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Prsentation de |'diteurOne cold autumn night, awoman is found hanging from a beam at her holiday cottage.
At first sight, it appears like a straightforward case of suicide; Mara had never recovered from the death of
her mother two years previously and she had a history of depression. But then the friend who found her body
approaches Detective Erlendur with atape of a sance that Mara attended before her death and his curiosity is
aroused.Driven by a need to find answers, Erlendur begins an unofficial investigation into Mara's death. But
he is also haunted by another unsolved mystery - the disappearance of two young people thirty years ago -
and by his own quest to find the body of his brother, who died in a blizzard when he was a boy.
Hypothermiais Indridason's most compelling novel yet.Extrait1The emergency line received acall from a
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mobile phone shortly after midnight. An agitated female voice cried:'She's . . . Maraskilled herself .. . 1 ...
it'shorrible. . . horrible!"What's your name, please?'Ka Karen."Where are you calling from? the emergency
operator asked.'I'mat . . . it's. .. her holiday cottage . . ."Where? Whereisit?'. . . At Lake Thingvallavatn.
At ... at her holiday cottage. Please hurry ... I ... I'll be here. . .'Karen thought she would never find the
cottage. It had been along time, nearly four years, since her last visit. Mara had given her detailed directions
just to be on the safe side, but they had more or less gone in one ear and out the other because Karen had
assumed she would remember the way.It was past eight in the evening and pitch dark by the time she left
Reykjavk. She drove over Mosfellsheidi moor where there was little traffic, just the odd pair of headlights
passing by on their way to town. Only one other car was travelling east and she hung on itsred rear lights,
grateful for the company. She didn't like driving alone in the dark and would have set off earlier if she hadn't
been held up. She worked in the public-relations department of alarge bank and it had seemed asif the
meetings and phone calls would never let up.Karen was aware of the mountain Grmannsfell to her right,
although she couldn't see it, and Sklafell to her left. Next she drove past the turning to Vindshld where she
had once spent a two-week summer holiday as a child. She followed the red tail lights at a comfortable speed
until they drove down through the Kerlingarhraun lavafield, and there their ways parted. The red lights
accelerated and disappeared into the darkness. She wondered if they were heading for the pass at Uxahryggir
and north over the Kaldidalur mountain road. She had often taken that route herself. It was a beautiful drive
down the Lundarreykjadalur valley to Borgarfjrdur fjord. The memory of alovely summer's day once spent
at Lake Sandkluftavatn came back to her.Karen herself turned right and drove on into the blackness of the
Thingvellir national park. She had difficulty identifying the landmarks in the gloom. Should she have turned
off sooner? Was this the right turning down to the lake? Or was it the next? Had she come too far?Twice she
went wrong and had to turn round. It was a Thursday evening and most of the cottages were empty. She had
brought along a supply of food and reading material, and Mara had told her that they had recently installed a
television in the cottage. But Karen's main intention was to try to sleep, to get some rest. The bank was like a
madhouse after the recent abortive takeover. She had reached the point where she could no longer make any
sense of the infighting between the different factions among the major shareholders. Press releases were
issued at two-hourly intervals and, to make matters worse, it transpired that a severance payment of a
hundred million krnur had been promised to one of the bank's partners, someone whom a particular faction
wanted to fire. The board had succeeded in stirring up public outrage, and it was Karen's job to smooth
things over. It had been like this for weeks now and she was at the end of her tether by the time it occurred to
her to escape from town. Mara had often offered to lend her the cottage for afew days, so Karen decided to
give her acall. 'Of course,’ Mara had said at once.Karen made her way slowly along a primitive track
through low-growing scrub until her headlights lit up the cottage down by the water. Mara had given her a
key and told her where they kept a spare. It was sometimes useful to have an extrakey hidden at the
cottage.She was looking forward to waking up tomorrow morning amidst the autumn colours of Thingvellir.
For as long as she could remember people had flocked to the national park in the autumn, since few placesin
the country could boast such a brilliant display of colour as here by the lake where the rust-red and orange
shades of the dying leaves extended as far as the eye could see.She started to ferry her luggage from the car
to the sun deck beside the door. Then, putting the key in the lock, she opened the door and groped for the
light switch. The light came on in the hallway leading to the kitchen and she took her little suitcase inside
and placed it in the master bedroom. To her surprise, the bed was unmade. That was not like Mara. A towel
was lying on the floor of the lavatory. When she turned on the light in the kitchen she became aware of a
strange presence. Although she was not afraid of the dark, she felt a sudden sensation of physical unease.
Theliving room was in darkness. By daylight there was a superb view of the lake from its windows.Karen
turned on the living-room light.Four solid beams extended across the ceiling, and from one of them a body
was hanging, its back turned to her.Shock sent her crashing back against the wall and her head slammed into
the wood panelling. Everything went black. The body hung from the beam by athin blue cord, mirrored in
the dark living-room window. She didn't know how long it was before she dared to inch closer. The tranquil
surroundings of the lake had in an instant been converted into the setting for a horror story that she would
never forget. Every detail was etched on her memory. The kitchen stool, out of place in the minimalist living
room, lying on its side under the body; the blue of the rope; the reflection in the window; the darkness of
Thingvellir; the motionless human body suspended from the beam.Karen approached cautiously and caught
sight of the swollen blue face. Her ghastly suspicion proved correct. It was her friend Mara.From the
Hardcover edition.Revue de presse’one of the most haunting crime novels you can expect to read:



unsentimental, yet informed throughout by Indridasons extraordinary empathy with human suffering” (The
Times)"Hypothermiais one of the most haunting crime novels I've read in along time, unsentimental yet
informed throughout by Indridason’s extraordinary empathy with human suffering.” (Joan Smith Sunday
Times)



