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Introduction

 

The Empty Camp is the twenty-first title in the Greenland Missing Persons series. And, well, I had a plan, but from the get go, this one spiralled out of control, and I let Petra steer, which is always interesting as I have no idea where she’s going. So, if you have questions along the way, rest assured, I did too.

 

There are more Greenland Missing Persons stories coming soon, but I just want to take a moment to thank all those readers who have stuck with Petra and me for so long. I hope you continue to find something appealing about these stories with characters I have grown to love, and a country, however fictive I have made it, that will forever remain close to my heart.

 

Thank you.

 

Chris

December 2023

Denmark
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

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

qajaq – kayak

qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – Arctic fox

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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1

 

It was the smallest room at the end of the longest corridor, and I wasn’t even there. I mean, I was there, physically, together with Sergeant Gaba Alatak complete with freshly shaven scalp, and Sergent Jowls, my name for Sergeant Kiiu ‘George’ Duneq, on account of his ample neck and the way he typically treated me as a constable forever in training. Of course, at the same time, Duneq would constantly remind me that training was over, and, as Gaba took the lead in the meeting, I realised Duneq might be right. Gaba made it clear, when he interrupted the lawyer representing Kaskelot Expeditions, that we were no longer operating within what I might think was standard procedure but had moved into a wholly unfamiliar territory instead. I tucked a loose strand of my long black hair behind my ear and listened as Gaba explained why I had yet to arrive, even though I was sitting right beside him.

“Constable Jensen is delayed,” he said, leaning forward across the table, fingers interlocked, as he stared at the grey haired Danish lawyer, Sanna Weber, and the younger Alice Ross, the company rep – American – from Kaskelot. Gaba spoke in his slow but clear English for the benefit of the American. “She is on her way. But…”

“Delayed,” Weber said, shooting a curious, if a little amused, look in my direction.

I did my best to return it, which wasn’t difficult, as I was curious, too.

The room was uninspiring, with drab walls and robust, but plain furniture. Cardboard boxes lined the rear wall, and a shade was pulled over the window, suggesting that the unscheduled meeting was also supposed to be secret with anonymous participants, and no records to be taken. Of course, if I hadn’t been there, I wouldn’t have known the meeting had taken place. And, if Gaba was to be believed – something I struggled with, naturally – then I was running late and had yet to arrive at a meeting that could not be found.

Weber folded her arms across her chest, tilted her head to one side, and looked at me through the lenses of her thick and fashionable glasses. “Okay,” she said. “Then who are you?”

I’ll be honest. At that moment, I didn’t know. So, it was lucky that Gaba answered for me.

“The constable is a colleague of Jensen’s,” he said.

“And her role?” Weber said, addressing Gaba while keeping her gaze firmly fixed on me.

“Moral support,” Gaba said, presenting Weber with one of his professional smiles, the kind he reserved for those moments when physical action was inappropriate, however much Gaba might wish the opposite was true. “For Sergeant Duneq and myself.”

Weber laughed and said, “Nervous, are we, gentlemen?”

“George is,” Gaba said as Duneq shifted uncomfortably in his chosen spot, leaning against the wall next to the door. “Secret meetings have that effect on him.”

“I never said this meeting was secret,” Weber said.

“You didn’t.” Gaba turned his attention to Ross and pointed at her. “But she did when she requested a meeting off the books.”

“Right, gentlemen,” Ross said. She raised her finger as Weber opened her mouth to speak, cutting her off before she could say another word. “I’ll take it from here, Sanna. You can wait outside if you want to.”

“I think should stay,” Weber said. “As your witness.”

“Fine.” Ross glanced at me and then turned back to Gaba. “Let’s be clear about something while we wait for Constable Jensen to arrive.” She paused, looked at each of us in turn, and then continued. “I don’t just represent Kaskelot. They are but one company, Merthall Inc. has recently acquired. My role here is to make sure that you are aware of the subtle but important differences between those companies.” 

She gestured at the three of us, all in uniform. I was pleased that Gaba had suggested I keep my jacket on before we entered the room, hiding the patch with my police number on my shirt.

“Differences,” Gaba said with a nod. 

“And consequences, I suppose,” Ross said.

I could think of the consequences, but chose to say nothing. I was, as Gaba pointed out, purely there for moral support. I didn’t think he would want me to ask questions about prosecution or extradition if one of Merthall’s employees was, for example, involved in a criminal act, possibly murder. But I was getting ahead of myself, and as I had yet to arrive – yes, I was also confused – I thought it was better and smarter to stay silent and hope that my presence in the room was of some comfort to Duneq.

And yes, I allowed a part of my brain to enjoy that little gem but resisted the impulse to look over my shoulder at Duneq. I was confident it would all become clear as soon as I arrived. But as Ross gave us a brief outline of the Merthall companies and their structure, my thoughts drifted to the far north, and to a deep-water fjord where I had boarded the adventure cruise ship the Coastal Explorer together with Constable David Maratse. It had been a coincidence that we were both in the area at the same time, and that we responded independently of each other. I arrived with Sisak IV, the police cutter, having accompanied the travelling legal team to the villages and settlements of Upernavik. Maratse arrived in a dirty and much patched fibreglass dinghy, bumping it alongside Sisak and tossing me the line to secure it before he climbed onboard. Two Kaskelot guides had supposedly led a group of passengers onto land in search of Inuit stone cairns similar to the Canadian Inuit inuksuk. What they found was an empty camp, evidence of a struggle, and fresh blood on the ground.

The legal team was behind schedule, a storm was coming, and the skipper of Sisak IV had abandoned me. He suggested the police in Upernavik might, might send a boat to pick me up.

“Or David can bring me back,” I had said, as it made sense.

The evidence we found at the camp, however, made no sense whatsoever. And the actions of the guides even less so. 

Which was one reason I was recalled to Nuuk to give my report on the unsuccessful search of the area, and to explain why Maratse had insisted on staying there, continuing the search. Explaining my actions and interactions with the guides from the ship was another.

And that was more tricky, especially as I had agreed with Maratse to say nothing, until we knew more.

A glance at Ross gave me the impression that she knew a lot more than she was telling us, and that the detailed structure of Merthall’s companies, and Kaskelot’s place within the company hierarchy, was a stalling technique, filling the time between my arrival – yep, still confused – and the official start of the unofficial meeting.

“Which, as you can see,” Ross said. “Makes Merthall a truly multinational corporation, with a host of finicky rules and regulations included in the legal palettes of several countries, large and small.”

“Aap,” Gaba said, agreeing with whatever Ross might have said, if only to compensate for the glazed look in his eyes.

I guessed glazed was the desired effect Ross had intended, and I gave her a look of my own, noting her expensive but causal business attire, slightly skewed nose, thick blonde hair cut shoulder-length, and a delicate touch of makeup and perfume. She exuded confidence and power in much the same way as Weber, but with more youth and vigour befitting a woman in her forties, compared to Weber’s sixty plus years.

I was still confused, and still processing what was going on, when a knock at the door announced my arrival, and Constable Atii Napa burst in, folding her jacket over her arm, apologising in Greenlandic first, Danish second, and, finally, giving Ross her full attention, in English.

“The patrol car broke down,” she said, with an apologetic grin, adding, “It happens.”

Ross waved the apology away, and I watched Weber make a discreet note of the police number on Atii’s shirt. I turned my head and noted the number too and wondered if the patrol car had really broken down, or if Atii had been delayed during her trip back to the station to change into one of my spare shirts from my locker.

But as I wasn’t even there, I couldn’t ask, and before I could think any more about it, Duneq beckoned for me to follow him into the corridor. Atii pressed her hand on my arm, giving it a quick squeeze as we swapped places, and I stepped out of the room.

“Wait,” Duneq said, as I opened my mouth to speak. He shut the door to the tiny office and took a few steps further along the corridor.

“What’s going on, Sergeant?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

“As far as you’re concerned,” he said. “Nothing. You’re not even here.”

“Then if I’m not here,” I said, as my so-called curious frown furrowed my brow. “Where am I?”

“Back in the north.” Duneq pulled a scrap of paper from his pocket and pressed it into my hands. “Open it on the plane,” he said. “Not before.”

“Where exactly am I going, Sergeant?”

“Upernavik first, and then onto the mainland.” Duneq took a breath and said, “Maratse’s missing, Jensen. You’re going to find him.”

“Just me?” I said.

“Aap.” Duneq nodded. “And, out of uniform, Constable. Remember, you’ve been here, in Nuuk, the whole time. Do you understand?”

“No, Sergeant. I don’t.”

Duneq’s jowls wobbled as he nodded. “Then that makes two of us,” he said, with a glance at the door to the tiny office at the end of a long corridor, inside of which was a meeting that had never taken place. 
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