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Introduction

 

The Ice Whispers is the first novel-length book in the Greenland Missing Persons series. If you’re starting the series with this one, then I might suggest you stop and go back to the first in the series: The Boy with the Narwhal Tooth. 

 

While the Greenland Missing Persons series is lighter in tone and theme than my other Greenland Crime books, The Ice Whispers is a little darker. It is also set mostly in Canada, for reasons which will become clear as you read it.

 

All my books are pure fiction, with a little inspiration drawn from the places I have lived in or visited. Petra’s way of solving crimes, however, is always far more fiction than fact. That’s hopefully why you’re here.

 

I hope you enjoy reading The Ice Whispers as much as I enjoyed writing it. The next book in the series: The Blood Bandit, returns to novella length, but I do plan to write longer works in the future.

 

Chris

May 2021

Denmark
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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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Autumn in Nuuk is busy and wet before winter slows everything down. The population of Greenland’s capital city bursts with passengers from the tourist season’s very last cruise ships vying for a berth at the cargo docks or anchoring off the tiny pleasure boat harbour in the old part of the city. The Thai boat crews shuttle passengers into Nuuk in small rigid inflatable boats, or larger enclosed motorboats depending on the size of the cruise ship, or the wealth of its clientele. Either way, the ships compete for prized spots with ease of access, and the passengers fill the sidewalks in the city. 

Sidewalks.

We have them, but most of the streets have little more than sand and grit on the sides of the roads, and the ubiquitous tufts of resilient Arctic grasses. When the wind blows, the passengers are coated with souvenirs of Nuuk dust. It’s like moon dust, only cheaper. 

The tourists empty the shelves of the souvenir shops and art galleries of the CITES certified products made of soapstone, antler, and wood. While the less discerning tourists shop at the pop-up stands run by artists and entrepreneurs looking to avoid tourist shop commissions, and the need for certificates controlling the export of art made from the bits and bones of protected species.

The dust is free.

But buying a tupilaq from the street without a certificate can be expensive for everyone, not least the unsuspecting tourist fresh off the cruise ship.

“There,” I said, tapping the dashboard as Constable Napa – also known as Atii, my closest friend and holder of many secrets – slowed to a stop on the opposite side of the street to a familiar vendor and his stall. “He can’t see us.”

Atii shifted into neutral and let the engine idle as she watched the steam of tourists in bright red and yellow rain jackets clump around Laavak Saaneq and his fold-up table of wares.

“Why do the cruise ships insist on them wearing such awful jackets?” she said, as another grey-haired couple bumped their way through the other passengers to Laavak’s table.

“Insurance?”

“What?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe there are rules, like wear this jacket at all times or lose your deposit.” I laughed at the look Atii flashed me – one of her best you’re kidding looks. “I’m serious.”

“Well,” she said, turning back to look at Laavak and his customers. “At least they’re not wearing lifejackets.”

Passengers from the cruise ships visiting the settlements wore their lifejackets on the land. The flat kind with a gas cylinder that filled the jacket the second it came into contact with the sea. To be fair, there were plenty of examples of an iceberg calving and sending a sudden tsunami of freezing water choked with chunks of ice debris onto the land and dragging anything and anyone not tied down back into the sea. It made sense to be prepared, regardless of company policy or passenger deposits.

But the locals didn’t wear a lifejacket.

But neither did they stop and stare at the lovely iceberg calving and crashing just off the shore. Nope, they ran, just like Laavak did when the tourists from the cruise ship parted and he spotted us.

“Out, P,” Atii said, shifting into gear. “I’ll pull around and cut him off.”

“Me again?”

“It’s the deal,” she said, eyes twinkling. “I drive. You run. And,” she added, as Laavak brushed the bone figures from his table into a tatty plastic bag, “he’s getting away.”

Atii urged me out of the patrol car with a slap on the arm and a surge of power into the engine as she tickled the accelerator pedal. I flashed one of my own you have to be kidding looks, followed by another look that I hoped she interpreted as we’ll talk about this later, but Atii pulled away before it registered, and there I was, standing on the side of the street, the creases of my blue-black police jacket, trousers, and the stitches of my boots, filling with dust in the cloud Atii left in her wake.

At least it wasn’t raining. 

The chill in the air clouded my breath, and the very tops of the grasses at my feet were pinched in anticipation of the coming winter. The ice was already freezing further north, but Nuuk was unseasonably dry and cool, which helped when Atii made me run.

“Okay,” I said, as I caught Laavak’s eye. “Here we go again.”

Laavak hesitated as I raced across the street. He reached for the tupilaq in the hands of one of the taller tourists, grabbing for it, and cursing as the tourist jerked it out of Laavak’s grasp as if examining it in greater detail. Laavak gave up and ran, but his hesitation gave me a few seconds. Curiously, I noticed the tourist holding Laavak’s tupilaq was the only one wearing a casual – non-regulation rain jacket. It looked expensive.

I slid my hand to the pistol holster on my utility belt, gripping it as I ran, and chiding myself with a mental note to tighten it again, as it bothered me each time I ran.

I ran a lot.

Atii made sure of it.

Unfortunately for Laavak, he didn’t have the benefit of a personal trainer like Atii, and he worked out less than I did. He slowed as he ran up the slight rise between the old wooden houses clumped on the bare granite rocks, surrounded by the taller, modern apartment blocks, shops, and offices that seemed to spring out of the ground every couple of years. I glimpsed Atii, tyres squealing and emergency lights flashing, as she rounded the corner and pushed the patrol car a little faster. She skidded to a stop in the gravel of a tiny parking lot just twenty metres from where Laavak wheezed up another rise of rock. I followed, waving at Atii to go higher, just in case Laavak got his second wind. 

He didn’t.

Fifty years of cigarettes and more than a little alcohol, caught up with the sixty-two-year-old artist as he sank to his knees. The tupilaq inside his plastic bag rattled like old bones. And if one believed in such things, one might think that the magic carved into them had been turned against its maker by someone with stronger magic. Someone like me and Atii.

Atii didn’t believe in such things, not even when Tuukula Angakkuarneq, the Greenland police department’s consulting shaman – okay, my consulting shaman – tried to convince her otherwise. But I was coming around to the idea that old magic was still alive and kicking in modern Greenland, depending upon where you looked.

“You’re slowing down, Laavak,” I said, as I walked the last few metres toward him.

Laavak rolled over onto his side, propping himself up on his elbows to stare at me. His old brown eyes paled with the rise and fall of his chest, and I caught a whiff of beer on his breath clouding in the cool air as I knelt in front of him. 

The hard part of chasing someone like Laavak for selling illegal souvenirs on the street was after we caught him, when the emotions kicked in. I looked at his shirt – just as tattered as the plastic bag in which he carried his art – knowing that he would sell each tupilaq for a fraction of the price they were worth. The grinning figures, with their grotesque faces, overly large claws, and monstrous sexual organs, would find a prized place on the shelves of the buyer – a talking point for many years and dinner parties to come. Whereas the three or maybe five hundred kroner Laavak got for one figure, would be gone the same day, spent on booze and maybe a burger if he thought about it.

The bag of tupilaq slid down the rock, and I caught it. Laavak watched me as I opened the bag and pulled out the smallest and most intricate of the figures inside.

“You’re getting better and better,” I said, holding it up to Atii as she joined us. “See?”

Atii took the tupilaq and sat down next to Laavak. She turned the tupilaq in the light, admiring the ribs, the pot belly stomach, spindly arms, and long claws splayed just in front of the tupilaq’s wide eyes and grinning mouth. 

“It’s made of narwhal,” she said. “Isn’t it?”

“Aap.” Laavak took the figure as she handed it to him, and I caught a flash of pride in his old brown eyes. “Better finish,” he said, handing the figure back to me. “Creamier.”

“Yes, I can see that.” I took the tupilaq and placed it gently on top of the others. “It’s really good, Laavak, but you can’t sell it to anyone outside Greenland. You know that.”

Laavak raised his eyebrows in the silent Greenlandic yes.

“And you know we’ll be looking for you when the ships come in.”

“Aap.”

Atii tucked her hands into her pockets and looked at Laavak. “Then why do you do it?”

We both knew why, but we had to ask anyway, every time we caught him.

“Hungry,” he said.

“Or thirsty?”

Laavak shrugged as if Atii should already know the answer – which she did, of course.

“What about the man?” Laavak pointed a wrinkled finger down the rise at the dusty street below us. “He took my tupilaq.”

I stood up and turned around to look. The street was full of a steady stream of red and yellow-clad tourists, but the group around Laavak’s table had dispersed.

“It’s your fault,” Laavak said, pointing his finger at me.

“Mine?”

“You chased me. He kept the tupilaq.”

“You ran,” I said.

“Aap.”

I waited for Laavak to say more, holding his gaze as he stared at me. But that word spoke volumes, and in some twisted interpretation of who was most at fault, I felt something clamp around my stomach, as if Laavak had reclaimed his magic, and the tupilaq was acting on his behalf again, flooding my belly with guilt and accountability.

The smell of beer on Laavak’s breath, his tattered shirt, and even the cigarette ash smeared on his jeans, all played their part, as I imagined Laavak the artist, ash falling onto his jeans from the cigarette clamped between his lips as he sat at his workbench, face pinched in concentration as he carved life into old bones.

Yes, he flicked the hopeless romantic switch I wore all too plainly, and it worked.

“Stop it, P,” Atii said, as she pushed herself to her feet.

“Stop what?”

“You’ve got that look.”

“I haven’t.”

Only I had, and we both knew where it would lead us.

“There are three ships docked,” Atii said. “That’s a couple of thousand of people at least, on each ship.”

“Sisamat,” Laavak said.

“What’s that?”

He held up his fingers. “Four ships.”

“Where’s the fourth?”

Atii took a step further up the rock, squinting into the sun as she looked through a gap in the buildings at the cruise ship anchored just off the coast, close to the pleasure boat harbour in Kolonihavn.

“There,” she said, pointing before turning back to me. “We’re not going to interview the passengers from four ships, P,” she said, and I knew she was right.

And then I remembered the man’s jacket.

“We don’t have to. He’s not from one of the regular ships. He’s from that one,” I said, pointing at the same ship Atii had just spotted.

“And how do you know that?”

“His jacket,” I said.

“What about it?”

“It wasn’t red, or yellow. It was expensive.”

“And that narrows it down to…”

“One ship,” I said, warming to the challenge. “The most luxurious of them.”

“They’re all luxurious,” Atii said. “And besides, it’s not our fault, and it’s not our responsibility.”

“I know. But one of those ships is for the super-rich. The jacket says so.”

“She’s right,” Laavak said. There was more life in his eyes now, and I felt the tip of the tupilaq’s claws scratching my belly – lightly, persistently – as Laavak gave me his full approval, adding that he would never sell souvenirs on the street again. “If you get my tupilaq back.”

“Don’t do this, P.”

“Atii,” I said. “It’s the right thing to do.”

“For someone else, maybe. Not us. Not police. And you fly to Canada tomorrow. This is your last night.”

“I know.”

Atii cast a hopeless gesture at Laavak, and then added, “I planned something. A going away thing.”

“A thing?”

“A party.”

“Kaffemik?” Laavak asked.

“You,” Atii said, jabbing her finger at Laavak, “are not invited.” She checked her phone and turned the screen toward me. “I have to pick up guests in an hour,” she said.

“Guests?”

“Aap.” Atii slipped her phone back into her pocket. “You’ve got until then.”

“One hour?”

“Not a second more.”

“Plenty of time,” Laavak said, and I felt another scratch of the tupilaq’s claws – powerful magic.


 

 

 

 

 

2

 

The pleasure boat harbour in Nuuk’s Kolonihavn is little more than a jetty and a larger dock where the big wooden sail and steam ships docked over a hundred years earlier. The buildings around the harbour captured the age and showed it too, with their bright wooden exteriors and ageing roofs – most of the buildings belonged to the nearby museum, conveniently located within a short walk of the jetty. The council removed unsightly carcasses and excessive blood left by hunters before the cruise ships arrived, although the occasional walrus head on the dock only added to the exoticism that was Greenland, giving passengers and tourists the same sense of adventure and exploration as those who visited Greenland in the 1800s.

The man standing on the jetty beside the expensive motorboat looked like he could care less about history, but something in his eye suggested he had seen his fair share of blood and carcasses. That and the big pistol holstered on a thick webbing belt I spotted from the parking lot as Atii pulled to a stop.

“Let’s take it easy, P,” she said, as we left the patrol car and walked onto the wooden jetty.

“He’s wearing a pistol, Atii.”

“Aap. And he’s standing by that posh motorboat which probably belongs to the fancy ship out there.”

“I know, but…”

“Which means there’s money here, and we need to be careful. That’s all.”

I thought of Laavak, and how little money he had, which was why we were on the jetty after all. Another mental scratch of the tupilaq’s claws confirmed it, and I nodded we would be careful.

“Ladies,” the man said in English with a thick northern accent as we approached. “How can I help you?”

“Police officers, actually,” Atii said. 

“I can see that.” The man slipped his thumbs into the broad belt at his waist. “What can I do for you?”

“Atii,” I whispered, as I felt her body stiffen beside me. “You said…”

She pointed at the ship in the distance, and said, “Is that yours?”

The man looked over his shoulder, then smiled at Atii. Every man we met smiled at Atii. Something about her short, punky black hair and the gleam of something sharp in her eye seemed to turn them on. Most men baulked when they discovered Atii was dating – kind of… it was complicated – Sergeant Gaba Alatak, leader of the Special Response Unit. But even if Gaba was standing on the jetty beside us, I had the impression this man would keep smiling at Atii, perhaps even daring Gaba to say something. They had the same build, the same attitude, but the Englishman was slightly taller and with a shock of blond hair that framed his sunburned pale skin.

“That’s The Ice Star,” he said. “What’s your interest?”

“What about your name?” Atii squared her feet on the wooden deck of the jetty.

“Burwardsley,” he said. “Lieutenant, British Army.” He gave Atii another smile and let it drift over to me. “You can call me Mike, if you like.”

“You’re armed, Lieutenant,” Atii said, flicking her finger at the gun on Burwardsley’s hip.

“I am.”

“Guides on cruise ships are allowed to carry a rifle or a shotgun for polar bears,” Atii said. “But not in town. And handguns are illegal.”

“I’m sure they are,” Burwardsley said. He glanced at the driver of the motorboat as the crackle of the radio announced the imminent return of the next group of passengers to be shuttled back to the cruise ship. “But,” he said, turning back to face Atii and me. “This one is mine. So, if that’s what this is about.” He jabbed his finger at the ship. “You can take it up with the captain. And, if you’ll excuse me, I have to take care of my guests.” He nodded at a group of four well-dressed Europeans – two couples, with at least twenty years between them. Burwardsley leaned in closer to Atii and me, lowering his voice to a whisper as he said, “These Russians are arrogantly rich, so I’d give them a wide berth if I were you.”

“Russians?” Atii said.

“The young couple. The Germans, however…” Burwardsley let his last thought go unfinished as he switched gears and welcomed the couples onto the motorboat, promising them they would leave shortly, but that they were still waiting for two more guests.

“Typical,” the Russian male said. His partner scowled at Burwardsley, then cast an equally scathing look over Atii and me. The driver of the motorboat helped them onto the boat and into their seats while the Germans waited.

“Jacket,” I said to Atii in Danish, before switching to German to talk to the man I recognised when pursuing Laavak. “My name is Constable Petra Jensen. I’d like to ask a few questions.”

“In German,” the man said. “Where did you learn that?”

“Here,” I said. “At school.”

I could have added something about a student on an exchange visit from Berlin, who helped my Danish teacher in our German classes at high school. I could also have told him how I threw myself into foreign languages, as if to compensate for my lack of Greenlandic. But that would bring up memories and prejudices, which took time and energy to process. Besides, the tupilaq clutching my stomach was impatient.

Burwardsley was too, it seemed, as he butted in with rough, but passable German, reminding me that these were his guests, his responsibility, and that a quick call from his captain to mine was his next move. I thought of Sergeant Duneq back at the police station, and whose side he would favour, if only to put me in what he felt was my proper place: far, far below him.

“That won’t be necessary, Mike,” the German man said. He offered me his hand, and introduced himself as, “Kord Bähr and my wife, Hedy.” They shook hands with both Atii and me, waving Burwardsley back to the motorboat where he stopped and glared at us. “I think I know what this is about, Constable,” Kord said.

Kord and Hedy were almost equal in height, and with their autumn-coloured clothes – a mix of fitted leather, designer jeans, and sculpted footwear – setting off their dark grey hair, they made an impact, as well-dressed softly spoken rich people often do.

Atii nudged me, breaking the spell, and I felt the tickle of the tupilaq’s claws, as Kord pulled it out of his pocket.

“This is a wonderful piece,” he said, taking another look at it, before handing it to Atii. “I would have paid handsomely for it, but the artist was otherwise engaged, and I didn’t want to leave it on the street.”

“No,” I said, suddenly curious that everything had gone so smoothly and quickly. I looked down for a second as I gathered my thoughts and noticed that the Bährs were suspiciously free of dust, and I wondered if resisting dust was another perk of being rich. I lifted my head, caught Kord’s grey eyes as he looked at me, and mumbled a soft, “Thank you,” as the last of the motorboat’s passengers stepped onto the jetty.

“I would like to buy it,” Kord said. “If you would be so kind as to give the man…” He paused, waiting for a name.

“Laavak,” I said.

“Of course. If you could give Laavak the money, then I could keep the tupilaq.”

My mouth went dry as Kord opened his wallet and pulled out five one thousand kroner notes. He handed them to Atii and nodded at the tupilaq.

“No,” I said, swallowing before I continued. “We can’t take the money.”

“I see,” Kord said. He pulled his hand back, as if considering what to do next. “Is it because you can’t handle the money on Laavak’s behalf? Is that it?”

“It’s illegal,” I said. “The tupilaq is carved from the tooth of a narwhal. You can’t take it out of the country. Laavak knows this. It’s why he has a stand on the roadside.”

“And that’s why you chased him, because he was trying to fool the tourists.”

“Yes,” I said.

Hedy tapped her husband’s elbow, and they stepped to one side as the last three passengers made their way to the motorboat.

“Such a shame,” Kord said. “I think I heard he wanted just a few hundred kroner for it. It’s worth considerably more. I was going to give it my brother.”

“Kord,” Hedy said, with a nod to the motorboat. “We should get on board. Mike is waiting.”

“Yes, yes. You go on. I’ll be just a moment.”

Hedy gave her husband a look which he dismissed with a wave of his hand. He waited until she was out of earshot before continuing.

“Hedy doesn’t like to talk about my brother. She doesn’t approve. But of what, I couldn’t tell you.” 

He cast a last wistful look at the tupilaq, then slipped the notes back into his wallet, pocketing it just as Atii tucked Laavak’s tupilaq into her jacket.

“Eckart, my brother, spent some time in Greenland. He acquired quite a taste for everything to do with your country – the food, the culture, the ice, the mountains…” Kord paused as he looked at Atii and me, studying our faces for a second longer than I felt was necessary. “Anyway. He’s not here now. Although I wish he was. He would like to return, I’m sure, if he was able.” Kord smiled, adding, “He would have loved that tupilaq. He’s a collector, mad about the north.”

“Mr. Bähr,” Burwardsley said, choosing English to hurry his guest onto the motorboat. “If you’d be so kind?”

“Just a minute, Mike. If you would be so kind.”

The jetty creaked as Burwardsley took a step back. Atii tilted her head to look at him, and I imagined her enjoying the power Kord had over the British Lieutenant.

“Yes,” Kord said. “Eckart would have enjoyed your company, I’m sure. But I’m overstepping your hospitality, and in danger of upsetting the new-rich Russians, for which I will no doubt be reminded for the rest of our voyage.” Kord’s eyes widened in mock horror before he sighed. “I must get going.” He flicked his gaze toward Atii’s jacket pocket. “It’s a shame about the tupilaq. Even without my brother’s background knowledge of your country, I know excellent work when I see it. That is an extraordinary piece, and I am truly saddened if Laavak struggles to make ends meet, as I imagine is the case.”

“He struggles,” I said. “Many people do.”

“And if I were to make a donation? To a charity that helped people like Laavak?” Kord switched to English, drawing Atii back into the conversation. “Perhaps you would be so kind to contact me, if there was an opportunity to do so… to make a contribution?” Kord pulled a thin silver case from his pocket and took two plain business cards out of it, one for each of us.

Burwardsley coughed loudly, and Kord rolled his eyes.

“The Russians,” he said. He snapped the case closed and shook our hands. “A pleasure to meet you both. You’ll excuse me.”

Atii caught my eye and smiled as Kord walked the last few metres to the motorboat. Russian voices – foreign but laced with universal grit and irritation – greeted Kord as he stepped on board. The driver started the engine and waved to Burwardsley to free the mooring lines.

“Thanks, ladies,” Burwardsley said, pausing on the way to the bow mooring line. “Now I have to demean myself to those rich Russian bastards for the rest of the voyage.”

“I won’t lose any sleep over it,” Atii said, adding one of her best winks along with a killer smile.

“Atii…” I said.

“Fair enough,” Burwardsley said. He tapped the big pistol at his hip. “Neither will I.”

We waited on the jetty as Burwardsley gave the motorboat a shove before stepping on board. He leaned against the cab, watching us as the driver turned the boat around and headed back to the ship. Raised Russian voices drifted out of the cab and across the water toward us. Atii grinned and gave Burwardsley a last provocative wave. He flicked his middle finger in return.

“I enjoyed that,” Atii said, as we walked back to the patrol car.

“I can tell.”

“Perks of the job. But now,” she said, doing a quick drum roll with her hands on the roof of the car, “we have to pick up your guests.”

“Russians?” I asked, as we got into the car.

“Better than that.” Atii grinned, eyes sparkling. “Shamans. Two of them.”
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Atii parked in front of the airport entrance, then made an excuse not to come in – something about last-minute arrangements. After chasing Laavak, then chasing down his tupilaq, not to mention the strange encounter with the big Brit on the jetty and his generous German guest, I had thought little about Atii’s surprise kaffemik, or the reasons she wanted to throw one for me.

“Hurry up, P,” she said, shooing me out of the patrol car.

I left her on her smartphone, blinked in the late autumn sun, and dumped my jacket on the back seat. The parking lot of Nuuk Airport was just as dusty as the streets of the city, but there were no tupilaq vendors or cruise ship tourists between me and the entrance, just a lonely figure smoking what was probably his first or second cigarette of the day, standing to one side of the doors.

Tuukula Angakkuarneq looked older than I remembered ever seeing him. In my mind, he was one of the sprightliest seventy-one-year-olds I knew, and yet he looked tired. I wondered if it had anything to do with his daughter, the five-year-old bundle of trouble and shaman in training. 

“She’s inside,” Tuukula said, after he greeted me with a warm hug.

“Alone?”

Tuukula tilted his head to one side, and I smiled at the sight of the tuft of hair on top of his head – more white than grey this time.

“She’s not alone. I left her with a young constable called Schmidt.”

“Kuno?” I stifled a laugh as I imagined how he was handling Luui. “He must be doing passport control and customs,” I said. 

“Aap.”

“I’d better go in and rescue him.”

“I think he would appreciate that.”

Tuukula finished his cigarette and plucked a fresh one from behind his ear. “My second,” he said, before lighting it.

“You’re okay? Aren’t you?” I reached for Tuukula’s hand, and he gave mine a weak squeeze in return. 

“I’m all right. Just more tired than usual.”

“You needn’t have come,” I said. 

“I wanted to. And you know I couldn’t stop Luui if I tried. But, also, the nurse in Qaanaaq wants me to see the doctor in Nuuk. They flew us down. Saved us the tickets.” He squeezed my hand a second time, adding, “It’s just a check-up.”

“They have doctors in Ilulissat,” I said, more worried than I was when I first saw him.

“And specialists in Nuuk. Go.” Tuukula let go of my hand and gave me a gentle push toward the door. “I’ll get in the car if you’ll get my daughter.”

OEBPS/images/GMP-Map-8.jpeg
t =

Petra Piitalaat Jensen’s
Greenland Missing Persons Map
“The Ice Whispers”





OEBPS/images/GMP-Map-8-number-2_1.jpeg
f Arctic

North Pole eean

Greenland

Qaanaaq

Upernavik

/ Boffi'\h
N\
R b
<

°
703

Pl

Cambridge 3
Ba

i g
\~~ Nunavut g
X :
(] S = —3
Northwest I
Territories & /\/L/@’/@ﬂ \J\@f
S Quebec

Gﬁ\ : / Hudson Bay





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Greenland Missing Persons #8
featuring Constable Petra “Piitalaat” Jensen

CHRISTOFFER
PETERSEN

‘Petersen writes chilling thrillers in harsh,
isolated environments. Too dark for some.
Too cold for everyone.’

Oskar Gudmundsson

THE ICE
WHISPERS






