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Introduction

 

The Lost Patrol is a story within a story. It didn’t start out that way, but it quickly developed into that kind of story. It is the twenty-sixth story in the Greenland Missing Persons series, and is closely connected to The Polar Bear Screen. However, it is not necessary to read The Polar Bear Screen before enjoying The Lost Patrol.

 

That’s it for now. I’ll leave you in the capable hands of Constable Petra ‘Piitalaat’ Jensen.

 

Chris

April 2024

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

amarok – wolf

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

aqisseq – ptarmigan

arfivik – Bowhead Whale

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

inuk – human

inussuk – cairn (see Canadian Inuit inuksuk/inukshuk)

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

naamik – no

napparsimmavik – hospital

qajaq – kayak

qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – Arctic fox

tikaagullik – Common Minke Whale

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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It started as a dream. I knew I was sleeping, but I had my eyes open. My eyelashes were heavy with pearls of ice, but each time I tried to remove them, I was thwarted by the thick gloves I wore. The dream was one of my more vivid dreams, and unusual, as I always sleep like a bear in hibernation. At least, when I finally fall asleep, and I’m not sharing the bed with Luui, the six-year-old shaman’s daughter, wrinkling my nose at heady clouds of fishy farts released at all too regular intervals. There are also those nights when I crawl into bed with Constable Atii Napa after a night of dancing, only to crawl out again when the night catches up with her and she needs to vomit. There are also those nights when I am not alone, when I get to enjoy a more intimate night of adventure beneath the sheets, such as that night with Jonas Hallander, the Konstabel from the Danish Sirius Sledge Patrol. And yet, alone in Nuuk, he visited me in my dreams for three nights in a row.

That first night, pearls of ice tinkling as I blinked, wooden fingers hidden inside stiff gloves, and clouds of misty breath rising above my head to cling to the walls in a thin layer of rime ice, I caught a glimpse of Jonas in the distance. 

He was lit from behind with a cone of light, harsh at times, making me blink, then softer as the light drifted away. Snow glittered in its wake, stronger when it returned, and I understood that the light was from a headlamp, illuminating Jonas when his partner skied behind him, one hand gripping a thick rope trailing from the rear of the heavy sledge. Jonas skied on the left of the sledge, his right hand on the upright. Thirteen dogs pulled the sledge across swathes of white sea ice. I heard the soft pant of the dogs, caught their fishy breath, as the metal strips beneath the runners grated over the ice, with the occasional slap and scrape of the men’s skis as they lifted their feet, adjusting course.

Jonas’ voice drifted across the ice, through the snow, bumping over the foot of my bed and travelling up the thick duvet that was supposed to keep me warm. I shivered when his words reached me, blinking again into the dark as I tried to understand what he was saying. And the light flickered again, and Jonas, his partner, the sledge, and the dog team were lost once more in the darkness. 

The ice melted from my lashes, splashing onto my cheeks, waking me as I rubbed what I thought was water from my skin, only to taste tears on my lips. 

Tears.

Thoughts of Jonas were meant to be happy ones.

Dreams about Jonas were supposed to be the kind I revealed to Atii, in whispers and giggles, with flushes of heat in my cheeks as I told her what he did, how he did it, and for how long.

It was, as Atii constantly reminded me, a doomed relationship. We had shared one intimate night, followed by a chase of epic proportions through the treacherous seas off Greenland’s rugged and barren northeast coast. And yet, nothing more. Nothing after that. He was too far away, out of reach. 

And yet.

In my dreams he was in my room, whispering to me across the ice, a thousand kilometres away, to the north, in the wilds, a lonely voice lost in the wind.

“Stop it, P,” I said, sitting up, channelling Atii as I often did when chiding myself for this or that, something hopeless, something beyond saving.

And on that first night, waking from the first dream, I slipped out of bed and padded into my kitchen. I made coffee, plucked at my pyjamas – the soft but clingy kind – and then took my mug and my smartphone to the couch.

“I’ve been putting this off for too long,” I said, speaking aloud for courage as I read through the thread of texts I had shared with Jonas, nodding when I saw the last burst of flirts and promises was several months ago. “It’s time,” I said, typing the first few words of a Dear John or a Dear Jonas text, to bring whatever it was we had to a more sensible close.

Sensible is not one of my superpowers. 

My traits, the kind that get me into trouble, are the impulsive, reckless kind. The trouble I get into can be dangerous, sometimes even life-threatening, or, in the case of Jonas, and a few others – thoughts of whom make me smile and colour my cheeks – exciting, passionate, and gossip-worthy.

But as I typed the message with my thumb, sipping my coffee, second-guessing myself, the steam wisping out of my mug cooled, and the screen of my phone became tacky to the touch.

“Like ice,” I said, breath steaming as I lifted my head and saw the beam of light in the distance, in the dark, through the broad window of the living area of my apartment, looking out onto the fjord. The lights of Nuuk should have been clear across the water, but the only lights I could see were the headlamps worn by Jonas and his patrol partner.

I heard them again – the shush of the runners, the thump of the sledge rising and falling over windblown ridges of snow. And I was dreaming again. 

I should have been sleeping.

I had a string of early morning shifts ahead of me – a whole week of them. 

I didn’t need Jonas and his dogs to distract me. 

Atii would arrive within just a couple of hours. She would wait in the patrol car, engine running, and would call me if I didn’t wave from the kitchen window that I was ready, that I was on my way. She picked me up whenever she had the car. Living near the centre of the city had its perks, and Atii didn’t have to worry about late busses, icy streets, or bone-chilling winds slowing her down. She could walk to the police station, grab a car, and we would be on the streets before Sergeant Duneq could shout Where’s Jensen?

But I needed my sleep.

And Jonas wasn’t helping. 

“He’s just in my head,” I said, blinking the lights of Nuuk back into existence, wondering if the coffee should be stronger, and feeling the splash of tears on my cheeks once more as the pseudo ice clinging to my lashes transformed once more into something more tangible.

The tears bothered me.

They bothered me through the night and into the morning, when Atii parked outside my apartment, calling for me to hurry when I overslept and forgot to wave to her from the window. 
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For once, I was happy for Atii to be the driver. It was her preferred role whenever we partnered up on a patrol. On the rare occasion when I reached the vehicle before Atii, I had been known to drive a little on the wild side. Although I liked to tell myself that it was warranted, that I wasn’t reckless, and the few traffic incidents I had been involved in were not entirely my fault. But that morning, following a strange night of cold dreams and unprompted tears, I spent the time on the way to work staring out of the window, watching the wind blow the snow across the street, while listening to it scratch across the exterior of the car. The tyres squealed on the packed snow when Atii slowed at the roundabouts, and the fan clicked and wheezed as Atii fiddled with the various settings to clear the window when it misted up.

“It’s no good, P,” she said, leaning over the wheel to wipe the windscreen with the cuff of her jacket. “You’re going to have to stop breathing.”

“Yep,” I said. “I could do that.”

Agreeing without a returning a pithy remark gave Atii pause, and she pulled into the next bus stop. Atii knocked the patrol car out of gear, yanked on the handbrake and let the engine idle.

“Okay,” she said. “What’s going on?”

“Nothing.”

I might have thought I sounded convincing, but Atii wasn’t buying any of it. She gave me one of her narrow-eyed looks, the kind where she tilts her head to one side and usually makes me laugh, and I sighed in return, ready to tell all or, at least, all that I could remember.

“You cried in your dream?”

“Yes,” I said, once I had finished my tale of following Jonas on patrol in Greenland’s National Park. “Twice, I think.”

“And your tears froze?”

“No.” I twisted my lips as I thought about it. “The tears were real. I think I told myself they were ice. You know?”

“Not really, P. But…” Atii grinned and put the car back in gear. “You’ve given me an idea.” 

“What kind of idea?” I asked, conscious of the fact that not all Atii’s ideas were good ones, and that they often led to trouble of one kind or another. Mostly the male kind, as she set me up on another date. Although we had just started our shift, and I had the next eight hours to convince her why I didn’t think it was a good idea. And that dreaming about ending a long-distance relationship with Jonas before it really got started was not a reason to get involved with the next man Atii plucked off a list of suitable suitors for a frustrated police constable.
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