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Introduction

 

The Last Day of Old Magic is a gentle and exploratory story set in Ilulissat on Greenland’s west coast. It is also the fourteenth in the Greenland Missing Persons series of novellas, novels, and short stories. 

 

I’m going to start with an apology. I needed to write this story to put things in place following events in the previous stories, including the stand-alone novel Crocodile Beat. You don’t need to read Crocodile Beat to enjoy The Last Day of Old Magic, but I needed to write this story in order to write the next one. I’m sure I’m not making any sense, but hopefully, things will be a lot clearer at the end of this story.

 

I’ll leave you be now.

 

Chris

August 2022

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

qipoqqaq – humpback whale

qujanaq – thank you

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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Part 1

 

As usual, it was Gaba’s fault. Although, to be fair, what happened at the end of our sparring session in the gym was on me, as he was, by design. But that was after my first session with the police psychologist. And she was Gaba’s fault, by design. It was part of the deal, signed off by Sergeant Jowls, of course. It seemed as though all the sergeants were against me. Of course, they blamed me, suggesting that I might not have needed the extra therapy sessions before returning to active duty if I had stuck to the plan in Australia, and embraced the concept of the intervention without getting involved in the hunt for a cop killer.

If is an interesting word or phrase, even. It might even be a concept, if I was to translate it into something a therapist might say. Inuuguk Nuuku, my therapist, wanted me to explore if and made it clear what would happen if I didn’t.

I took a moment to ground myself in the newly painted consultation room. The light green walls were supposed to be soothing, and they might have been if it hadn’t been for the smell of fresh paint. Inuuguk – we were on first name terms – tried to hide it by burning a scented candle, which only made it worse.

“Petra?”

“Just a second,” I said. 

I forced myself to smile and was rewarded with a softening of her gaze, which put me at ease and made me realise Inuuguk was actually pretty good at her job. She was a few years older than me, and I knew she struggled with some of the older officers, especially the men. Sergeant Taatsiaq Sinniisi had complained when he had to see her for his evaluation when taking Gaba’s slot as leader of the Special Response Unit. But then, he would probably need to see Inuuguk again when Gaba stole the SRU back from him. I decided to give Inuuguk the benefit of the doubt.

“I’m not the only one Gaba’s plotting against,” I whispered.

“Is that Sergeant Alatak?”

I thought I had whispered.

“Sorry,” I said. “It slipped out.”

“You think it did,” Inuuguk said. She brushed her fringe to one side, and I realised our hair was almost the exact same length. “But if Sergeant Alatak was on your mind…”

“Gaba’s always on my mind,” I said, only to instantly regret it. Some things were better whispered, or perhaps not said at all.

“Are you romantically involved with…” Inuuguk paused before using his first name, “Gaba?”

“That’s a little personal.”

“This whole session is personal,” Inuuguk said. She offered me a cute smile and shrug combo. “It’s also confidential. I won’t repeat anything you tell me in session.”

“But what about my report? You are writing one, aren’t you?”

“Aap,” she said. “But my report is limited to facts and recommendations, no specifics.”

“Explain,” I said, as I reached for the takeaway latte I had smuggled into Inuuguk’s consultation room.

Inuuguk took the pen and paper from her lap and set them on the table between us. “Well, for example,” she said. “I might write that Constable Petra Jensen exhibits signs of boundary interference.”

“What?”

“You have issues with your superiors.”

“Issues?” I forgot all about my latte, and any sympathies I might have shared with Inuuguk Nuuku and the issues she experienced with my colleagues. “I don’t have issues with Sergeant Alatak.”

“But you are confused…”

“Confused?”

“About your feelings for him.”

“Sorry,” I said. “Is this couples therapy? Should Gaba be here?”

“Do you want him to be?”

It was the classic therapist answer – the kind I had seen in the movies and TV dramas Atii and I indulged in now that we were on a break from Friends. It might also have been bait. 

It worked.

“I’m not in a relationship with Gaba.”

“Do you want to be?”

“What? No,” I said. I dismissed the idea with a wave of my hand, spilling coffee, not caring. Or maybe caring too much. “And stop answering me with a question.”

“It’s how it works, Petra.”

“I know how it works,” I said, wiping coffee from my jeans. “I just don’t need to talk about Gaba.”

“What about the other sergeants in your life?”

“Other sergeants?” I snorted, spilled more coffee, and then recovered. “You make me sound like someone who practices serial insubordination…”

“Or simply someone who dates sergeants.”

“Dates sergeants?”

I caught Inuuguk’s smile, the dimpling of her cheeks, and I relaxed.

She was baiting me. 

“Sergeant Jowls…”

“Who?”

“Ah,” I said. “Sergeant Duneq. Jowls is my name for him.” I leaned forward as Inuuguk reached for her notepad and pen. “Please don’t write that. I shouldn’t have said it.”

Inuuguk leaned back in her seat. “No problem,” she said, with a nod at her notepad. “This is off the record.”

“Sergeant Duneq gives me a hard time,” I said. “Sometimes, I think he means well, that he might actually be trying to help me.”

“In what way?”

Another question. I let it go.

“I think he thinks he’s trying to make me a better version of myself.”

“And does he need to? Do you need him to?”

“I think he wants to. It’s for him, I guess.”

“You guess?”

I took a moment and let my eyes wander around the room. There were no pictures on the walls – probably because it had just been painted – and I focused on Inuuguk’s desk, looking for something to latch onto. I caught the reflection of the screensaver on her computer monitor in the window and smiled as I recognised the heart-shaped mountain of Uummannaq, one of a series of photos in a slideshow. I gave myself a mental pat on the back for observation and turned back to face Inuuguk. I wanted to guess at her connection to Uummannaq, the mountainous island high above the Arctic Circle, but decided it could wait. This session was about me, after all. The sooner we were done, the sooner I could get back to work.

Besides, I had a date with Gaba at the gym.

“I can be a little impulsive,” I said. “Sometimes very impulsive.”

“Go on.”

I sighed, wondering how far I should go and what Inuuguk might put in my report. 

“Let me help,” she said.

“Okay.”

Inuuguk caught my eye to make sure she had my attention and then began.

“You are curious by nature.”

“Yes…”

“Just listen, Petra,” Inuuguk said, raising a warning finger. “Curious is how your friends and colleagues describe you.”

She was talking about Atii, for sure.

“You are also passionate about your work. You empathise with the people you meet, to the point where you often put yourself in their shoes, so to speak.”

“Not on the weekends,” I said, thinking of the drunken brawls we broke up every Friday through Sunday. 

“That’s crowd control,” Inuuguk said, with a smile. “Not police work.”

“Crowd control?” It was my turn to shrug. “Okay, I’ll accept that.”

“Back to police work,” Inuuguk said. “The combination of curiosity, passion, and empathy is what gets you into trouble.”

“Trouble?” I said. I felt my brow pinch with what Atii called my curious frown and realised she was right. I tried to relax, tried to listen.

“In your case, Petra, trouble usually gets results. The same things that get you into trouble are the same things you need to do your job. There’s a reason the commissioner assigned you – straight out of the academy – to the missing persons department.”

“It’s a desk,” I said. “Not a very big one.”

Inuuguk smiled before she continued. “Your humility is another trait the commissioner admires. It’s why he stands up for you.”

The room felt small, all of a sudden, as if the walls were closing in. Either Inuuguk had been told things, or perhaps I wasn’t the only one who deserved a pat on the back for observation.

“Your challenge, Petra,” Inuuguk said, ignoring the frown furrowing deeper and deeper into my brow, “is to preserve those traits, while applying a little more professional distance.”

I let out the breath I didn’t know I had been holding and nodded. “I thought you were going to say judgment.”

“That too,” Inuuguk said. “A few more seconds to appraise the situation – any and all situations…”

“Yes?”

“If you agree to do that, then I see no reason not to give you a clean bill of mental health.”

I paused for a second, not wanting to say what I knew I was expected to say, but I said it anyway. It was expected – more bait. If I didn’t take the bait, I might never return to the job I called home and the colleagues I called family.

“I shot a man,” I said. “In the mountains. The gun was empty. But I didn’t know it at the time.” I took a breath. “I pulled the trigger.”

Inuuguk nodded.

“You were waiting for me to say it, weren’t you?”

Another nod.

“No questions?”

“Now that we have dealt with the sergeants,” Inuuguk said, as she reached for her notepad. “I think the real session can begin. What do you say to that?”

I took another breath and nodded. “I’m ready,” I said.

“That’s good, Petra. Let’s start at the beginning.”


 

 

 

 

 

 

Part 2

 

I let Gaba take the lead, then slid, barefoot, across the mats, keeping my hands up in the defensive position in case he tried anything, but keeping my eyes focused on his body language. Not his body, although that always proved difficult, as he kept himself in good shape.

“It’s not about the sergeants,” I said. It was my new mantra. It made me smile.

“What’s that, Constable?”

“It’s not about you,” I said, adding a wicked sneer at Gaba’s use of my title, Constable. 
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