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Police Commissioner Petra Jensen tied her long black hair in a loose knot at the nape of her neck, picked up the thin-bladed fillet knife, and started on the second fish, paring the oily skin from the white meat as she hummed. She swayed to the music, barely audible above her humming as she finished the second fish. It was easier than the first, and she rewarded herself with a second sip of white wine. She swallowed, pressed the tip of her tongue between her lips to taste the last of the wine lingering there, before commanding the speakers to, “Turn it up, just a little bit.” Petra’s hair bounced as she caught the beat. She danced in the kitchen of her apartment, waving the knife in gentle arcs, now dipping now rising with the music, not unlike the swathes of green and white Northern Lights in the black winter sky beyond the balcony. 

Petra stopped moving at the sound of a soft shuffle on the other side of the kitchen units and the glass-fronted cabinets hanging from the ceiling.

“Music, stop,” she said, sliding the knife onto the counter next to the fish. She grabbed a towel and dried her hands as she hurried out of the kitchen and into the corridor. “I woke you,” she said. “I’m sorry.”

David Maratse smiled as he leaned against the doorway. Petra flicked her gaze away from his hand, the one cupped around the colostomy bag hidden beneath his grey t-shirt, and closed the gap to kiss his lips. She brushed her fingers through his thick grey hair, smiling as she teased at the sleep curls of his fringe. 

“I need to…” he said, nodding at the bathroom door.

Petra slid her fingers along Maratse’s shoulder, then down his arm as she took a step back. “You want some help?”

“Eeqqi,” he said. “But turn the music up.”

“You’re sure?”

Maratse nodded. 

“Turn the music up,” Petra said.

“A bit more,” Maratse said. He took her hand, squeezing it once, before going into the bathroom and shutting the door. 

Petra waited outside the door, just for a moment, knowing that he knew she was there, but that neither of them would say anything. She heard him bite back the first bout of pain, and wondered if she should turn the music up, a little higher, but she needed to hear his pain, just like she needed to see it. It was impossible to take his pain away, but to share it, as best she could, was all she could do. Petra stepped away from the door when the heard the flush of the toilet, leaving Maratse to clean and replace his colostomy bag in private.

She lit long candles pressed into a cast iron holder, set the pinewood kitchen table for three, thought about another sip of wine, and then decided against it. Maratse came into the kitchen as Petra rubbed the fish in a bowl of breadcrumbs.

“I know you think I can’t cook,” she said, as Maratse leaned against the kitchen counter. “But I’ve been practising.

“I can see.”

Petra warmed butter in a pan. The fat spat as Petra slid the fish into it. Maratse smiled as he looked around the kitchen. The candles flickered in the middle of the table as Petra turned on the extractor fan.

“You’ve set the table for three,” Maratse said.

“Yes.”

“Who’s coming?”

“I invited Thomas,” Petra said. “He’s in town doing a piece on the government, and I thought it would be fun to invite him over.”

“Thomas?”

Petra opened the oven to check the potatoes. She closed the door, then crossed the floor to press her thumb on the wrinkle on Maratse’s forehead. 

“Don’t tell me your mind is as addled as your body,” she whispered. Petra took Maratse’s hands, then leaned in close, closing his eyes with kisses. She slipped her head to the side of Maratse’s, whispering into his ear, “Thomas is the journalist, the one you took into the mountains.”

“I pulled him out of the sea.”

“Yes,” Petra said, leaning back to rest on her heels. She plucked at a hair on the front of Maratse’s t-shirt. “Then he looked after you in that cave, on the mountain. Do you remember that?”

“With the shaman?”

“That’s right. Something about a Tupilaq.”

“I remember.”

“Of course, you do,” Petra said. She let go of Maratse to turn the fish. “He’s coming over, and then I’m going out. I thought it might be fun for you to catch up.”

“You’re going out?”

“Yep.” Petra took the pan off the heat. “It’s work,” she said. 

“Hmm,” Maratse said.

“I’ll be back as soon as I can. I just need to catch up on a few things. And, if I do it now, then we can spend the weekend together.” Petra looked up as the doorbell rang. “Thomas,” she said, as she turned the oven off. 

Petra turned off the music, then paused to kiss Maratse on the cheek on her way to the door. She hesitated for a second before opening it, wondering if she should have told Maratse about inviting Thomas, but knowing that he would have put her off if she had. The thought lingered for a second more until the door was open and Thomas breezed into the tiny entrance hall. His energy caught Petra off guard, as she remembered there was just a year’s difference between the journalist and Maratse. At sixty-two, Petra thought Thomas could have been ten years younger than Maratse, closer to her own age. When Thomas saw Maratse, the look on his face suggested he was thinking something similar.

“Constable Maratse,” Thomas said, as he held out his hand.

“Retired,” Maratse said, as he greeted the journalist.

“Of course.” Thomas forced his lips into a smile as he took in Maratse’s thin face, his flat stomach and, not least the mild grip of his hand. “You’re looking…”

“Old and sick,” Maratse said. He shrugged. “Cancer.”

“Yes.” Thomas glanced at Petra. “I did hear.”

Petra squeezed past the two men, calling out that dinner would be just a few minutes, as she clattered the plates out of the cupboard and placed them on the table.

“Cancer?” Thomas said.

“Pancreatic.” The word slid easily past Maratse’s lips, as if he had said it many times before. “It’s fast,” he added, with a look towards Petra in the kitchen. “Faster than we thought.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said. “Nothing you can do.” He gestured at the kitchen. “Petra has cooked.”

“It smells great.”

Thomas walked ahead of Maratse, stopping at the back of the couch to look out over the black fjord at the city lights of Nuuk blazing beneath the Northern Lights. He turned to say something to Petra but stopped as she answered her phone.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, as she ended the call. “I have to go, earlier than planned.”

“Work,” Maratse said.

“Yes, but something else has happened.” Petra pointed at the dish of roast potatoes and the fish sizzling gently in the pan. “Food,” she said. “More wine in the fridge and… Well, I’m sorry, but I just have to go.”

“It’s okay,” Thomas said. He hugged Petra on her way to the bedroom, then took a seat at the table, as Maratse waited for her to change her clothes. Thomas watched as they said goodbye, curious at the change in Petra’s appearance, how a few more stripes on the epaulettes on her jacket shoulders gave her another couple of centimetres in height.

“I’ll be back as soon as I can.” Petra kissed Maratse, pressing her hand to his cheek, and teasing the wisps of his thin oriental beard. “So handsome,” she whispered.

“I try,” he said.

“I know.”

“You’ll be back soon?”

“Before you know it.” Petra frowned. “Why?” she said, glancing at Maratse’s stomach. “Are you?”

“I’m fine,” he said. “You need to go.”

Maratse waited for Petra to leave before sitting opposite Thomas at the table. He turned the dish of potatoes until the serving spoon faced Thomas, and then poured the wine.

“You’re not eating?” Thomas said, as he lifted a fillet onto his plate.

“I’m not hungry.”

“Okay,” Thomas said. “But…”

“You must eat,” Maratse said. “You flew in today?”

“Ah, yes. Short notice. The paper needed an old hand who knows a bit about Greenland to bring the rest of the world up to speed on what’s going on here, what with the Chinese, and now the Dutch.” Thomas paused to taste the fish, nodding as he chewed. “Anyway, I said I could do it.”

“You’re not with the magazine anymore?”

“The Narwhal?” Thomas shook his head, then reached for the wine. “Not for a few years now. It ran out of funding. I’m with Berlingske, the Danish newspaper, though how they survived all these years I don’t know.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said. He took a swallow of wine.

“You still don’t read the papers, do you?”

“Eeqqi.”

“And books? Still reading sci-fi?”

Maratse raised his glass and pointed to a modest shelf of books along the wall of the living room area.

“Not as many as I’d like.”

“Well,” Thomas said. “I don’t know about science fiction stories, but the adventures we had together got a lot of response from the readers.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small notebook, thumbing the screen into life as he placed it in front of Maratse. “Just scroll through the responses. See? Jane, Beth, Eric, Mrs. Jones, Valerie, Lee-Anne...” He reached over to fast scroll through several more names, “Peter, Brenda, Ken, Nadine…”

“Bluefish?”

Thomas nodded. “Like a tuna, maybe?” He laughed. “The point is…”
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