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Introduction

 

Once again, this story did not turn out as I had imagined. Petra took the lead again, and I followed, twisting the story at her direction. It has a sinister title, but I think you might be surprised to discover the tone of the story as it develops.

 

Good luck.

 

I’ll see you on the other side!

 

Chris

September 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

taateraaq – Black-legged kittiwake

tikaagullik – Common Minke Whale

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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Being sick is no fun. Since my first day at the Police Academy, and during my first few years as a newly graduated police constable, I could count the number of days I had been sick on one hand, thumb not included. One of those days might have been the result of a little too much celebrating when handing in our final assignment the day before, but Constable Atii Napa had long since given up trying to convince me that a free day after submission had been factored into the academy curriculum from the very start of the year. 

“You have to let it go, P,” she said, more than once, and often followed with a rolling of the eyes and a sigh that suggested I really should – let it go, that is.

Neither am I counting the days I have spent in hospital after a bruising – either through a beating or blunt force trauma when getting up close and personal with one weapon wielding thug or another.

Yes, I used the word thug.

Then there were the gunshot wounds – several bullet glances and grazes. I had a few days off for each of those.

Hypothermia put me in hospital a few times too, but as it was me who usually took the plunge and dived into the sea in the first place, those days don’t count.

And neither does the leave I was given each time one traumatic experience, or another forced me to reflect on difficult things that I didn’t want to talk about or process in order to begin the healing everyone but me decided I needed in order to move on. Perhaps it was just me, but I struggled to understand why my friends and colleagues didn’t understand that I needed to dwell on the difficult things as doing so gave me the energy to solve the underlying problems that were the root cause of my difficulties in the first instance.

Yes, I know how that sounds.

But I also know that a cold, borderline influenza, is a whole other animal, and if there was anything worse than my usual impulsive and intensive approach to policing, then it was me padding and pacing about my apartment, sniffling and sneezing, with pyjama pockets overflowing with wet scrunches of kitchen paper. The standard paper tissues were useless. I needed something of industrial strength.

“It’s no good, Atii,” I said, as I sat hunched over the kitchen table, sniffling into the mic of my smartphone, with a huge mug of tea and honey in one hand and a soggy tissue in the other. “I think I have to duct tape my nose.”

“That’s a bad idea, P.”

“It’s all I’ve got left,” I said, thinking that if duct tape can patch the bow of a hunter’s fibreglass dinghy after crunching into an ice floe, it could stop my nose from leaking too. “I’m going to do it.”

“Right,” Atii said. If my hearing hadn’t been blasted by my cold, I might have heard her sigh before she challenged me to find a roll of duct tape and go right ahead. “But you haven’t got any, have you, P?”

“I might have,” I said, but the effort of finding it was suddenly too much and I decided to think about where it might be rather than to actually go looking for it. Which is when I had a wonderful idea. “You could bring me some.”

“Naamik.”

I could just picture Atii shaking her head as she refused, and the stiff spikes of her punky hair bobbing as she did so. 

“You could…”

“I’m not coming near you, P,” she said. “You’re toxic.”

“I’m not…” 

I paused to blow my nose.

“…only a little – maybe.”

A little was, if I was honest, quite a lot, as the heaps of wet tissues strewn around my apartment, the empty tissue boxes and the skinny rolls of kitchen paper would testify. I didn’t really blame Atii for not wanting to come over, but it would be a day or two before I was rational enough to think such thoughts. In that moment, I was far from selfless, and ready to heap on the guilt and even whinge and whine if I had to.

“I could lower a basket out of the window,” I said, once Atii had ignored the idea of leaving supplies on my doorstep for fear of me popping the door open, then grabbing her by the arm and dragging her inside my lair.

That’s what it felt like, anyway.

A lair – complete with grotty corners and wicked smells.

Of course, I couldn’t smell a thing, and the thought of getting into the shower was far, far from my mind.

“You have everything you need, P,” Atii said. “I’ve seen your cupboards.”

She wasn’t wrong. 

For the first time in what felt like months, I actually had food in my apartment for more than a week of meals. I even had a full box of cheap red wine, something I had hoped to use to entice Atii to come over and to keep me company. Only she was immoveable.

“You’re stubborn,” I said. 

“I had a good teacher,” she replied.

I knew a stalemate when I encountered one, and I took a snotty breath, filling my lungs with as much air as I could muster, in anticipation of letting Atii know that she was a bad friend, that she had abandoned me, that if it was her who was sick…

“I would be there in a hair beat.”

“A what?”

“A hair beat,” I said, sniffing, blowing, and cursing some more.

I would have continued if it hadn’t been for the knock at my door, and that burst of excitement at the thought that Atii had just kept me dangling on the line, putting me on speaker while she jumped into the patrol car, drove to the kiosk, grabbed a year’s worth of fizzy drinks, chocolate, more tea, another six jars of honey, and enough kitchen roll to paper everybody’s apartment in the whole of Nuuk, before racing through the city – blue lights flashing, siren blaring – and skidding to a halt outside my apartment building, before charging up the stairs to deliver everything including her company, so that she might mop my sweaty brow, brush my hair, and promise me that I would feel better very soon, and that she would stay with me until I did so.

“…as long as you need me,” she said.

“What?”

“But there’s somebody at your door.”

She was right.

There was somebody at my door.

But it wasn’t Atii.


 

 

 

 

 

 

2

 

Sergeant Kiiu ‘George’ Duneq was not a regular visitor to my apartment, and when I opened the door and saw him standing there, in the hall, hands clutching a thin cardboard folder, I understood that I wasn’t just sick, but that it was terminal.

At least, that was the impression I got when looking at Sergeant Jowls’ – my name for my supervisor – face, that someone had died. It wasn’t fair, of course, and even in my sniffly state, I only had to look into Duneq’s eyes to realise that he was hurting, and that I should drop my usual derogatory thoughts about his generous neck – plural – and invite him inside.

“But I must warn you,” I said, curious that he had yet to comment on my pyjamas, or the sticky wad of kitchen paper I pressed to my nose, “Atii says I’m toxic.”

Duneq didn’t bat an eye.

And if I had been any less sick, it would have bothered me.

Duneq squeezed past me, paused to kick off his boots, and then continued along the very short hall to the kitchen. He stood beside my kitchen table with his back to the kitchen window and gestured for me to sit.

“I heard you were sick,” he said.

“Yes. I called in this morning. My shift isn’t due to start until midday, but I don’t think…”

“This can’t wait until midday, Jensen,” Duneq said. He pulled out a chair and sat down, sliding the folder onto the table between us. “I need you to look at this.”

I stared at the folder for a second, wondering if I had forgotten to follow one protocol or another, and if Duneq had chosen to bring my suspension papers to me, personally. He had always been tough, and tougher on me than anyone else I knew, but I also felt the ice in our relationship had melted of late, and that, despite everything he said or did to make my life miserable, he actually cared. 

But this…

Suspension papers…

“Please, Constable,” he said, throwing me off guard and making me wonder if I was so sick I had begun to hallucinate. “I need your help… Piitalaat.”

It was Duneq’s use of my Greenlandic name that did it.

Clearly, I wasn’t just ill, I was dying. And, if that was the case, then it wouldn’t hurt to reach for the folder – which I did – and open it – which I felt compelled to do.

Duneq watched me as I opened the folder and took out six pages of paper, each of which had a black-and-white photograph clipped to the top right-hand corner.

“They’re all women,” I said, and Duneq nodded.

They were all Greenlandic, too, but of different ages, with about ten or twenty years between the oldest and the youngest. I looked up and noticed that Duneq had stopped looking at me. Instead, his gaze was fixed on the photograph of the oldest of the six women clipped to the page I had placed on the table, to the right of all the other women Duneq had collected in the folder.

“Her name is Qupaluk Spangsfeldt,” Duneq said. “She is thirty-eight years old.”

“Yes?” I said, thinking that Qupaluk had pretty eyes, that they were large, but that they complemented her round face, framed by thick black hair cut short but with curly bangs on each side of her temple.

“She’s missing, Constable,” Duneq said. “I need you to find her.”

Duneq is a big man, and even though I am taller, I always felt small in his presence, often because he took the time to put me in my place, to remember that I had a lot to learn, and, in his capacity as my supervisor, he expected me to listen to everything he said, and to do everything he told me to do. 

Both things were difficult for me. 

But I struggled to remember anything more difficult than seeing Duneq so visibly diminished as he was sitting at my kitchen table, in my apartment, presenting me with a folder full of missing women, one of whom I didn’t doubt was important to him.

This wasn’t police work, I realised, as I looked at each paper in turn.
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