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Author’s Note

 

The Glacier Wraith is a relatively cosy and light Halloween story set in the fictitious Greenland settlement of Siulittuut. While it could be a stand-alone story, it is connected to the other novellas and novels in the Greenland Missing Persons series. As usual, for the most satisfying read, I suggest starting with the first novella in the series: The Boy with the Narwhal Tooth.

 

The Glacier Wraith just happened, pushing the next in the series: The Blister at the End of the World into the number 12 slot in the series. That story – novel length – will be slightly darker and closer to The Ice Whispers in tone.

 

I’ve also hinted at something about Sergeant Gaba Alatak, noticeably absent in the last few Greenland Missing Persons stories. No spoilers here, but I’ll have more news about Gaba later.

 

Until then, Happy Halloween!

 

Chris

October 2021

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

naamik – no

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

qajaq – kayak

qujanaq – thank you

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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October in Nuuk, Greenland’s capital city, is wet. Really wet. It rains with a purpose, soaking shoulders, running inside jacket collars, and filling pockets. It’s the heavy kind of rain with bucket-sized splashes that you almost think you can dodge. Just watching Atii try made me smile, especially from my position in the driver’s seat. I sat behind the wheel of the dark blue Toyota police patrol car, driving, while Atii ran in pursuit of Uuko Taajuk as he splashed along Kuussuaq in a vain but valiant effort to reach the steps at the end of the street. Atii ran while I cruised leisurely behind her – not too close, but with no intention of speeding up to cut Uuko off either. I waved as she scowled, enjoying the moment, and suppressing any and all flickers of guilt as the rain mashed her punky hair flat on top of her head, and showered from her fingers as she gestured – we’ll call it a gesture – for me to get a move on. But no. I had been waiting for such a moment for longer than I could remember, ever since the day Atii adopted the role of designated driver and sent me pounding down the streets in a foot chase every time a suspect decided to run. 

Not this time.

I drove the patrol car the way they drive support cars in the Tour de France, a few metres behind my teammate – Atii – close enough to be of assistance should she need it, but too warm and dry to lend a hand.

Cruel? Yes. Absolutely. But justified.

“You’ve nearly got him,” I said, rolling down the window as I pulled alongside Atii.

She responded with another gesture that almost got her killed. It’s difficult to drive straight and slow when laughing.

“He’s getting away, P.” I rolled the window up a little as Atii splashed me with a shake of her head. “Are you going to let him?”

I took another long hard look at Uuko, biting my lip as I weighed up the likelihood of him reaching the steps and getting away, as Atii put it, before I got involved. But judging from the way he gripped the sides of his jogging trousers, he had been in the rain far longer than Atii. If he ran, if he really got a move on, he might reach the steps, making the patrol car almost useless in the chase. But to do that, he would have to pump his arms a little, and risk losing his trousers at the same time. I figured Atii could catch him before he reached the top step.

I took another second to think about it, conscious that Atii had stopped running while she waited for me to get involved. 

“P?”

I tilted my head to one side to match the sympathetic look I flashed at Atii. Then I curled a loose strand of dry hair behind my ear, as the rain drummed on the car roof, and Uuko jogged another twenty metres closer to the steps. 

“Please, P.”

It was the please that did it.

Atii pleaded about as often as I drove, and I’ll admit, it was suitably painful and embarrassing, so much so I nearly – nearly – opened the driver’s door before sliding into the passenger seat.

“Okay,” I said. “Just this once.”

I flicked the siren on as Atii reached for the door handle, stuffed the patrol car into first gear, and sped away, giggling as Atii kicked the side of the car. 

Giggling, it turns out, is just as detrimental to driving as laughing, but with a little extra effort I managed, and accelerated to within a few metres of Uuko, before slowing down and driving alongside.

“You’re wet, Uuko,” I said, turning the siren off with a flick of my finger. He borrowed a gesture from Atii and flashed me the middle finger before stopping, just like Atii, as I pulled to a stop. “It’s warm inside,” I said, with a nod to the passenger door.

Uuko shifted his grip on his jogging trousers to free one hand so he could open the door. He climbed into the back and shivered on the seat as Atii jogged to the passenger door.

“See?” I said, as she slumped onto the passenger seat. “I told you we’d get him.”

Atii gave me one of her more difficult to interpret looks, somewhere between you’ll pay for this and, simply, later. Either way, I guessed we weren’t done.

All things considered, it had been a good start to my dayshift, despite the rain. 

Of course, Sergeant Duneq could change all that the minute we arrived back at the station. But in that moment, with Uuko shivering on the backseat and Atii dripping in the front, I felt a small measure of success. Never mind how much it would cost me in the long run, or in what way Atii would make me pay. The fact was I had a suspect in custody and, more importantly, I was behind the wheel. No matter what Sergeant Jowls, as I called Duneq, had in store for me, he couldn’t take that away from me. Atii might try, but when I pulled out my mobile to take a selfie – me behind the wheel, Atii dripping beside me – the moment was preserved and shared with comments and likes ticking in with a satisfactory pling as I stuffed my phone into my pocket and turned the car around. Big days are worth celebrating and I brought a small, if a little wet, smile to Atii’s lips at the promise of coffee and a drink after work.

We encouraged Uuko out of the patrol car, offering him dry clothes and hot drinks once we were inside the police station. He shuffled through the front door; the wet soles of his sneakers slapped on the tiled floor as he gripped the sides of his trousers. Atii’s boots squealed as she walked alongside him.

“I’ll process him,” I said, as Atii ran her hand through her rain-soaked hair and she flashed me a quick, pitiful, look of thanks in return, only to sigh as Duneq happened, and everything got suddenly more complicated.

“Training is over, P,” she whispered, as Duneq wobbled towards us.
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Sergeant Kiiu Duneq, known as George to his English-speaking friends, or Sergeant Jowls to his long-suffering newly graduated police constables – meaning me – was excited. I’d seen him angry, frustrated, and vindictive – several times. I had even experienced his more compassionate and caring side, albeit briefly, but I had never experienced Duneq excited about something, and nor had I ever imagined he had friends, and definitely not friends whose common language was English. Duneq’s own English was competent but halting. He got by, with a struggle, while my own language skills often landed me in interesting and difficult situations, including an undercover operation in Canada, which myself, my friends and colleagues, including the noticeably absent Sergeant Gaba Alatak, were still processing. Gaba was away on assignment, the details of which were known only to the police commissioner, Lars Andersen. Gaba’s absence came at a time when we were struggling to define our relationship, while Gaba and Atii’s was decidedly on the rocks, with Atii suggesting they take a break. Atii’s English, like many of my colleagues, was better than Duneq’s, but still, the strangely excitable Sergeant Jowls chose me as Atii slipped quietly away with one hand curled around Uuko’s arm. Her fingers twisted into his soggy sleeve. We swapped brief smiles in the seconds before Duneq reached me, and then, it seemed, my next few days belonged to him.

“It’s a missing persons case,” he said, pulling me to one side of the station entrance. He lowered his voice to a whisper as a small group of police officers passed us on the way out of the station. “And delicate,” he added. “Not everyone will understand.”

“Delicate?”

Atii would have laughed had she seen me, pressing the tip of her finger into what she called my curious frown. But she wasn’t around, and even if she was, I had to admit that Duneq had my attention.

“In what way?” I asked.

Duneq started to speak, then took my arm again, and pulled me towards the briefing room. Once we were inside, he gestured at the row of chairs in front of the podium and said nothing more until we were both seated.

“I’m using some of my vacation on this,” he said. He paused as if waiting for something, and I responded with a quick dip of my head. I had done the same for cold cases I felt personally connected to, and by the look on Duneq’s face, he clearly felt the same about this one. “Good,” he said. 

His jowls wobbled as he twisted his head to the door. A constable looked in, wondering if he could use the room. Duneq shooed him away with a scowl. When he turned back to me, his face betrayed mixed emotions, but the light in his eyes was another indication that the case meant something to him, and my frown deepened.

“I’ve cleared your schedule,” he said. “The commissioner has approved your assignment to the case, and the budget for your flights.”

“Where am I going?”

“Siulittuut. It’s a small village south of Aasiaat. Close to Aliortorneq Glacier,” he said. “The local police constable, Apu Qasusoq, has requested your assistance.”
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