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Author’s Note

 

The Blood Bandit is a somewhat gentler tale than The Ice Whispers, but there are many links to the characters and events in that book and the books that come before it. While it is possible to read The Blood Bandit with no knowledge of the Greenland Missing Persons series, it won’t be half as much fun. Or, as Luui says, you will miss out on all the magic!
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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

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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There are no secrets in Nuuk. Everybody knows everybody. We see each other in the store, on the bus, picking up kids from the kindergarten, sitting in the dentist’s waiting room, standing at the buffet table for brunch on Sundays, sweating in the CrossFit gym. Everywhere. And yet, Atii – best friend, constable, life coach… Atii had a secret, something she picked up while I was in Canada.

“I had to do something, P. Just thinking of you undercover…”

I understood, but when I pressed my eye to the spotting scope, and my elbows slipped off the side of the insulated mat and into the snow, I just wished it had been a hot secret, something we could have shared over cheap wine or a wild girls only clubbing night out at Mattak, something to dress up for – and not just extra layers.

“A little to the left,” I said, as I zoomed in on the target Atii had dug into the snow two hundred metres away, just beyond an exposed stretch of granite. Between flurries of snow, I could see the black waters of Nuuk Fjord stretching away to the north of the city. Atii adjusted the scope on her rifle and fired again. “A little to the right.”

“So…” she said after another adjustment. She paused, took a shallow breath, slipped her finger around the trigger, and fired.

“Right in the centre,” I said, brushing snow from the gap between my eyebrows and the hat I borrowed from Atii. She fired again and hit the bull’s-eye again.

“I told Gaba I thought we needed a break.”

“What?”

Atii rolled onto her side, pulled her hat off and fixed me with her big brown eyes. I was still getting used to her new hair cut, with the long fringe and shaved sides, but the sudden sadness in her eyes made me reach for her hand. The winter light, the brief flash of tears, and the tiny pearls of ice on her skin made her eyes sparkle as if she was wearing glitter makeup.

“Why?”

Atii sighed, blowing snow from her lips as she squeezed my fingers. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while, and then Canada happened…”

I bit my lip as I thought about the accidental brush of my lips on Gaba’s, how I had leaned on him during the operation, and even more so once it was over. Atii jogged me out of my thoughts with another squeeze of my hand.

“It’s not you, P. At least, it’s not your fault.”

“He didn’t make me do it,” I said, as I connected the dots in Atii’s logic – not the easiest of tasks, but then I made it equally difficult for her to connect mine. “I chose to go undercover. I wanted to do it.”

“But he knew about it. And when he told me…” Atii took a breath, and I reached out to brush snow from her cheek. She pressed her lips into a thin smile and said, “Not telling you was the hardest thing. I wanted to. I thought I had to.”

“You held a kaffemik for me.”

“Aap.”

“You called in favours and made lots of cakes.”

“I know but…”

“I’m okay, Atii. Nothing happened.”

It wasn’t completely true, and of all the people who I could tell, Atii was top of the list. And yet, there were some things about Canada I wasn’t ready to share, some details I didn’t want to remember.

“I’m okay,” I said. I changed the subject with a nod to the target in the distance. “This is new.”

“Aap,” Atii said. She rolled back onto her mat and held the rifle in a casual grip. “The commissioner approved Gaba’s recommendation to give me a more permanent position on the SRU.”

“Ah, okay. And you need to practice?”

“Naamik. Not to get on the team.” Atii rested her chin on the rifle stock, blinking away the snow as she thought about what to say. “I just think…” She took another breath. “With Gaba being the leader of the unit…”

“You need some professional distance?”

“Something like that. And coming here gives me space and time to think.” She turned her head and smiled – more naturally, as if the hard part was over. “See? It wasn’t only about you.”

“I know.” I tugged my neckie up to my chin and tightened my collar before settling back into the scope. “Are you going again?”

“Another clip,” she said. “If you’re not too cold?”

“Not too cold?” I thought of my apartment, the special hot chocolate I had found in the store, along with a packet of tiny American marshmallows to dump into it. “No, Atii. This is exactly where I want to be right now.”

“Liar.”

“No, seriously.” I jabbed a gloved finger at the target. “Nothing I’d rather do than lie in the snow and watch you murder a piece of driftwood.”

“It’s nearly dead,” Atii said, working another round into the chamber.

“Better put it out of its misery then.”

I called out another seven shots, then walked with Atii to collect the dead driftwood. The lights of Nuuk sparkled in the distance and I thought of the patrol car we had borrowed, calculating how long it would take the heater to warm up. I had been cold since Canada, and compensated with extra chocolate, marshmallows – everything sweet. But not even the extra kilos I had put on made me feel any warmer.

“Come on,” Atii said, with a nod to the car. “I’ll give you a lift.”

“Home?”

She shook her head. “Your appointment. I promised Duneq you wouldn’t miss it again. It’s the reason he gave me the car.”

I dipped my head in a brief nod, muttered something about Duneq under my breath, then fell into step trudging through the snow beside Atii. She shouldered her rifle and took my hand, swinging it back and forth like kids do.

“You’re going to be okay, P.”

“I know.”

“Just a few more weeks. Ten more sessions.”

“You’ve been counting?”

“Everybody has,” she said.

“Which means everybody knows.”

Atii laughed, pointed at the city lights, and said, “Of course, everybody knows. This is Nuuk, remember?”

I did remember, but sometimes, when I was distracted, often when I was trying to sleep, I found myself on a fishing trawler, frozen in the ice just south of Cambridge Bay in the far north of Canada. And once I was there, in my mind, he dropped by, and suddenly it was all very real, very cold, and I shivered until I woke. Which is when I made hot chocolate, topped with my marshmallow medication.

“I know,” I said, and then I fell silent until we reached the car.
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“Tell me about him.”

The psychologist’s words were better than a slap in the face. More like a punch to the gut. I looked away, feigning a sudden interest in the pastel paintings she had framed on the pastel walls of her office cum consulting room at Dronning Ingrid’s Hospital. I turned my head, noticed the light blinking on the telephone on her desk, then scuffed my boots back and forth on her carpet.

“Last time,” she said. “You told me his name was Troy.”

Another punch – harder this time.

“Yes,” I said. 

I didn’t want this – not the counselling sessions, the attention, the concern. I didn’t want any of it. But what with the police officers’ union pushing for answers and compensation, Gaba biting off people’s heads if they stepped out of line – more than he usually did – everyone seemed to be affected by what had happened in Canada. And then there was me, trying to convince everyone that I was okay, that I was over it.

And yet…

The psychologist fidgeted – her tell showing she was about to give me another prompt. So I beat her to it, cut her off, and did my best to ignore the twist in my stomach, as if some evil tupilaq was weaving my guts into a fishing net.

“Troy was handsome and charming. He caught me off guard. I was attracted to him. He knew it. He used it. Which is how I ended up on a fishing boat, with some crazy guy who wanted to drown me and put me in the deep freeze to complete his Inuit women exhibition.”

It was unfair of me, but I confess I enjoyed the psychologist’s reaction, no matter how subdued. She recovered and tapped a few notes on her tablet. I listened to her long nails clacking on the glass screen and wondered if she was aware of it, or if it bothered her other clients.

“You just told me what happened,” she said, looking up. “But you didn’t tell me about him.”

“I said he was attractive.” My curious frown pinched the skin above my nose as I looked at her. “I said he used me.”

“And yet the man who wanted to murder you…”

“And add me to his collection,” I said, hoping for another reaction.

The psychologist caught my eye, and we had a moment of power play which bothered me more than I wanted it to, and I looked away. Message received. I was here to heal, and she was here to help. 

“You mention him in a throwaway manner, as if he wasn’t important.”

“He didn’t hurt me.”

She caught my eye again, waiting for the penny to drop.

I took a breath, wrangled the tupilaq in my stomach, and said, “Troy did.”

“He did more than that,” she said.

“Yes.” A pause. “He betrayed me.”

“How?”

It was there, on the tip of my tongue. All I had to do was say it. But I couldn’t, and she knew it. She said it for me.

“You trusted him.”

“Yes.”

“He betrayed your trust.”

“He was one of us,” I said, biting my lip at how pathetic it sounded. “He should have been better than that.”

“You wanted him to be better.”

“Yes.”

“Because you trusted him.”

“I did.”

She lifted the tablet from her lap, and I watched her slip it onto the table beside her. The plastic case clicked dully as she set it down. I followed her hands back to her lap, caught the subtle tell that we were changing direction, and swallowed as I wondered where she wanted me to go.

“Trust is an issue for you,” she said.

“It’s not.”

“I’ve seen your file, Petra.”

“What about it?”

“I know your background.” She tried to smile, but I was too focused on her words to notice. “It’s my job to know as much as necessary about you. To help you.”
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