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Police Constable David Maratse pressed the volume button on the radio until the dispatcher’s voice filled the interior of the patrol car. Constable Kuno Schmidt tapped the steering wheel as they waited. Three cars drove around the roundabout where Sipisaq Kangilleq joined the main road leading out of Nuuk city centre towards the airport and the residential area, Qinngorput. Schmidt looked down at the radio as an update crackled through the speakers.

“Keep your eyes on the road,” Maratse said, as he made a note of the registration number and description of the car racing out of the centre of Nuuk with two patrol cars in pursuit.

“I used to have an old Mazda, back in Denmark,” Schmidt said, as Maratse closed his notebook.

“When?”

“Just before I started training at the Police Academy. I sold it the night before I left for Brøndby.” Schmidt laughed at the thought. “Worst car I ever owned. Always breaking down.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said, as he scanned the cars approaching the roundabout from Nuuk.

“What about you? What car did you have?”

“I had a boat.”

“Like a fishing boat?”

“Smaller,” Maratse said. “And full of holes.”

“Just like my Mazda.”

Maratse spared a second to think about the number of cars there had been in Ittoqqortoormiit when he was old enough to drive. Apart from the police patrol car, the transit van that doubled as an ambulance, and a handful of taxis, the other vehicles were tractors and forklifts, a tanker to deliver water to those wealthy enough to afford the delivery, a flatbed truck to pick up the garbage, and a couple of vehicles to service the heliport. He couldn’t remember if there had been any personal vehicles, but there were plenty of boats on the water.

“Blue Mazda,” Schmidt said. “There.”

Maratse looked up as Schmidt pointed. He saw the Mazda as the driver pulled out and around a large pick-up, accelerating down the hill to the roundabout. Maratse turned on the siren and the emergency lights, as Schmidt yanked his seatbelt to take in the slack.

“This is it,” Schmidt said.

“Easy. Take it easy.” 

Schmidt pulled away from the side of the road, tickling the accelerator pedal as grit spun from the back wheels of the Toyota. Despite his words of warning, Maratse grinned, helpless in the face of an imminent car chase. Most of the criminal element in Nuuk understood that it was useless to try a high-speed getaway by car – there just wasn’t enough road. It was better to run on foot, or even a bicycle. The absolute best method of effecting a getaway was by boat, but it all depended upon the weather and the waves, not to mention the ice. But once in a while a younger criminal with neither the experience nor the brains to plan his getaway, chose to boost a car and race through the streets in a foolish attempt to escape and evade the police. While he would never openly admit it, Maratse secretly hoped that someone might try to run in a car each time he was stationed in Nuuk. The smile on his face said it all, as he grabbed the handrail in the side of the door and leaned back to clear Schmidt’s view.

“He’s coming up on the roundabout,” Schmidt said. “I’m going to block this exit. Hold on.”

Schmidt stamped on the brakes as the Mazda entered the roundabout, forcing the driver to continue straight on, following the road as it curved gently upwards to the next roundabout just a few hundred metres away. Schmidt waited for the two police cars pursuing the Mazda to flash past them, before speeding around the roundabout and accelerating up the hill. 

The radio burst with chatter and instructions. Maratse turned it down a notch, cautioning Schmidt about the next roundabout, pointing at a bus approaching from the opposite direction. Schmidt nodded, gripped the wheel, and increased speed.

“Not so fast,” Maratse said. “Pedestrians.”

“They see us,” Schmidt said. 

The rear lights of the Mazda and the police cars close behind it flashed red as they braked into the roundabout, one after the other, only to accelerate out of it, leaving a cloud of summer dust in their wake. Maratse pointed at the pedestrians coughing and waving their hands in front of their faces, but he didn’t see the young woman on the bicycle crossing the road from the left.

Neither did Schmidt.

As the front of the Toyota slammed into the woman on the bike, her body was thrown up and over the bonnet. Maratse’s neck twisted, thumping in the headrest, as the woman slid over the windscreen and onto the roof, cracking the emergency light bar as she slammed into it, before dropping onto the road behind the police car. Her bicycle crunched beneath the Toyota’s bumper, skewing the driver-side wheel as Schmidt braked. The police car bumped into the raised centre of the roundabout and ground to a halt.

Maratse opened the passenger door and tried to leap out, only to get caught in the seatbelt. He fiddled with it for a few seconds, cursing until he managed to stab his fingers onto the button and free himself. He left Schmidt, dazed but unhurt, behind the steering wheel, as he ran to where the woman lay on the road.

“Back,” he shouted, waving at the pedestrians as he approached the woman. Maratse slid to his knees, resisting the urge to roll the woman onto her back so that he could see her face. Instead, he lay on the road, pressing his face close to hers, breathing a quick word of thanks as he saw the blood bubble around her mouth as she sucked in ragged lungfuls of air. Maratse pressed the transmit button on his radio and called for assistance.

Schmidt joined him a few seconds later. The colour in his face evaporated with each step he took towards the woman. Maratse sent him into the road to stop traffic. 

“Go,” he said.

“Is she…”

“Breathing? Iiji. Now go.”

Maratse didn’t want to touch the woman, didn’t want to risk causing any further injury. They had already done more than enough. But even as the flood of emotions coursed through his body, with responsibility riding on steep troughs of guilt, a sense of objectivity caught hold and forced him to observe, to see beyond the victim, the blood, and the bubbles of air on her lips.

He noticed the ear buds first – white, now bloody, but still firmly lodged inside the woman’s ears. Maratse gently removed them, and then tried to talk to her. After a second or more with no response, Maratse looked around her body, saw the messenger bag that had been slung over her shoulder, but was now scuffed with a broken strap less than a metre from where she lay. He grabbed the strap and dragged the bag into his lap, unwilling to move away from the woman. Maratse dug inside the bag, found a thin wallet, and pulled out her student identity card. The card had a photo, but the young face that beamed at Maratse was unrecognisable when he compared it to the woman laying crumpled in the road. She wore her long, black hair in a ponytail in the photo, neat compared to the bloody strands stuck to her cheeks and caught in the cracks of her bicycle helmet. Maratse breathed a soft sigh of relief as he noticed the helmet, hoping that it might make a difference.

He glanced away from the woman and the card he held between his fingers, as the ambulance wailed up the hill. Schmidt made a space in the traffic, urging the drivers to move their cars out of the way as the ambulance slowed to a stop a few metres from the woman.

“She went over the roof,” Schmidt said, as soon as the paramedics stepped out of the ambulance. “We hit her, and then she went over the roof.”

“What else do we know?” said the driver of the ambulance. He walked around the woman as his partner checked her pulse.

“Her name is Mitti Petrussen,” Maratse said. “She’s twenty-two.” He held up the card between his fingers. “She’s a student at the university.”

The female paramedic knelt beside Mitti, calling her name as she tried to get a response.

“Spinal board,” she said to the driver. She stood as the driver jogged to the rear of the ambulance. “We’ll need help to lift her.”

“Iiji,” Maratse said.

“Are either of you hurt?”

“No,” Schmidt said.

“Constable?” the paramedic said to Maratse. “What about you?”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re sure?” She looked at the two police officers, and said, “You should probably get checked out for whiplash. But let’s get her into the ambulance first.” She nodded at the driver, then directed Schmidt and Maratse to either side of Mitti’s body as she told them how and when to lift. “I’ve got the head,” she said, as the driver pressed the spinal board to Mitti’s back, and they rolled her onto it. He protected Mitti’s head between blocks of foam, as the paramedic removed her hands before securing the woman’s head with straps. They strapped the rest of Mitti’s body, and then established an airway. The driver slid a small cylinder of oxygen between the straps and Mitti’s thigh, as the paramedic slipped a mask over Mitti’s mouth. “We’ve got her now. You can follow in your car.”
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