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Introduction

 

Not as dark as the last one, The Forsaken Fjord is the twentieth title in the Greenland Missing Persons series. And, as I did in the nineteenth, I just want to take a moment to thank all those readers who have stuck with Petra and me for so long. I have more stories in the works, and I hope you continue to find something appealing about these stories with characters I have grown to love, and a country, however fictive I have made it, that will forever remain close to my heart.

 

Thank you.

 

Oh, and if you’ve missed it, there’s a new novel out with Petra and a certain reticent, some might say grumpy, constable who she calls on to help her out of yet another bind. A Dog Called Blitzen is connected to the Greenland Missing Persons series and full of characters you will recognise.

 

Chris

October 2023

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

aqisseq – ptarmigan

arfivik – Bowhead Whale

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

naamik – no

qajaq – kayak

qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – Arctic fox

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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I fully accept responsibility for some of the things that happened, but it was Constable Atii Napa who crashed the police patrol car.

Atii prefers to focus on what happened after the bump, as she called it. But I think it’s important to point out that Nuuk was enjoying brilliant sunshine that day. There was a dusting of snow on the top of Sermitsiaq, to the north and west, and the roads were dry – a little dusty and gritty, as usual, but dry. The surface could not be described as hazardous. Now, while Atii might like to gloss over such details, I think it’s important to preserve them, and not just to divert our colleagues’ attention from what happened next. Not at all. I wouldn’t do that to Atii. But the fact is, she was driving sedately. The sun was not in her eyes. And, for the sake of the report, it’s also important to note that no one was in any danger. Not even the driver and crew of the garbage truck Atii thumped into the back of when she drove around the roundabout.

The garbage truck stopped for a bicycle.

Atii hadn’t seen the bicycle – which is bad enough, but the truck was blocking her view.

It was a big truck.

I can forgive Atii for not seeing the bicycle.

But I will never, never let her forget that she didn’t see the truck.

That, I believe, is the least I can do, both as a friend and colleague. The very least.

We hit the truck with enough force to stuff the bumper underneath the rear of the truck and to get the patrol car stuck. I’m not sure if the driver of the garbage truck even knew what had happened, but as he tried to continue out of the roundabout, he dragged Atii and me behind him, with that lovely grinding sound that you just know is going to be expensive.

“Not a word, P,” Atii said. She gripped the steering wheel and clenched her jaw, daring me to laugh as I tried, I really tried, not to.

“Atii…”

“Naamik,” she said, as the driver of the garbage truck put his foot down to get a little more power, only to stop halfway over the pedestrian crossing so that the crew could get out and see what was going on.

The crew – two men and a woman, all armed with smartphones – were very sympathetic, and offered all kinds of positive and helpful observations, once they had finished capturing the moment on camera, and sharing it with all of Nuuk, most of Greenland, and, to my delight, a good portion of the world.

“You’d better call it in,” I said, before biting on my knuckle, trying desperately not to laugh, and getting out of the car to direct the traffic around Atii, through the roundabout, and help the good people of Nuuk get to work that fine morning.

Good people and fine morning. 

Yep, I was on fire, and so was Greenland’s social media.

Of course, it was Sergeant Duneq who answered Atii’s call. And even though I sympathised with Atii, I will confess I enjoyed the roasting Sergeant Jowls – my name for Duneq – gave her, if only because it wasn’t aimed at me.

There was also – more confessions – an element of justice about the whole thing. I struggled to remember the last time Atii had let me drive. She was very quick to put herself in the driving seat at the start of each shift, content to let me do the running whenever running was required. Something Atii seemed to think was a necessary part of every shift we worked together.

And yet, there we were, blocking traffic, with Atii still behind the wheel, not quite ready to get out of the vehicle. Duneq sent a patrol car and a rescue vehicle. The local and national newspapers – including Sermitsiaq, the paper named after Greenland’s most famous mountain – sent reporters with cameras. The TV stations sent what can best be described as everything. 

“It’s okay, Atii,” I said, helping her out of the driver’s seat. “You’re probably in shock.”

“Shock?”

“Sure,” I said. “Whiplash, or something.” I had to pause for a moment, just to collect my composure, and to pose for a selfie with the driver of the garbage truck. “We should get you to the hospital.”

More confessions – that felt good. Getting Atii to the hospital became my obsession. And I convinced her that she shouldn’t overlook something now, no matter how minor she might think it might be, because these kinds of things can come back to haunt you. And I used that as my excuse to milk the moment as far and for as long as possible.

“You were in the car, too, P,” she said, as if I should also get checked out.

“Fine,” I said, as the patrol car pulled up. “We’ll go together.”

Of course, it was never going to be that simple.

Duneq had given our colleagues strict instructions to stay at the scene until it had been cleared up and the morning traffic was running freely again. They would need the car, of course. Further instructions included the prompt return of the guilty parties…

Why I was included in that party, I don’t know, although later events would justify the collective guilt.

…whose return should be expedited as quickly as public transport allowed.

“He wants us to take a bus?” Atii said.

Her face turned a lovely shade of sunset red, which I captured in another sneaky selfie together with our colleagues – newly arrived and thoroughly entertained.

“It’s all right, Atii,” I said, pointing at the nearest bus stop. “If we’re quick, we can catch that one there.” I pointed again, this time at a yellow city bus currently stuck in a line of traffic we had created.

I was happy to add the we at this point, if only to help Atii get back into gear, and to get on the bus.

Of course, that should have been a simple thing. And it was, until we were on the bus, heading back into town, and I just happened to see a couch on the sidewalk with a sign pinned to the cushions announcing that it was going free.

“Atii,” I said, knowing she needed a new couch. “Look at that.”

She looked, and I explained that we were already in trouble, and grabbing the couch for her apartment might just offset some of the flak we – again, I used the collective guilt to convince Atii it was a good idea – were going to take as soon as we arrived at the station, then stopping along the way, in the grand scheme of things, wasn’t going to make things worse.

I was wrong, of course, but as the bus stopped for us to get off, I was also blissfully unaware, and actually feeling quite good about helping Atii out of her funk and grabbing another cheeky selfie as we tested the couch before carrying it to her apartment.

We were on a break.

It just turned out to be a longer break than expected.
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Splinters and fluff were all that remained of the couch by the time Atii and I arrived back at the police station. I plucked a piece of fluff from Atii’s shoulder as we stood in front of Duneq’s desk. He glared at us, mostly at me, and then, jabbing a chubby finger in my direction, he demanded an explanation.

“It’s my fault, Sergeant,” I said. “Constable Napa had nothing to do with the couch. It was my idea. I suggested we take it. Atii had nothing to do with it.”

Atii fidgeted at my side as if she was about to speak, but Duneq cut her off with another jab of his finger.

“I didn’t ask whose fault it was, Jensen. I asked you to tell me, in simple terms, what happened on the way back from the accident?”

“It wasn’t an accident, Sergeant,” Atii said. “No one was hurt.”

“At the roundabout, or by the flying couch?” he said.

Flying couch made me giggle, and I bit my lip – a common strategy – to try to hold it in. Duneq folded his arms across his ample chest and stared at me.

He waited.

I bit so hard I tasted blood.

And then Atii picked up the story.

“Constable Jensen knows I need a new couch, sir,” she said. Duneq shifted his attention to Atii, but glanced regularly in my direction as she spoke. “Petra saw the couch. It was free. We got off the bus, and we carried it back to my apartment.” She took a breath and added, “It wasn’t far, Sergeant. We planned to leave the couch in the cycle shed below my apartment and pick it up again later.” She swallowed and said, “After our shift, sir.”

“But you didn’t get as far as the cycle shed, did you, Constable?”

“No, Sergeant,” Atii said. “We were, ah…”

“Intercepted,” I said, blurting it out before I had a chance to think about how it sounded.

“Intercepted?” Duneq sighed and said, “Explain.”
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