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Introduction

 

The Intrigue in the North is a gentle(ish) story set mostly in Qaanaaq. It is also the fifteenth in the Greenland Missing Persons series of novellas, novels, and short stories. 

 

No apologies, but I had fun with this one. Perhaps a little too much fun. 

 

I’ll let you be the judge.

 

Chris

August 2022

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

Arfivik – Bowhead Whale

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

naamik – no

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

qajaq – kayak

Qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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Part 1

 

My clean bill of health declaring I was fit to return to active duty was, unfortunately, perhaps the unhealthiest thing to happen to me since I had been forced to take a leave of absence. I ducked as another bottle of beer smashed on the wall above my head and wrinkled my nose at the smell of beer – old and new – as I pressed my nose to the hardwood floor of Tupi, Nuuk’s wildest bar, if not the wildest of all bars on Greenland’s west coast. I squirmed across the floor to my left, keeping my head below the edge of the table I had turned on its side when things got ugly.

Ugly is another word for Friday night in Nuuk, or Sergeant Jowls – my name for my supervisor, Sergeant Kiiu ‘George’ Duneq – as I took a moment to send him a mental thanks for making sure my first shift back on the job would be a lively one.

“How’s it going, P?”

Constable Atii Napa’s soft but commanding voice crackled into the bar and I reached for the radio on my left shoulder, pressed the button to transmit, and then raised my voice as the man behind the counter roared as he tossed another two bottles in my direction.

“All good,” I said, wincing as one of the bottles smashed closer than the other, showering my neck in beer.

“You want us to come in?”

“No,” I said. “It’s just taking a little longer than planned.”

It was taking a lot longer than planned, which probably had something to do with me not having a plan and following one of those impulses that tend to get me into trouble when we approached the bar, and I said something like I can handle it.

Atii had let me go in alone, promising to come in the very second things turned ugly.

That word again.

On my way into the bar, weaving through the patrons and staff waiting outside in the parking area, I remember thinking it could be a setup. An elaborate one, to be sure. But it felt like a welcome back present, a practical joke to make sure I knew I had been missed, and to get me back into the swing of things as quickly as possible.

But then I couldn’t imagine Ujuili Saattuat, the brute with the bad haircut and naked chest behind the bar, agreeing to anything, not with his record of serial drunkenness, and the file we had on him back at the station – as thick as a dictionary if it was printed on paper. 

Ujuili spent each weekend in a cycle of regret, annoyance, anger, aggression, and, finally, apathy. I peeped around the corner to confirm he had yet to reach the apathetic stage. The bottles lined up on the counter should have been a clue, that, and the gibberish he roared before throwing them.

His aim was good though, which was unfortunate, as it meant I would probably need Atii, Constable Kuno Schmidt, and whoever else was on the way, sooner rather than later.

Later, I guessed, was a trip to the hospital if Ujuili’s aim improved even a little, or if I did something drastic.

“Atii,” I said, after another glance at the bar. “I think I’m going to do something drastic.”

“That’s not a good idea, P.”

“I know…” I ducked another of Ujuili’s bottles. “But hiding behind the table isn’t going to solve this one.” I didn’t mention it had been another impulse that led me to duck behind the table in the first place, thinking Ujuili would run out of beer or be forced into the cellar for more. He didn’t, and I was just getting wet.

“I’m going to try and talk to him.”

“Forget it,” Atii said. “We’re coming in.”

“No,” I said. “You have to let me do this. It’s my first day back.”

“You’ve got nothing to prove, Petra,” Kuno said. I turned my head to see him at the window. Atii was right behind him, and I saw the door handle twitch as if she was turning it, ready to storm inside. 

“Maybe not to you,” I said.

“Not to any of us,” Atii said as soon as I let go of the transmit button.

“I know,” I said, holding my breath as another bottle smashed on the wall behind me. “And that’s sweet, but I’m not thinking of you. I have to do this for myself.”

Which is when I stood up, smoothed the wayward strands of my hair to the sides of my head and fixed my ponytail. Ujuili paused, one hand on the counter for balance, as he reached for another bottle.

“Ujuili Saattuat,” I said, once I had fixed my hair. “We have to talk.”

“Wait, P,” Atii said. 

I heard the door open, just a crack, and twisted my head sharply to see Atii, with her unmistakable buzz cut on one side of her head, peer through the gap. I flashed her a stern look, a reminder that I knew what I was doing, that I had things under control. Atii nodded and took a tiny step back.

“Go get him, P,” she said, grinning through the window.

Ujuili recovered faster than I anticipated, and I jerked to my left, bumping into a table as he adjusted his aim now that I was standing, moving, and weaving toward him. Tupi was the kind of bar that tried to be more than just the watering hole everyone knew it to be. There was art on the walls – a little abstract, and possibly rather unnerving for anyone not completely sober – and mirrors placed at strategic angles to make Tupi appear bigger than it actually was. The lighting was soft, but sharper at the bar, and I noticed Ujuili squinted each time he turned to reach down into the crate for another bottle of beer.

I moved left, around another upturned table where guests had taken cover, and stepped over a chair. Ujuili threw another bottle, and I dodged again, moving forward, always left, until the glare of a spotlight above the bar blinded Ujuili and I had a second’s worth of advantage.

I took it and the situation got steadily worse from that point onwards.

“Wait, P,” Atii said, as she and Kuno burst through the door.

But of course, I didn’t.


 

 

 

 

 

 

Part 2

 

I’ve been called impulsive, too curious for my own good, sometimes reckless, but as I approached the bar at a run, the word stupid came to mind.

It was stupid to rush Ujuili just as he aimed another bottle at my head.

It was stupid not to wait for Atii and Kuno, hot on my heels, as they burst through the door.

And, I must admit, it was stupid to think I had something to prove.

My colleagues were my family, my best friends, my kind of people. I had nothing to prove to them. They expected nothing from me, only that I would be there for them whenever and wherever needed – always. 

And I was, always, to the best of my abilities, just as I knew they would be there for me too.

But as I climbed a chair and leaped over the bar, I knew this was about me, and only me. Although, unfortunately for Ujuili, it was also about him as I clipped his chin with my elbow, knocking his head back as momentum took me over the counter, scattering the bottles Ujuili had lined up as I slammed into his chest and together, we thumped onto the wooden floor. I caught a full blast of Ujuili’s beery breath as the impact of the floor and me on top of him forced the air out of his lungs. I rolled to one side to let him breathe and then took Kuno’s hand as he reached over the counter to pull me to my feet.

“Nice move,” he said, once I was standing.

Atii was not so easily impressed.

“You were this close,” she said, pinching a finger and thumb in front of my face, “from getting a bottle on the side of your head.”

“I know.”

“And,” she said, wrinkling her nose. “You stink of beer, P.”

I sighed, and said, “I know that, too.”

Ujuili stirred at my feet, and I knelt beside him to slip a pair of handcuffs around his wrists before helping him stand.

“Ujuili Saattuat,” I said, with a glance at the clock on the wall. “The time is twelve minutes past midnight, and you are under arrest for breach of the peace.”

“And anything else we can pin on you,” Kuno whispered as he took a moment to scan the battlefield that used to be one of the best watering holes in the north. “I’ll take him,” he said, as I lifted the counter flap and marched Ujuili out from behind the bar. Kuno took his arm, and walked him out of Tupi, through the crowd in the parking area and straight to the nearest patrol car, choosing one of the new arrivals to speed Ujuili to the police station before Tupi’s patrons or employees thought to punish Ujuili for ruining their Friday night.

Atii plucked shards of glass from my jacket, my hair, and then untwisted sticky strands of hair from my cheek. 

“You’re a mess, P,” she said. “I hope it was worth it.”

In a strange… Correction – in a stupid way it was more than worth it. I felt as though I was back – back on the force, back on the beat, and back where I belonged. There weren’t many twenty-three-year-olds willing to spend their weekends dodging fists, bottles, and insults while shovelling drunks into the backs of patrol cars. But then, neither had they experienced the camaraderie that went along with it. The feeling of being a part of something, no matter how difficult and unpleasant – perhaps because it was difficult and unpleasant – that made you feel alive.

I felt alive, and I felt good. 

“You’re smiling,” Atii said. 

“Yes.”

“P, you stink. You’re covered in beer and glass. You have no reason to smile.”

“And yet,” I said. “Still smiling.”

“Because you’re nuts,” Atii said, shaking her head.

“And in trouble,” I whispered as Police Commissioner Lars Andersen stepped into the bar. Sergeant Duneq wobbled in behind him.

“Constable Jensen,” the commissioner said. “Could we have a word?”

“I’ll be outside,” Atii said. She turned for the door, then stopped to pluck a piece of sticky glass from my shoulder and then shrugged. “She’s a mess, Commissioner,” she said.

“Yes,” he said, sharing a brief smile with Atii before gesturing at a table with three chairs still standing. “We’ve got five minutes. Let’s sit down.”

Duneq was the last to sit, and the look on his face made me think sitting down with the police commissioner and me was the very last thing he wanted to do.

“George,” the commissioner said with a nod at the chair between us. “Please.”

The chair creaked as Duneq sat down. He folded his hands across his ample belly and kept his gaze fixed on me as the commissioner talked.

“I had hoped you would get a gentle start, Constable,” he said. “After all that’s happened these past few months, perhaps a week behind a desk would have been preferable. But Sergeant Duneq seemed to think it best to start you off in the thick of it.”
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