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Introduction

 

The Invisible Thread is the twenty-fifth title in the Greenland Missing Persons series. And, as the repeat offenders among you will know, I like to try new things every now and again and the novella-length stories allow me to do that. 

 

The Invisible Thread took me on an adventure within an adventure, which boxed me into a corner, requiring another novella to get me out of it again. Therefore, even though this story is complete, there is a thread – not so invisible – that Petra continues to tease at in a future novella called The Book of the Dead. Some characters from The Winter Trap, the fifth in the series, are mentioned in The Invisible Thread. However, it is not necessary to read that book to enjoy this book.

 

While I’d like to blame this one on Petra, it is, sadly, all my fault. 

 

I just want to thank you for continuing to support this series, and I hope you enjoy The Invisible Thread as much as I enjoyed writing it. 

 

Chris

February 2024

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

tikaagullik – Common Minke Whale

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare
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Sergeant Gaba Alatak said he needed four police officers, but I was the fifth wheel. He didn’t put it that way, but as soon as we boarded the cruise ship Dreamcaster, I had the feeling I would soon be redundant. The captain of the ship had called for assistance when a group of passengers had become what he described as rowdy. The captain’s thick Texan accent and peculiar American words had confounded Gaba for a moment. And, while I do enjoy seeing what I might call perplexed Gaba – so different to his usual macho self – I could feel his pain, and when he said he needed a language expert, I volunteered.

It was the word expert that did it.

The cruise ship was anchored between the villages of Qassiarsuk and Narsarsuaq in Qinngua, the thick finger of water above Tunulliarfik Fjord. With its brilliant white hull and light blue smokestacks, it wasn’t a stretch to think it looked like an iceberg, and I stared at the ship as the pilot set up for landing at Narsarsuaq Airport, on the eastern shore of Qinngua There were more bergs in the fjord, but Dreamcaster was the biggest.

“Local police are already onboard,” Gaba said as we piled into the back of an airport pickup for the short drive down to the beach. “They have the situation contained. They passed up the names of the guests…” Gaba paused to tug a crumpled piece of paper from the chest pocket of his ballistic vest and squinted in the bright light as he read the names aloud. “Alex Waldren, Ray Liddell, Rachael Silk…” Another pause. Gaba looked at me as if Rachael were to be my personal responsibility. I gripped the side of the pickup and nodded as expected. “And Sean August Arnet.” 

Gaba made a show of looking at the list one more time and then tucked it back into his pocket. The pickup bumped into and out of a line of potholes, drawing a smile from the two officers – Constable Naatat Saarullik and Constable Jaakorpi Taateraaq – sitting closest to the cab, and a cloud of dust and grit caught Gaba by surprise as he took a breath. He leaned over the side of the pickup to spit grit from his mouth and then turned back to the team. 

We were what I chose to call almost ready for battle. Gaba had insisted on ballistic vests and MP5 submachine guns, along with our service pistols, but no helmets. The captain had described the American guests – aged between twenty-nine and forty-three – as belligerent, another word that confounded Gaba for a second as he searched for the Greenlandic equivalent. It wasn’t that he couldn’t speak English, but the more interesting words taxed him in between, and bumped me up to Special Response Unit status, at least for the duration of the operation.

“And there’s our ride,” Gaba said, nodding at a small fibreglass dinghy as the driver slowed the pickup to a stop just above a narrow strip of sandy beach. We climbed over the sides of the pickup and Gaba snapped his fingers at me, and then pointed at the dinghy he had rented for the trip across the fjord to the cruise ship. “Jensen drives,” he said, before turning to Saarullik and telling him he had point, that Taateraaq would bring up the rear, with me and Gaba in the middle. I wanted to check that the locals had the guests in custody, but Gaba bounced that thought out of my head when he said, “Arnet is our priority. His name popped up on a watch list. Why he thought he could use his real name, I don’t know. But the Americans want him, and I said we could deliver.”

“Want him for what?” Saarullik said as we shoved the stern of the boat deeper into the water.

“Diamond smuggling,” Gaba said with a grin. “Amongst other things.” He nodded for me to climb in the boat, waited for Saarullik to join me, before holding onto the bow as I prepped the outboard motor.

The mountains on either side of the fjord wore a light grey summer coat, having shed the last threads of winter, but the air was still cool, and a light breeze caught the loose strands of my hair. I tucked them behind my ears, pumped fuel from the bladder into the engine, and then fiddled with the choke.

I fiddled for longer than Gaba thought necessary, but then he couldn’t know what I was thinking. Aside from the fact that I didn’t want Gaba to ever know what was going on inside my head, the mountains and the fjord and the boat brought back memories of the last time I was in Narsarsuaq, memories of a brief encounter with Carran Brigham, an interesting Brit from England, and, of course, Constable Innaaq Paniula. I hadn’t thought about him for a long time, but as I lowered the propeller shaft into the water, I couldn’t help but think of what had happened that time I had sprung a winter trap.

“Constable?”

“Yes,” I said, as Gaba’s voice jogged me back into the moment.

“Everything all right?”

Everything was all right, and I knew that, had we been alone, I might have told Gaba at least a little of what I was thinking. But the way he called me Jensen and Constable reminded me that we were not alone, and the regular members of the SRU, including Constable Atii Napa, were otherwise engaged. Saarullik and Taateraaq were Gaba’s stand ins – competent but still needing to prove themselves. Proving oneself to Sergeant Gaba Alatak was something many of my male colleagues seemed to spend a lot of time doing, and a quick glance at Saarullik and Taateraaq revealed they were no different.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Just got distracted for a moment.” I gestured at the fjord and the mountains as if the stark beauty of Southern Greenland might explain it. The flicker of light in Gaba’s eye when he looked at me suggested he had suddenly remembered some of what had happened in Narsarsuaq, but a curt nod of his shaved and oiled head encouraged me to stop dawdling and start the motor.

I pulled the choke lever out a little further, restricting the air intake a little more, clicked the gear into neutral, and yanked the starting handle. 

“Everybody in,” Gaba shouted as the motor caught the first time.

Sure, it looked like a well-maintained outboard motor, but I enjoyed the nods of approval among the men as I – the only girl in the gang – proved I knew what I was doing.

Gaba, the last man on the beach, gave the bow one more shove, pushing the dinghy into the fjord, and then climbed over the gunwales.

“Go,” he said, before settling on the thwart seat.

The wind teased several strands of my hair out of my hairband, and I glanced at Gaba, catching his eye, catching him looking. It was one of those heart-fluttering moments that made my professional and personal relationship with the macho leader of the SRU so interesting. But so long as he and Atii were still trying to make a go of things, I preferred to keep things simple.

Yes, I know, lots of thoughts swirling around my head. But as I steered the dinghy into the wind, quartering the shallow waves en route to the cruise ship Dreamcaster, the fresh air helped me focus, and I listened as Gaba briefed us on Sean August Arnet, diamond smuggler, and one of America’s Most Wanted.
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Sean August Arnet. 

I was going to remember that name.

Gaba painted a picture of a man with a bland appearance – white skin, quite pale, thinning brown hair, and pale blue eyes – who chose equally bland clothing, and could blend into a crowd. I found it curious that Gaba was not reading aloud from notes from another crumpled piece of paper he had tucked into his ballistic vest, but briefing us from what he remembered reading in Arnet’s file. Gaba had been quiet on the flight south, from Nuuk to Narsarsuaq, and as I picked a relatively calm course to the cruise ship, I now understood why.

“He’s been on the wanted list for over six years,” Gaba said, raising his voice above the thud and thump of the hull as we crested a wave and dropped into the trough on the other side. The fjord was choppier in the middle, and I could see small herds of white horses splashing against the side of Dreamcaster’s hull and frothing up through the metal grille of the platform the crew had set up to receive us. “And was last seen in London…” Gaba paused for effect. “Over four years ago.”

Which only made me wonder, what had happened to blow Arnet’s cover on a cruise ship in Greenland?

“He must have screwed up,” Saarullik said. He looked around the team, searching for nods of approval, waiting for the nod from Gaba. But Gaba shook his head.

“Since making the list,” he said, “Arnet has screwed up only once.”

“In London,” Saarullik said.

“Aap.” 

Gaba nodded, and I had to bite my lip to hide my smile when I saw Saarullik’s chest swell as the biggest, baddest, toughest – you name it – sergeant in the whole of Greenland, agreed with him.

I might have embellished some of the euphemisms.

Euphemism.

Good word.

But it didn’t matter. Gaba deflated Saarullik a second later.

“But he did it on purpose,” he said. “Arnet was reaching out. He wanted a deal.”

“He wanted to come in?” Taateraaq said, taking over from Saarullik, although the look on his face suggested he didn’t quite believe it. “That doesn’t make sense.”

“It doesn’t,” Gaba said. “But Arnet was, apparently, thinking of his future.”

“And a pocketful of diamonds he couldn’t unload,” I said, cutting Gaba off. I wrinkled my nose and gave him an apologetic smile for stealing his thunder. “Sorry. Just guessing.”
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