The material was frozen to a hard leathery surface which 

he could glimpse in one spot where the stringy cords of material had rotted away. He 

suspected it was clothing, a cloak or a hood unlike any he had ever seen before, a 

garment from a human body in the ice. And he was certain this was not anyone who 

had gone missing recently.  

Ragnar turned around, gazing in a southeasterly direction toward the Atlantic. He 

would call Bryndis as soon as he got home. She was out there somewhere with her 

camera in the Westman Islands. Should he contact the syslumadur? No. That fellow 

would open the floodgates, create a genuine glacier burst, a real jokulhlaup from the 

exposure of a body in the ice. The fjord district manager would trumpet the news around 

the country, maybe even around the whole wide world. A horde of curiosity seekers 

would be trucking in, stomping the trails, terrifying the reindeer, polluting the lichen 

fields.  

Ragnar took off his cap and dropped his head, his eyes bearing witness to the 

blue flower, the icy water seeping out of the boulder, the gable-like hood coming to light. 

He noticed a strand of light-colored hair and started to touch it, but he stopped. 

 He shivered at the thought of blaring out a secret so old that, even though 

its low home was just below the ground at his feet, he suspected it was something much 

deeper and more unfathomable. Finally, he realized it might also be wonderfully 

ignorable. But he must tell Bryndis. She would photograph the blue gleym-mer-ei in the 

snow and then she would know exactly whom to contact, if anyone. 

 


