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Introduction

 

A Dog Called Blitzen is a Christmas in July novel and was first posted online for patrons prior to publication. Christmas in July is more or less exactly what it suggests, and in this novel we follow Constable Petra ‘Piitalaat’ Jensen on an episodic crime adventure in Greenland with a new chapter for each day of the month of July. This is very much in keeping with my earlier (and future) Scandinavian Christmas Calendars, but with a few extra days to extend the story throughout the entire month of July.

 

Writing a calendar story is both fun and a fun challenge as everything is supposed to happen on that calendar day of the month. I cheat a little with a bit of reflection, or mentioning events that happened the day before, but the days and action flow into one another in a more or less linear sequence, with a general heightening of tension (hopefully) and drama (definitely) as the story progresses through the month of July. One could condense the action into half the time, but that would miss the point of a calendar story, and turn this story into a book. 

 

It is not a book. 

 

However, if we pretend that it is a book, then, like all the novels and novellas in Petra’s Greenland Missing Persons series, not including the stand-alones, A Dog Called Blitzen is written from Petra’s point of view. There are a lot of characters in this story, and a lot going on. But, trapped as we are in Petra’s head – yes, think about that for a moment – we’re just going to have to trust Petra to keep us apprised of everything that’s going on. If she knows what’s going on, that is. And that’s not always the case, as you will soon find out as you read A Dog Called Blitzen.

 

One last thing. If you’re reading this in the month of July, great. Keep going! Just try to limit yourself to one day at a time. If you’re reading it in a month with thirty-one days, that’s also great. Keep going. One day at a time. For everyone reading this in a shorter month, then go right ahead and cheat a little. Not a lot. Just a little.

 

A Dog Called Blitzen is packed with many familiar and favourite characters. It is set in the early(ish) days of Petra’s police career, and before Seven Graves, One Winter. I had a blast writing it and all that remains is to wish you a pleasant and hopefully suitably tense thirty-one days with Petra!

 

Chris

July 2023

Denmark
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The room was just as stuffy and untidy as I remembered it. Although, to be fair to Per Lindenov – my so-called shrink – even if he had an assistant, the best filing system in the world would struggle to cope with the caseload he had taken on since arriving in Nuuk. How he found time to squeeze me into his schedule was, for want of a better word, miraculous. Of course, the very idea that he was a miracle worker would make the rather pale-faced Dane even paler than normal. He needed to get out of the office and get some sun, and while I might like the idea of long golden beaches in Spain, even the Spanish Riviera couldn’t boast more than sixteen – I’m guessing – hours of sun a day. But in Nuuk, in July, the sun never set, and I was determined that my shrink, should catch at least an hour of sun every day, rather than spend all the hours under that same sun, stuck inside in a stuffy office in the Sermersooq council building in the centre of the city. 

It was, I decided, my responsibility, my mission, to save Per Lindenov from his vampiric existence, and to get him out among the living. Never mind the added bonus of deflecting his attention away from my issues, it was a good plan, and a wholesome one.

I shouldn’t have been surprised when Per didn’t agree.

“You’re avoiding my question, Piitalaat,” he said, in that rapid Danish of his that was more at home on the cobbled streets of Copenhagen, than the dusty roads of Greenland’s capital.

“I’m not.”

I was, of course. But it was worth a shot.

“Piitalaat…”

“You know,” I said, as I crossed one long leg over the other – a habit I had picked up to deflect some of Per’s more uncomfortable prompts and observations. “You’re one of two people to call me that.”

“It’s your name,” he said.

“But everyone else calls me Petra. When you call me Piitalaat, it’s like you’re…”

“What?”

The what was always difficult. 

Constable David Maratse called me Piitalaat in his irritatingly humble way of reminding me of my roots and where I belong. Not to put me in my place. I mean, I knew that much. It was deeper somehow, as if I had lost my way and needed a nudge to put me back on track. Which, I suppose, was exactly what Per was doing. Only…

“You’re forcing me to accept something.”

“Yes.”

“And honestly…”

I paused, which was a mistake, and I knew it the second Per cupped his chin in his hand and tapped his cheek with his finger. He was recording what I said, this reaction, storing it in that great mind of his that doubled as a filing system, less susceptible to power outages, but perhaps – and this was my new angle – in need of recharging.

“You’re being honest now?” he said, moving his finger to tickle the thick bristles of his moustache.

That was the mistake – giving him an opening, a chink in the armour that he might prise open and worry at the sore beneath.

Yes, words such as prise and worry had become part of my vocabulary since I started the sessions with Per. Although I had to force myself to remember the earliest sessions as they were rather painful.

“That’s not fair,” I said.

“Piitalaat,” he said. “You should know by now I don’t play fair.”

“Which makes me wonder how you ever got a licence.”

It was a cheap shot, and the smile that followed was short-lived as Per tapped his finger against his cheek once more, and I knew that had been recorded too. 

I looked around the room, letting my gaze wander past the packing boxes he still hadn’t touched, almost a year since he arrived in Greenland. Then I noticed the empty coffee cups from Banjos – the relatively new coffee shop that was still thriving, no doubt in part because of Per’s patronage. I could have teased him about that, but I kept looking around the room in an attempt to avoid catching Per’s eye. I wanted to look at my phone to check the time, to see how much longer I had to endure Per’s questions before Atii came to rescue me. Per didn’t have a clock on the wall for that very purpose. It was, I guessed, a form of sensory deprivation, almost torture, encouraging his patients to forget all about time and to think about themselves. 

Which was exactly what I didn’t want to do.

“How have you been?” he asked, and I grudgingly turned to look at him.

“Honestly?”

“Please,” he said.

I shrugged and said, “I’m fine.”

“That’s not what I asked.”

“But it’s how I honestly feel.”

“I meant recently, not now, at this moment in time.”

I knew what he meant, but still I left him hanging for a moment longer. I did the usual trick of tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear, only to discover there was nothing loose to tuck away. I had scheduled an early appointment before my shift started. I was in uniform but had yet to become undone or untidy. Running after a shoplifter usually did the trick, and with Constable Atii Napa behind the wheel of the patrol car, urging me on, the undoing rarely took more than a few hundred metres under the hot summer sun.

Of course, the undoing Per was interested in had more to do with breaking down my defences and getting me to put everything into words so that I could reflect, renew, and possibly even be reborn.

I had another ‘r’ word.

Resolve.

Per had yet to plumb the depths of my resolve, but he had come pretty close on more than one occasion, requiring more effort on my part to dig even deeper, to strengthen my resolve and, with another ‘r’ word, resist.

During the course of all that thinking and strengthening of my resolve, I realised Per had yet to move, react, or even raise an eyebrow. He was immoveable on that front, reminding me once more of David, and his resilience…

I laughed.

“What?” Per said.

“A lot of ‘r’ words,” I said. 

“Such as?”

I waved the question away, adding, “It doesn’t matter. It’s just me.” I tapped my head, mimicking the way Per recorded his observations. “It’s all inside my head.”

“Well, Piitalaat,” Per said. He pressed his hands on the arms of his generously padded armchair and pushed himself to his feet.

It was a new tack, and, although it bothered me to admit it, I felt unsettled. I liked to pretend I was in control of our sessions. We both knew I wasn’t, of course. But Per humoured me from time to time, just enough to keep me interested, to imagine I was that tiny step ahead of him. But this…

This was new.

“Per?”

“Yes?” he said.

“What are you doing?”

“Stretching my legs.”

He walked around the back of his chair, pausing to press his hands on it, as if deciding what route he might take inside his tiny office. Would it be left around the desk? Or would he take the scenic route to the right?

Even then, as he unsettled me with his untimely, and, to be honest, quite unexpected movement, as if he was bringing the session to an abrupt close, my defences were still on full alert as I indulged in more than one sarcastic thought that might become a sarcastic comment if he would only sit down again.

“You never stretch your legs,” I said, without a hint of the sarcasm I nurtured inside my head, just genuine concern.

He must have heard it in my voice, and I caught the bristling of his moustache as he smiled.

“Per?”

“Piitalaat?” he said.

I uncrossed my legs and gave him my full attention.

“You’re scaring me.”

“I doubt that,” he said. “But while I have your attention…”

“Yes?”

“I’d like to make an observation.”

“That’s what you do,” I said. “That’s your job.”

“It is, and you’re right, I make lots of observations, but when it comes to you, Constable…”

“Yes?”

He tapped the back of the chair, drawing it out, whatever it might be.

“We’ve known each other for a year now.”

“Yes.”

“And within these walls…” He gestured at the room with a wave of his hand. “I’ve come to know you quite well.”

“Per…”

He held up his hand to stop me from speaking, and then smiled as if a smile might soften the blow of whatever was about to come.

I held my breath.

Per laughed.

“Just say it,” I said, when I couldn’t take it anymore.

“Okay, Constable, I will.”

It might have been Per’s use of my title that ramped up the anticipation, but when he finally told me, I couldn’t have been more confused.

“You’re bored, Piitalaat.”

“I’m what?”

“Bored.”

“I don’t think…”

“Yes,” he said, as he moved to his desk. “Whether or not you are ready to admit it, you are most definitely bored. So, as much as I enjoy our sessions, I’m cutting this one short…”

“Per…”

“…and,” he said, cutting me off with a nod at the door. “Sending you to work ahead of time, in the hope that you might find something to occupy that active mind of yours before you do something stupid.”

“I don’t do stupid things,” I said, as what Atii called my curious frown threatened to wrinkle my brow into something more aggressive.

“We all do stupid things,” Per said. “And in the summer, especially so. But you are bored, Constable. You need a case, or an assignment, or whatever it is you call the things you get involved in.”

“You mean the missing persons cases?”

“Yes,” he said, with a nod. “Exactly that. You need something to get involved in. And, as much as I wouldn’t wish it on anyone, someone needs to get lost, or go missing in the next twenty-four hours, or by the end of the very week at least, if we’re going to save you from yourself.”

“Save me from doing something stupid, you mean?”

“Yes,” Per said. 

And there it was.

Per Lindenov, psychologist extraordinaire, fixer of broken people, concluded that I was bored. Not traumatised. Which, I suppose, was a relief. And I might have thought as much if I wasn’t so focused on him telling me I was bored.

Either way, and even though he didn’t wish it, neither of us could have known that his wish would be answered and that I would in fact be involved in the search that would take me further and deeper into the criminal element of Nuuk and Greenland than I had yet to experience.

Per wouldn’t have to worry about my active mind being occupied. But he was wrong about one thing. Just because I was occupied with a case didn’t mean that I wouldn’t do stupid things, or that people wouldn’t get hurt. Some people would even die. 

Per couldn’t know that.

He would never wish for that.

But neither would he be distanced from the case. In fact, had he known just how involved he would become, I don’t think he would have ended our session twenty-seven minutes before time. Neither would he have been so flippant to suggest I was bored. 

But then, as I stood up and turned for the door, even I couldn’t know just how many of the ‘r’ words I would need, to which I would add resilient to the list.

The following month would prove to be more challenging than any month I could remember, trumping even the trauma of my past that Per had exposed and helped me patch and rebuild so that I could function once more.

I would need all the above. I would need everything, including the taciturn and reserved Constable David Maratse, and more in my search for a dog called Blitzen.
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Per might have been right. While I couldn’t put my finger on what it was that was bothering me, it seemed likely that I was bored. But sending me to work half an hour before my shift was due to start didn’t change the fact that there was nothing much happening in Nuuk at the beginning of the month of July. We were between cruise ships, and while the positive aspect of five thousand fewer people in the city was a good thing, the days without a cruise ship or three docked at the port were like the proverbial calm between each storm. 

Or was it the eye?

It didn’t matter what we called it, only that we could feel it. I didn’t doubt that we would welcome such days later in the month, but a slow day did nothing to alleviate the boredom Per had diagnosed me with. He might even have said funk at one point, which made Atii laugh.

“Funk?” She gave me a look that threatened to compete with what she liked to call my curious frown. “He said that?”

“He did.”

Atii, with a thinner face than mine, her long black fringe and shaved back and sides, was a little shorter than me, but made up for it in attitude and achievements. It was known that Sergeant Gaba Alatak, the leader of the Greenland police Special Response Unit, had his eye on her, but just as much for her sharp shooting abilities as her punky looks and attitude. She was my colleague, confidant, and co-conspirator when it came to checking out the talent at work and at Mattak, the best, and sometimes only, nightclub in Nuuk. But even thoughts of what to do and with whom on the weekend couldn’t lift the funk I seemed to be stuck in, no matter how strange the word to describe it.

“You know what he’s like,” I said, explaining away Per’s weird words with a casual wave as if I knew exactly what he meant. “He’s old school, I guess.”

“Or,” Atii said, flashing me one of her cheeky smiles. “He’s just old.”

“That too,” I said, as I followed Atii out of the station to our assigned patrol car for the day. I had already lost the coin toss to win the driving seat, but the thought of chasing a random someone or other encouraged me with the idea that it might be just what I needed. 

That it didn’t happen, and we endured what had to be one of the quietest day shifts I could remember in an age, only made the funk thicker. Thick and suffocating, as Atii described it, when she complained that I was giving off vibes, and that something had to be done.

She made a call, sighed when the person she called had yet to arrive in Nuuk, but promised to call back the next morning.

“Which means you’re on your own,” Atii said, turning to me when she finished the call. “You and your funk will just have to get through the night alone.”

“Because you are…?”

“Trying out for the SRU,” Atii said, flashing yet another cheeky smile.

“You mean trying out for Gaba?”

She shrugged and said, “If he makes a move, I’m not going to stop him.”

“No,” I said, as I enjoyed the idea of the sergeant with the shaved and oiled head biting off more than he could chew with Constable Atii Napa. “Just take me home,” I said, pointing in the general direction of Qinngorput, and my apartment block – one in a row of five overlooking the wide bay that separated the old part of Nuuk from the new.

“It’ll be worth it, P,” Atii said, as she put the car in gear and pulled away from the kerb to drive me home. “I promise.”

She said nothing more about what we might have dubbed Atii’s funk buster, which was probably just as well, as it was one of those things you didn’t necessarily want to share with the kind of colleagues who lived for new and fun ways to tease each other. I could just imagine that funk buster would be one of those words that was used a lot to begin with, and, just when you thought it had been forgotten, someone would bring it out and dust it off in a briefing when new ideas and solutions were called for to tackle one problem or another.

“We could always try Atii’s funk buster,” they would say, to which everyone in the know would laugh, before bringing those who weren’t quickly up to speed.

Of course, Atii might take a few hits, but the origins of said funk buster would be explored, which would turn everyone’s attention to me.

Again.

So, I let it go, said nothing more, and simply gave Atii one of those awkward across the parking brake hugs before getting out of the patrol car and climbing the two flights of stairs to my apartment. It was modern and expensive, but I loved it, and loved the freedom that it gave me to just relax and nurse my funk with a hot chocolate – it’s never too hot for hot chocolate – a reheated pasta meal from the refrigerator, and a glass of wine on the couch. I listened to music – louder than usual – and put my feet up, wondering idly about who Atii had spoken to, and why she thought they might provide some distraction, pulling me out of my current state of borderline apathy. Per had suggested it would be good if someone went missing, but, fortunately, Atii’s surprise was rather less dramatic and a lot more fun than that.

I met Atii’s funk buster – yes; it was now officially a thing – the following morning at the start of my next shift. I was still reeling from Sergeant Kiiu Duneq’s sneak attack, collaring me in the corridor when he told me I would need to work the weekend shift to cover overlapping vacation requests on the roster that had yet to be filled, when Atii introduced me to Sergeant Itaara Kreutzfeld and her four-legged friend.

Blitzen was twenty-five kilos of fun, bringing a smile to the lips of everyone who passed her in the corridor, and even making Sergeant Jowls – my pet name for Duneq, on account of his numerous chins – stop for a second to give her an awkward pat on the head.

“She’s off duty,” Itaara said, adding that she loves the attention, “When she can get it.”

“So, it’s okay to make a fuss of her?” I asked, as Blitzen bumped my leg with her nose. 

“Right now?” Itaara nodded, dislodging a lock of hair from the neat bun she wore, and said, “Knock yourself out, Constable.”

I didn’t need any further encouragement and promptly dropped to my knees as Blitzen buried her face under my arm. While the sledge dogs up north were adorable in their own way, they lived outside, and their fur was often stiff and matted with dust and assorted unmentionables. They were also tough, working dogs built for brutal environments. Blitzen was a working dog, too, but her fur was soft, and she smelled…

I pressed my nose to her fur, not quite believing it.

“Marshmallow cream,” Itaara said with a grin. “Blitzen’s favourite.”

“She has a favourite shampoo?” I said, as Blitzen nudged me. 

“I think it’s the bath she likes, not so much the shampoo. But…” Itaara shrugged and said, “I got a discount, so I stocked up.”

Itaara had golden hair, just like Blitzen, revealing a generous dose of European genes, although she spoke Greenlandic fluently, and swapped a few stories with Atii as I made a serious fuss of Blitzen. I looked up as Itaara revealed the reason she was in Nuuk and heard Gaba’s name mentioned twice before I stood up and Atii clued me in to the conversation. Itaara clucked her tongue, called Blitzen by name, and then called her to her side. Blitzen clicked into work mode with such professional ease that I had to suppress a sudden wave of envy.

If only it were so easy.

“Anyway, P,” Atii said, catching me up. “If this goes the way we think it will, there will be plenty of work to do this week. We just have to hope there are no unannounced cruise ships docking between now and the weekend.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, brushing a few of Blitzen’s more resistant hairs from my jacket. “What are we doing?”

Itaara nodded at the briefing room and said, “I’ve got a meeting with Sergeant Alatak and his team in a minute, but I think we’ll have something to tell everyone tomorrow.”

“No teasers?” Atii said, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Just to keep us going.”

“Well, all right,” Itaara said. She beckoned for us to lean in closer and then whispered, “It’s got something to do with the Makakajuit. If you know who I’m talking about?”

“Aap,” Atii said with a slow nod of her head. She turned to catch my eye, and I smiled.

“Funk hereby busted,” I said, and Atii grinned.
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I might have learned more about the SRU operation if it hadn’t been for the disturbance in the kiosk by the tank station on the far side of the city. I drove alone as Gaba pulled Atii into the briefing. Sergeant Duneq promised to send backup before I needed it, which, if he hadn’t appeared as stressed as he did, I might have questioned how he would know? But the gaps in the duty roster had yet to be filled, and the number of Danish officers we usually received for a few months each summer was fewer than expected. And besides, most of the officers who applied were sent to the larger towns in the south, and Tasiilaq in the east in anticipation of a growing number of day tourists flying in from Iceland. I assured Duneq I could manage, and, after a moment’s pause and a sigh of relief that revealed a more human side to Sergeant Jowls, he simply nodded and told me to keep him informed. I almost added that I would be fine, and that training was over – his standard quip whenever he wished to knock me down a peg or two. But Duneq had already turned his back to me, and I left him in front of the roster on the whiteboard that filled one wall of his office and hit the street.

I knew Uuko Taajuk by reputation, and through a number of incidents in which we had run into each other – literally. I had once chased him into a nursing home, crawling through a window in pursuit, and frightening the life out of several of the residents in the process. So, one could say we had a history, but even though I tried to convince Uuko that we knew each other, and that I only wanted to help him, life had taken a drastic turn for the teenager, and those who knew him better than I did, were naturally concerned that he was being drawn deeper and deeper into the seedier side of life in Greenland. 

The disturbance looked like a schoolyard tussle, and not quite the attempted robbery I had expected. I caught the first indication that something bigger was going on as I pulled up alongside one of the petrol pumps and observed a crowd of at least ten people in a ring around two men grappling on the ground. 

I can be impulsive, and I have a tendency to overreach in situations that demand urgency. But whether it was the cold reality of being short staffed, and the challenge Duneq faced in filling the roster, that gave me pause, I couldn’t say. But I just knew the so-called disturbance could escalate, and with so many people in the crowd – the majority of whom were young males – I didn’t like my chances. I called for backup, agreed that I would sit tight, and then gave the crowd a short blast of the siren to get their attention.

Hindsight is a wonderful thing, but it’s no good dwelling on what I could have done when I had already done it. The whoop whup of the siren only seemed to aggravate the group of men further, and a single female in a police patrol car didn’t impress them. I just managed to lock the doors as they tugged at the handles, and then, flinching as they threw the buckets and brushes drivers used to clean the dust from their cars at my windshield, I glimpsed Uuko as the man he was fighting got the upper hand. Uuko’s face turned red as the man locked his arm around Uuko’s throat.

“Think, Petra,” I said, gripping the wheel and staring at Uuko as the men and one young woman continued to distract me by throwing the same buckets at the windshield before grabbing two large trash cans with which they seemed intent to do even more damage to the car. I flinched again, but kept my eyes focused on Uuko.

His eyes rolled back into his head and his body sagged as the man squeezed the life out of it.

I was supposed to wait for backup.

Just a few more minutes.

But Uuko didn’t have the luxury of two or three minutes. And neither did he have the air.

“Damn it,” I said as I yanked the parking brake on and revved the engine. I gave the crowd another blast of the sirens, jabbing my finger on the volume button as I stomped my foot on the accelerator. I shifted into first and the crowd hesitated as I eased up on the clutch and the patrol car strained against the parking brake. I glanced at the man closest to the car, yelled at him to move out of the way, and then made a quick guess about the distance between me, Uuko, and the man intent on killing him. 

I released the parking brake and the patrol car surged forward.

Hindsight would have told me that there was no way I could have avoided hitting someone.

With hindsight, I would have known that even if I hit the brakes a second, perhaps two, after releasing the parking brake, I would still have hit Uuko.

I did.

I crushed his leg under the front wheel, passenger side.

But, even with the gift of hindsight available to me before I broke one hundred and one rules of policing – as Duneq so eloquently put it – nothing else would have prevented the man from strangling the life out of Uuko Taajuk.

Nothing.

If I had gotten out of the car, I would have been beaten, or restrained. Probably beaten and restrained. But I would not have prevented Uuko’s death.

“And that’s your last word, is it, Constable?”

“Yes, Sergeant,” I said, when Duneq collared me in the hospital as I waited outside the operating theatre for news on Uuko’s recovery. He might have mentioned something about what happened when backup arrived, but his words drifted over me as I tried to look through the safety glass in the door to the operating theatre.

“You know there will be an inquiry?”

“Yes,” I said.

“And I can’t help you… You know that, don’t you, Jensen?”

I stopped listening as the theatre door opened.

“Jensen?”

Duneq was my supervisor, and I should have listened to what he said, maybe even taken his advice about what I should say at the inquiry, and how to present the most humble and remorseful version of myself. But as the surgeon stepped out of the operating theatre, she was, in that moment, far more important to me than Duneq could ever be.

“Doctor?” I said, stepping around Duneq. “Is he all right?”

“You’re Constable Jensen?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m Petra.”

The doctor smiled and said, “Well, you certainly made an impression on that young man in there.”

“He’s all right?”

“He’s groggy. He’s in pain, but he’ll walk again. It will take time. He will need help, Constable.”

“Yes,” I said, as my breath caught in my throat. “I’ll help him.”

The doctor tugged the surgical cap from her head and fixed her hair before taking me by the arm. “Come on,” she said. “I think you need to see him.”

“Yes…”

I can be impulsive. 

I can be professional – even full of remorse and ready to atone for whatever sins I might have committed, on and off duty.

But I can also be emotional, and if the doctor hadn’t clutched my arm to help me stand, I think I might have crumpled to a heap on the floor of the operating theatre, not even halfway between the door and the operating table upon which Uuko lay.

“He’s going to be all right, Constable.”

“Yes,” I said, just as soon as I had the strength to say it.

And then, Sergeant Jowls, in another rare moment of empathy that I often failed to recognise, took my other arm, and gently guided me out of the room, into the corridor, and through the hospital to the exit.

“Let’s get you home, Jensen,” he said. “I need you rested.”

“What for?” I said as the cool air outside gave me a moment of reprieve. “I thought there was going to be an inquiry?”

“And there might be,” he said. “But I need all hands on deck tomorrow, and the rest of the week.”

“What happens tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow…” Duneq stopped to look at me. “Tomorrow, we take down the Makakajuit.”

And, if there was even a trace of funk remaining, it evaporated in a combination of my actions at the tank station, and Duneq’s words promising a series of difficult days ahead as the Greenland police took on the most powerful and most organised of Greenland’s network of hardened criminals.

“Training is over, Jensen,” he said with a smile, as if we both knew he just couldn’t resist.
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I called the duty nurse every hour late into the night until she quietly but firmly told me not to worry, and that Uuko was sleeping, and if there was any change, I would be the first to know.

I wasn’t convinced about the last bit, but agreed to wait until later the following day before calling again. 

I’m not good at waiting, and the summer sun blazing through the night without a break makes sleeping difficult, too. I paced for a while, swiped Atii’s number on my smartphone several times with the intention of calling, only to put it down again and let her rest. From what Duneq had told me, everyone was going to be busy for the next few days, including me. Which probably meant I should try to rest, too. But instead, an hour before the first city bus of the morning, I was changed and pounding the streets on my way to work. Shadows of sea eagles crossed my path, but I was too intent on reaching the centre of Nuuk before Per Lindenov arrived at his office to notice.

Yes, I intended to talk to my shrink. And, yes, I was ready to blame him for everything that had happened, as if just telling me I was bored was enough to trigger a chain of unforeseeable events with far-reaching consequences. I felt guilty, and I wanted someone else to feel guilty, too.

“It doesn’t work like that, Piitalaat,” he said, once he had agreed to a twenty-minute session before his first client of the day. I sweetened the deal with the offer of coffee from Banjos and picked up two cappuccinos while Per did a little administrative work and checked his email. He took a sip of coffee before elaborating on how things worked and then dialled in to the crux of the problem. “You think, if you had driven just a little faster…”

“That I might have killed him.”

“You didn’t.”

“But I might have,” I said, blowing out a sigh with such force it sounded like a piteraq wind blasting the east coast of Greenland. “Sometimes…” I paused, wondering just what it was I intended to say. Per cupped his chin in his hand and tapped his cheek.
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