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Introduction

 

Please forgive me for having fun with the heisters. This story, the thirtieth book in the Greenland Missing Persons series, is a little crazy. I hope you have fun with it. 

 

Chris

October 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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There was a storm coming. We could have avoided it. I even suggested to Constable Atii Napa that we postpone our weekend plans, saving them for another weekend. But as Atii reminded me, weekends were in short supply, and it wasn’t as if we could just pick and choose the weekend that suited us best.

“Duneq does that,” she said, sitting opposite me at the table in the café section of Katuaq. She dipped her head to one side as she caught my eye, giving me one of those you know what I mean looks.

I did know. Only too well.

Sergeant Kiiu Duneq – called George by the Danes, and Jowls by me, when I was particularly frustrated with the way he treated me – had a certain power over the constables and sergeants working in Nuuk, and even more power over those who were single, without children, as they had fewer excuses or reasons not to take a weekend shift. Then, of course, those with the absolute least power, those constables who recently graduated from the police academy with just a few years of experience – those constables had almost no voice whatsoever.

Unless they were attached to the Special Response Unit like Atii.

Or if they happened to help the police commissioner tidy up his Danish grammar when writing reports for politicians or the higher-ranking officers in Denmark.

“And,” Atii said, moving her empty latte glass to one side to rest her arms on the table. “The commissioner’s on leave. Remember?”

“Yes,” I said, as the likelihood of requesting a favour and moving the weekend drifted further and further into the future, and the next year. “But the storm…”

“Pah.” Atii waved the thought away with her hand. “We leave tonight. The storm comes on Saturday. It’s gone by Sunday afternoon, and we pootle home in the evening.”

“We pootle?” I said.

“Aap.” Atii flashed me a cheeky grin and her eyes lit up at the thought of explaining the origins of a word I had never heard her speak, or, even better, one I didn’t know. “I heard it on a kids’ show on TV.”

“And how do we pootle?”

“Oh,” she said. “That would be when we’re in the boat. You know? When I’m lounging on the coach in the back of the wheelhouse, pointing out the whales and such, while you’re driving.”

“A couch?”

“Sure.” Atii nodded. “Cushions. Drinks holders. Plenty of room.” She stretched her arms wide, apologising when she bumped the shoulder of the nearest café patron, and grinned. “A nice boat that you can drive.”

“I’m not lounging on the couch with drinks?”

“Naamik,” Atii said. “You drive the boat, P. It’s what you’re good at. Remember?”

I did remember. 

Driving boats was something I was good at. Atii might go as far to say that it was my superpower. I might even agree. But rarely had I ever driven a boat with a couch, and as Atii had planned most of the weekend, I queried the boat, wondering who she had borrowed it from.

“Itsiavik Guldborg,” she said. “He’s a friend of Gaba’s.”

I relaxed a little, thinking that friends of Sergeant Gaba Alatak, the leader of Greenland’s SRU, were unlikely to lend out a boat that wasn’t seaworthy for fear of reprisals should anything happen to Gaba’s favourite squeeze.

That would be Atii, of course. Although I knew things had been difficult for a while, which was the reason Atii needed to get away from the city. 

“When I say friend,” Atii said.

“Yes?”

“More of an acquaintance.”

“An acquaintance?”

“Sure,” Atii said, and her punky fringe wobbled when she nodded her head. “He owed Gaba a favour, and I’m cashing in.”

“And he has a boat?”

“That’s what Itsiavik said.”

“With a couch?”

“That’s what he implied.”

“And we can borrow it? The boat,” I said.

“Aap,” Atii said. “Itsiavik won’t be needing it for a while. He’s, ah…”

Atii looked away for a second and I knew we were in trouble.

“Atii?”

The late summer sun flooded Nuuk with golden rays that hid any ill intent the weather gods might have at ruining our weekend. The café blinds were drawn and Atii blinked through them, looking anywhere but at me, until I prompted her with a gentle nudge of my boot against hers, followed by a not so gentle one when she continued to avoid finishing her sentence.

“Okay,” Atii said, turning around to look at me as I ramped up the nudging. “Itsiavik won’t be needing his boat for about two years,” she said. 

“Because…?”

“He’s in prison,” Atii said.  

“Gaba put him there?”

Atii nodded. “He did.”

“And the favour?”

Atii shrugged and said, “It could have been three years. But Gaba helped him out.” Atii smiled, adding, “But everything’s okay. I called Itsiavik, got his permission, and the keys. We’re all set, P. We have the boat, the wine, the food, and the camping gear.”

“Camping?” I said. “I thought we were staying in a house?”

That’s what Atii had said. She might have suggested that it was an old house, one of just three on a tiny island that had been abandoned by its residents when the oldest neighbours passed away, but still, you know, a house.

“Sure.” Atii took a breath before adding, “But it’s good to plan ahead, P. There is a storm coming. You know?”

I knew, and I was close to coming full circle with the suggestion that we find another weekend, knowing that it was impossible, only to see the flicker of disappointment in Atii’s eyes.

“So,” I said, digging deep and wondering just how much I was going to miss my bed in my modern apartment while ‘enjoying’ a girls’ wild weekend away. “Let me get this straight.”

“Shoot,” Atii said, confident now that I had relented.

“We’re going to sail to an abandoned island in a convict’s boat, to spend two nights in an old house that might or might not have a leaky roof…”

“Camping gear,” Atii whispered, but I ignored her.

“…on a weekend for which a storm has been forecast.”

“Aap,” Atii said. “Although the weather forecasts are more like models, really,” she said. “Things can change. You know that. And it’s not like we can predict the weather in Greenland, anyway, P.” Atii grinned. “I mean, it could be a lot, lot worse than a storm.”

I ignored her again.

As much as I loved Constable Atii Napa, there were times when she was just a little too positive. Which only made me nervous, as I imagined the storm being – in Atii’s words – a lot worse.

“Okay,” I said. “I guess we can do this.”

“Of course we can, P,” Atii said, and she pushed back her chair to stand up. “I’ll grab my stuff and meet you at the boat.”

Atii kissed me on the cheek on her way out of the café, and I watched her leave. The sun bathed her in a warm glow as she walked across the parking lot, heading for the police station, and I wondered if the keys to Itsiavik’s boat were in her locker, or perhaps locked away in the key safe along with the keys to the other vehicles the police had seized?

It bothered me a little that the fear of reprisal from Gaba was somewhat diminished as Itsiavik was safely behind bars, and safer than he would be if he wasn’t in prison when something happened to Atii.

“If,” I said, correcting myself, sipping the last of my latte and choosing to picture Atii on the couch in the boat, buried under a pile of plump cushions as we pootled back to Nuuk after a cozy weekend away from the city.

I worked hard to focus on that picture, but it was difficult.

The crashing waves and calving icebergs encouraged by unrelenting winds challenged that picture. And, when the picture in my mind included one of the roof blowing off the cabin… 

Well, I had to think of something else.

Atii’s weekend had to happen, and I wasn’t about to ruin it.

And as I finished my latte, the thought that others might attempt to do so never even entered my mind.

Which, in hindsight, was a good thing.

I think.
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Itsiavik’s boat did not have a couch. Neither did it have a cab. It did have a cushion covering the thwart seat in the middle of what turned out to be a narrow fibreglass dinghy, but I had seen thicker paper plates. Atii said nothing as I inspected our ride. And when I pointed out the water sloshing about inside the boat – as deep as my hand – she looked away, desperate not to catch my eye. 

There were plenty of other boats and small dinghies in the inlet that doubled as an unofficial harbour, pinched as it was between two large fingers of granite, and apart from the upturned boats on the land in need of repair, all of them were seaworthy. 

Itsiavik’s boat?

Not so much.

“Well,” Atii said, after avoiding my eye for another five minutes. “What do you think, P? Can you sail it?”

“Should we sail in it, is a better question.”

Atii fell silent again and the look on her face – somewhere between heartbreak and despair – was more than I could bear. She was Atii Napa, and she had been there for me during some of my darkest moments, including some really dark moments when, if it hadn’t been for Atii I might not have had a career or the mental will to pull myself out of the shadows and to simply keep going.

She needed this.

And she needed me, and I liked to be needed. 

So I gave Itsiavik’s boat another look, and I made a show of tapping the toes of my boots against the hull, nodding and tutting in much the same way a certain seven-year-old shaman’s daughter might do when pointing out this and demonstrating that.

Invoking Luui Angakkuarneq brought a smile to Atii’s lips as she watched what I was doing. I mentioned something about needing to sail with the bung out, to rid the dinghy of water, and she nodded, took a step closer, warming to the idea that Itsiavik’s boat wasn’t a dead loss, and that we wouldn’t die if we got into it.
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