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Author’s Note

 

Call Sign Sled Dog started life as an action story, with lots of dogfighting in the skies above the North Pole. I’m not entirely sure what happened, but it quickly developed into a mystery of sorts, and I just rolled with it.

 

This is what tends to happen with short stories, and it’s why I like writing them. I also use short stories to explore ideas and characters. Some stories start out as concepts, and I might flesh them out into bigger works. Others stay as a one-off short story, with the idea that I might return to them one day, pick up where I left off, and keep going.

 

I’m not sure what’s going to happen to Ukaliina, but I rather like her, and I’m pretty sure she we haven’t seen the last of her.

 

The second Call Sign Sled Dog entered the realm of mystery it was clear I could add a few familiar faces. I’ve used the narrator many times in Maratse’s novellas. And once I decided on him telling the story, it paved the way for others to join him.

 

Call Sign Sled Dog is a short story, written for fun. It is not part of the canon of Greenland stories.

 

At least, not yet.
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1

 

I had a name. I had a part of a name, together with wild reports of an incident involving a cruise ship, one, possibly two drones armed with missiles, and an old fighter jet with a young Greenlander in the cockpit. The Greenlander’s name – part of it – was Nakinngi, and the incident I believed she was involved in took place in the skies above the North Pole in early May.

It was June.

I had a deadline.

I had part of a name.

Julius Schott, the current editor of The Narwhal, worked the story from Copenhagen, sending the junior journalists interning with the magazine to harass the politicians at Christiansborg, with just enough information to provoke a response provided the intended recipient knew anything about the incident. Schott had been harrying the politicians since mid-May when the first rumours surfaced about a potential cover-up in the Arctic. But so far, despite continued efforts, and a particularly motivated intern who had impressed Schott with her tenacity, the story was dead in the water.

“Either they know nothing,” Schott said when he called before breakfast.

“Or they know enough to know not to say anything,” I said.

“Which means there is definitely something to the story.” 

I agreed with Schott.

There was something. But it was elusive.

“Just think about it,” Schott said, as I grabbed my satchel on my way to the hotel restaurant, the one with the best view of the city. “They managed to collect all the photos and video from all the passengers aboard that ship.”

“The Tranquil Prospect,” I said, closing the door to my room. The carpet cushioned my footsteps, but my voice boomed in the sudden confines of the long corridor on the third floor of Hotel Hans Egede – Nuuk’s fanciest hotel. “It’s an adventure cruise ship. Pricey,” I said. “Maybe twenty-five, max forty passengers.”

“And crew,” Schott said.

“Another twenty.” I paused outside the restaurant. “Sixty people on a ship with expensive Internet. No one is going to send video from the ship, not unless they have a blog with traffic to justify it.”

“Someone does,” Schott said. “Find it.”

He ended the call without another word.

Typical Schott.

I slipped my mobile into my pocket, found a table by the tall windows overlooking the city, and made camp in anticipation of a long breakfast, with plenty of trips to the buffet and back, while I organised my notes on my laptop.

The clink and rattle of cutlery on plates, cups on saucers, and the conversation bubbling at each table masked the arrival of Íeda Finnbogadóttir. I caught the scent of her perfume as she stopped at my table – something musky, sweet, with a hint of cinnamon – and looked up to catch a warm smile on a thin face. Her blonde hair was piled clumsily in a big bun on top of her head, with long curls framing her cheeks. Her blue eyes were startling, as was her accent. Expecting Danish, or even Icelandic, Íeda’s thick Texan drawl took me aback.

“From my daddy’s side,” she said, sitting down and introducing herself as, “Ida. It’s easier.”

“Thomas Bay,” I said, taking her hand.

“I know who you are, Thomas,” she said. “Do you mind if I…?” Ida gestured at the spare coffee cup and the cafetière and I nodded for her to help herself. “I would have sent a mail, but I don’t like trails,” she said.

My brow creased with a frown, deeper than I intended, and I gave Ida a second look. “Ah, you’ve got me at a disadvantage,” I said.

“A position of strength,” she said. “It’s intentional.”

I guessed Ida was in her late twenties, but her manner, and the elusive way she teased at the topic and directed the course of the conversation, suggested she was either wise beyond her years, or perhaps the daughter of a politician.

“Finnbogadóttir?” I said. “Are you…”

“You’re thinking of the Icelandic president?” Ida smiled, took a sip of coffee, and then shook her head. “No relation. But my father, Finnbogi, is Icelandic.”

“And your mother?”

“Absent,” Ida said, cutting off any further familial questions with a curt wave of her slim hand. “And you are a journalist.”

“Yes.”

“Working for The Narwhal.”

“Yes,” I said, thinking it was easy enough to discover who I was and what I did if someone was interested. Ida seemed to be interested but had yet to indicate why.

“And you’re working on a secret story that has tantalisingly few leads, but a whole host of rumours, only making you even more curious – frustratingly so.”
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