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Introductory Note

________________________________

 

Times have changed since I was inspired to write Arctic State, the first novella in the Guerrilla Greenland series. President Trump suggested he would buy Greenland in 2019. The global political climate has changed since then, but like the climate, Greenland is still getting hotter, even more so in these novellas.

 

Arctic Rising continues the alternate timeline begun in Arctic State, in which we find Constable David Maratse coming to terms with a very different Greenland, now under American administration. What started as a fictional knee-jerk reaction to a real life suggestion has developed into an exploration of what ifs, as I explore this idea of an unlikely but not entirely impossible Greenland.

 

It’s all made up, of course. It’s not real. But what if and what happens next? Well, I’m working on those two questions, exploring different ideas and themes in novella length, and I’m encouraged by your interest in this series.

 

I must reiterate that this series follows an alternate timeline than my other fictional Greenland stories. Especially as a certain character decided she wanted a cameo role at least. Of course, knowing her, it’s likely that she will get more involved as the story develops, for better or worse, one novella at a time.

 

I never intended to write more than one novella. But now I have begun, I imagine each story to be an episode in a longer saga. The main storyline in Arctic Rising does end in this novella, but as you will see, it will continue in the next novella in the series: Arctic Recoil.

 

Thank you for your continued interest in this series. I sincerely hope it will always be pure fiction.

 

Chris 

March 2021
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Part 1

________________________________

 

The specifications for the secure briefing room at the custom-built offices of the Office of Intermediary Greenlandic Affairs were, for lack of a better word, specific. The briefing room should be built in the foundations of the building, just like a protective bunker. The Greenland granite, however, had forced the contractors to find an alternative solution, as nothing short of dropping a bunker-busting bomb on the building site was going to put the secure briefing room anywhere below the first floor. Some whispered it was a sign. Under the circumstances, and only a few months into the job, Special Assistant Spenser Walcott was inclined to agree, albeit privately.

He stopped at the briefing room door, used the reflective surface of the palm print security panel as a mirror to fix his tie, then pressed his palm to the screen. The door buzzed, then clicked open. Walcott stepped into what the contractors described as the airlock, emptied his pockets into the tray on the guard’s table, then signed in. The guard opened the inner door and waved him into the briefing room with little more than spare change in Walcott’s pockets, and a mask of professional apathy stretched across his pasty white face.

“The mic is muted,” said the tech assistant inside the briefing room. She presented Walcott with a remote barely thicker than a ballpoint pen, instructed him on its use, and then retreated from the room. Walcott glanced over his shoulder as the door locked with a dull click, and then turned to face the screens filling the far wall of the square room. The lights dimmed and the screens clicked on one by one as the meeting began.

“Have a seat, Walcott.”

“Yes, sir,” Walcott said, as IGA boss Hal Arnold waved from the centre screen.

“You got my text?”

“Yes.”

“So, you know who’s joining us?”

“Bernice Day from Homeland Security,” Walcott said, as a black woman settled in front of the camera on the screen to Arnold’s right.

“Keaton Marsden,” said a younger white man from the screen above Day. “Immigration and Customs Enforcement.”

“Hello Walcott,” Day said. Her screen went blank for a second as she fiddled with her camera. “I’ve asked Jasper from Homeland Security Investigations to join us. You know Jasper?”

“No, ma’am,” Walcott said. He nodded at the screen below her as Jasper Ibbot’s camera beamed the image of a portly white man into the briefing room.

The most interesting screen was the one below Arnold. The camera was obscured, leaving little more than a blurry outline that could have been a face. Or a football, Walcott thought. The microphone icon pulsed to reveal an open connection, despite the anonymous features of the man or woman behind the camera.

Man, Walcott realised, as the mystery guest introduced himself.

“Don’t mind me,” he said in a deep voice as Walcott sat down at the desk in front of the screens. “But if you have any questions, you can call me Eagle.”

Perfect. We have a spook in the house. Walcott nodded, then sat silently, waiting for the meeting to begin.

“All right,” Arnold said. “That’s the who’s who over with. Let’s get down to business.”

“Before you begin, Hal,” Day said, leaning closer to her camera. “I want to remind everyone that since the Edwards article was reprinted in the Post and the Times, you can bet that Washington has its eyes on this godforsaken rock, now more than ever.” She leaned back in her seat. “I’m getting a lot of heat on this. We need results.”

“You’ll have them, Bernie,” Arnold said. “Isn’t that right, Walcott?”

If only it was that simple. Walcott dipped his head as if to nod, but caught himself glancing at Eagle’s screen, as he wondered how the briefing was going to play out, and what decisions had already been made. Without my knowledge.

“Walcott?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Perhaps you could bring us up to speed?”

“I can do that.” Walcott shuffled in his seat, then pressed his hands against the edge of the desk, as if bracing himself for what was to come. “My role at the IGA…”

“What is that again?” Ibbot said, as he shuffled some papers on his desk. “Inter- something or other…”

“The Office of Intermediary Greenlandic Affairs,” Arnold said. “IGA for short.”

“It’s an office? Not a department?”

“Gentlemen,” Day said. “Let’s move on, shall we?”

Walcott took his cue and continued. “I’m primarily responsible for the relocation of the locals from the settlements and small villages to the larger towns and the capital.” He took a beat, before adding, “That’s Nuuk. It’s where we’re based.”

“So, IGA is administrative?”

“For the most part,” Walcott said, turning to Marsden. “I have a couple of teams visiting the settlements to instruct the residents to move. Helping them where necessary.”

“Forced relocation?”

“No, sir.” Walcott turned to Ibbot. “Not officially.”

“Walcott is being discreet,” Arnold said, lifting his hand to stave off a response from his subordinate. “IGA is facilitating the move to the towns and the city – there is only one.” Arnold paused as a ripple of laughter filtered through the speakers. “It’s really something that the Greenland government and the Danes were trying to push through, but they lacked determination and will. Walcott has both. That’s why he’s heading up the teams responsible for moving the natives.”

“Natives?” Day shook her head. “Did I hear you right, Hal?”

“You heard me.” Arnold shifted his gaze to the right, giving Walcott an idea of the position of Bernice Day’s image on the screen in Arnold’s office. “Does the terminology make you squeamish?”

“Not me, and not this administration,” she said. “But let’s keep the colonial crap between us, okay?”

Arnold gave her a flat smile before turning back to his camera. “Regardless, the Danes failed to get it done. We’re applying a more aggressive strategy with more incentives. Honestly, it’s a good deal. We just need to convince the… people, that it’s a good deal for them.”

“They need convincing?” Ibbot snorted. “The reports I’ve been reading…” Another snort. “These people shit in a bucket, for God’s sake. What the hell is that about?”

“Plumbing is an issue in the settlements,” Walcott said.

“It’s an issue?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Explain.”

“Pipes are built above ground.”

“Why?”

“It’s the permafrost, or the granite. Either way, it’s too expensive and impracticable to put drains and running water into the settlements. The smaller towns have water, but they’re mostly still shitting in buckets. They’re collected once a week. In the settlements, drinking water is stored in a tank. Although, I’ve heard a lot of people still collect ice to melt for drinking.”

“And,” Arnold said, “we’re moving them into modern accommodation with central heating, plumbing, running water – the whole nine yards.”

“But you’ve hit a speed bump,” Day said, turning her attention to Walcott. “Explain that if you will.”

“It’s more of a who,” Walcott said. “Constable…”

“David Maratse?” Marsden said, lifting a report from his desk. “I’ve been doing some reading. You hired him, didn’t you?”

“That’s right. I brought him in for a 360. His file was full of flags and markers…”

“Like a grad student’s textbook,” Day said. “We’ve all seen the file. Tell us about the man.”

“Well…” Walcott shuffled in his seat. “To be honest, he was almost perfect. He speaks three languages – four if you include the eastern dialect. He had a lot of references, but…”

“He has a history of recklessness,” Marsden said. “I told you. I’ve done my homework.”

Walcott took a breath. “Right. That’s true. His file is not exemplary, but he got the job done. He has a history of acting in the grey areas. But always for the benefit of the people – even the criminal element.”

“You respect him?” Day said. She tilted her head to one side, waiting for a response.

“I do.”

“Even now?”

Walcott nodded. “I think it would be a mistake not to.”

“He’s your speed bump,” Day said.

“Yes.”

She looked down, reading something beyond the camera’s view. “His first assignment was to a settlement called…”

“Kussannaq,” Walcott said. “It’s difficult to pronounce.”

Day lifted her head to stare at him before continuing. “You assigned him to a team of three IGA officers.”

“One administrative officer…”

“Isra El-Hashem.”

“Yes. Together with two security officers.” Walcott looked at Arnold. “Mitchell and Downs had some problems on a previous operation. Some cultural interference. I put Maratse on their team to prevent the same thing happening again.”

“But El-Hashem was concerned,” Day said.

Walcott nodded. “She thought Maratse had an attitude. She didn’t trust him. In fact, I think it’s fair to say none of the IGA trust the locals. I mean, why should they?”

“And yet, you’re using locals like Maratse to carry out IGA orders.”

“To translate IGA orders, ma’am.”

“None of your staff speak Greenlandic?”

“No,” Walcott said, adding, “It’s a tough language to grasp.”

“Forcing you to trust people like Maratse.”

“He’s a police constable.” Walcott shrugged. “I took a chance. There’s not really any alternative.”

“What about the Danes?” Marsden said. “No translators?”

“No,” Walcott said. He paused. “If I may speak freely?”

Day waved her hand. “Go ahead.”

Walcott glanced at the anonymous screen as he took a breath. “Once the details of the sale of Greenland and the handover were worked out, I think the Danes were happy to withdraw.”

“Happy?”

“Yeah, that might not be the most appropriate word, but they didn’t provide any assistance. Maybe that was our fault. We just assumed we could step in and work our magic.”

Ibbot snorted, almost masking the soft chuckle from Eagle.

“Walcott,” Day said. “Never let me hear you say that again. Understood?”

“Bernie,” Arnold said. “What Spenser means is…”

“Let me stop you right there, Hal. We’ve all read the reports, so let’s cut to the chase. Constable Maratse chose not to translate the IGA message. El-Hashem says as much in her report. She thinks he told them something else. Furthermore, Maratse’s first assignment put him in direct contact with a known dissident.” Day checked her notes. “Inniki Rasmussen – expelled from Greenland and currently living in Copenhagen. Given the content of her podcasts, it’s clear to me that she filled Maratse’s head with thoughts of rebellion. And then…” Day jabbed a finger at the camera. “Walcott gave him the opportunity to disseminate thoughts among the natives.” Day filled the silence with a long breath that whispered through the speakers. “I mean, we gave him a helicopter, for Christ’s sake.”

Walcott gripped the desk in anticipation of the reprimand coming his way.

“Clearly, some poor decisions were made,” Arnold said.

“Poor decisions?” Day laughed. “This same constable busted a fugitive out of a Coast Guard cutter brig, stole a motorboat, and vanished.”

“Not quite,” Arnold said. “We apprehended the fugitive in the mountains.”

“You apprehended bits of him, Hal. He’s going to need a closed coffin…”

“The family doesn’t know,” Walcott said. “In fact, we haven’t recovered the body.”

“No?”

He shook his head. “Not yet.”

“Well, don’t try too hard.” Day ran her hand through her hair as she thought. “Okay, tell me about the radio.”

“Maratse is using radio shacks in the mountains to talk to the people,” Walcott said.

“Turn him off,” Ibbot said.

“It’s not that simple.” Walcott leaned forward over the desk to look at the camera. “The radio shacks are an integral part of the telecommunications infrastructure. They are remotely powered.”

“Cut the damn Internet.”

Walcott sighed, as if explaining something to a small child. “The locals aren’t listening to Maratse on their phones or computers. They’re using actual radios.”

“Transistors?”

“And VHF in the fishing trawlers, including handheld units.” Walcott leaned back in his seat, waving an arm to one side as if encompassing the whole of Greenland. “Every family has at least one VHF or radio in the house. We can’t jam the signal.”

“Then take out the shacks,” Ibbot said.

“And in doing so, we cripple our own communications along with the country’s. These shacks bounce signals through the mountains. The only alternative is to switch to satellite communications. That’s expensive. And given my budget…” Walcott shook his head. “We can’t do it.”

“Then there’s only one thing left,” Day said. “One course of action.”

Walcott turned to look at her screen.

“Flatten your speed bump.”

“Ma’am?”

Day looked directly into the camera, and said, “As of now, Constable David Maratse is a High Value Target. Removing him is top priority.”

“You want us to bring him in?”

“Yes, Hal. Bring him in. Whole, or in pieces, I don’t care. But I want him removed within seventy-two hours.”

“Three days?” Walcott said.

Day nodded. “After which, if you have failed, other measures will be brought into play.” She shifted her gaze to another screen. “Farran?”

“It’s Eagle, ma’am.” A shadow flickered across the screen of the anonymous member of the group, followed by a gradual sharpening of the picture as Eagle removed a length of tape from the camera’s lens. “But now that we’re all acquainted…”

Walcott studied the man as he came into focus, noting his thick hair, grey at the sides, stretching down to the salt and pepper beard filling out an otherwise gaunt face. Farran’s pale blue eyes were almost glacier white.

“What can you do, Farran?” Day asked.

Farran smiled, and said, “I have some moves I can make. But…” He pointed a stubby finger at the camera. “Let’s give IGA the benefit of the doubt. In the meantime, I’ll put some things into play.”

“Okay,” Day said. “Walcott?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“You’ve got seventy-two hours to get Maratse off the air – permanently. After that…” She nodded at Farran’s screen. “I let the dogs out.”

Day clicked her mouse and her screen went black, followed by the rest of the screens until Walcott was left in a very dark room. He blinked as the lights came on, and the tech assistant who had given him the remote came in to usher him out of the room.

“Isra El-Hashem is waiting for you in the corridor,” she said.

Walcott bit his lip and then nodded. “Thanks.”

“Have a good day, Mr Walcott.”

Walcott opened his mouth to respond, thinking that the day could only get better, but then it all depended on a certain police constable.

“Maratse,” he breathed. Although, from the look on the woman’s face, he might just as well have cursed.




 

 

 

 

 

Part 2

________________________________

 

The wind teased long strands of Kamiila Sorsuttartoq’s jet black hair across her face as she fiddled with the zip of the first aid kit from her pack. She turned her face into the wind as she tugged the zipper along the stubborn teeth, then smiled as she pulled a long pair of silver scissors out of the pack. She took a pane of broken glass and positioned it at an angle on the wooden deck surrounding the radio shack on top of the mountain. Kamiila crouched, then took a breath and a handful of hair. She nodded at her reflection in the mirror and slid the scissors along the base of her palm, cutting her hair, letting the wind blow the strands into the clutches of crisp lichen petalling the granite rocks around the shack. She struggled with the hair at the back of her head, stabbing her hand more than once, but took most care with her fringe. She was tempted to leave it long, fashionable, but then a quick thought of the days, weeks, maybe even months ahead, forced her to take a different approach. Kamiila cut her fringe flat along her forehead, a finger’s width above her thick eyebrows.

“It’ll do,” she said, brushing hair from the shoulders of her sweater, before slipping the scissors back into the first aid kit. She took another look into the glass mirror, caught her breath as she imagined Nukappi smiling at her over her shoulder, then laid the glass flat on the deck, fighting back the tears as she did so. Kamiila dropped the first aid kit inside her pack, picked up her .22 saloon rifle, and wandered along the ridge.

She laughed at the wind as it tickled her neck, lifting her face to the sun, closing her eyes for a moment to feel its heat on her eyelids. She walked until the ridge flattened into an open slope leading down the eastern flanks of the mountain. She slowed to a more observant pace, avoiding the crunch of tell-tale lichen beneath her boots as she scoured the slope in front of her. Three ptarmigan, fooled by the cooler altitude into their winter whites, pecked at the ground barely one hundred metres away. Kamiila slipped the rifle from her shoulder and slid to the ground like a soft wave slipping onto the beach. She pulled her rifle to her shoulder, tucked her cheek against the stock, then sighted on the closest and fattest of the birds. 

Hunting was in Kamiila’s family. It was a part of every family she knew, from the youngest to the oldest. She was one of the few girls – now women – from Kussannaq who had continued to hunt long after her father passed away. He had taken Kamiila and her friends into the mountains, teaching them how to shoot and skin a bird, when their own fathers preferred to teach their sons. Kamiila didn’t remember thinking about that as a girl, and as a woman, she couldn’t care less. Her father had taught her to hunt and shoot, encouraging her to continue when he became sick.

“When you think you’re good at something…” he had said. 

Kamiila applied just enough pressure to the trigger to loose the bullet from the rifle, removing the ptarmigan’s head with a single, clean shot.

“… you’re only just beginning.”

“Qujanaq, ataata,” Kamiila whispered, as the two remaining ptarmigan took flight. She slung her rifle across her chest and walked down the slope to retrieve the dead bird.

The mountain wind pressed against her slim frame on the walk back to the radio shack. She dipped her head forward and opened her mouth, gasping in the gusts, laughing, almost choking as the wind tried to expel all the air from her lungs. She reached the shack, ducked out of the wind and stepped onto the deck, clumping along it in her boots until she stopped to press her ear to the door.

Kamiila smiled at the sound of someone snoring inside.

“Wake up, Constable,” she said, as she yanked the door open.

Constable David Maratse rubbed his eyes and looked up as Kamiila slipped her rifle off her back and slumped into the chair opposite him. He ran scarred fingers through his thick black hair, and said, “I’m awake.”

“Really?”

“Iiji.”

“Dinner,” she said, tossing the ptarmigan onto the table beside the microphone.

Maratse blinked in the light from the open door and studied the dead bird. “Hmm.”

“Hmm? Is that all you’ve got to say?”

“Good shot.”

“One hundred metres,” Kamiila said. She leaned forward to check the safety on the rifle then settled back into her chair. “What about you?”

Maratse gestured at the radio. “I was talking about dogs.”

“Again?”

“It’s what I know.”

“But Greenland is much, much, more than dogs and sledging, Constable.”

“I know.”

“Besides, you should talk about the struggle.”

“I am.”

“Aap, but you need to be more direct. Folksy stories about the good old days aren’t enough.”

“Hmm.”

Kamiila smiled and said, “You’re tired. Let’s eat.”

Maratse looked out of the door, then at his watch. “We should move.”

“We should. We’ll eat later.”

Maratse got up, then stopped as Kamiila made no move to follow him. “What?”

“Nothing.”

“There’s something,” he said. He blinked again, then tilted his head to one side. “Something about you.”

“Aap,” she said, waiting.

“Your hair.”

“Finally.”

“It’s shorter.”

“And?”

Maratse nodded. “It suits you.”

Kamiila turned her head to one side, and then the other. “Did I miss something?”

“What?”

“Clumps. Sticky out bits.”

“It’s fine.” 

Kamiila sighed, shaking her head as she stood up. “Okay then. Let’s leave it at that.” She looked around the room. “Got everything?”

“Iiji.” Maratse walked the short distance to the corner and picked up his pack. He tugged it onto his shoulder, then leaned across the table to turn off the radio set.

“And how long were you on for?”

“Two hours. Imaqa.”

“And how long were snoring?”

“Thirty minutes…”

“Imaqa…”

“Maybe longer.”

“It’ll do. It’s a long walk to the next radio.” Kamiila reached under her sweater to tug the map out of her shirt pocket. She spread it on the table and used a pencil to point at their position, the settlement of Kussannaq at the bottom of the mountain, and the path across the ridges to the next shack almost ten kilometres further east. “It’s the original shack, before they realised the location of this one was easier to get to.”

“They can land a helicopter on the slope,” Maratse said.

“Which is why we should go to the old shack, before they try landing next to this one.”

Kamiila folded the map, stuffed it into her pocket, and picked up the rifle. She slung it across her chest as Maratse tightened his pack. Kamiila pressed the ptarmigan into Maratse’s hands, then watched as he pulled a length of twine from the pocket of his police jacket. Maratse looped the twine around the bird’s feet, then hooked it through the belt of his backpack. He nodded he was ready and Kamiila led the way out of the shack. 

“Nukappi would have enjoyed this,” she said, nodding at the mountain panorama stretching all around them as she closed the door. Kamiila slid the bolt to lock the door, picked up her pack, and then joined Maratse on the path leading along the eastern ridge to the slope.

“He sees it,” Maratse said, as they walked beside each other.

“You think so?”

“Iiji.” Maratse lit a cigarette and rolled it into the gap between his teeth in the side of his mouth. He stuffed his hands into his pockets, grinning as Kamiila ducked to one side, then the other to escape his smoke.

“The wind has bothered me all morning. But now when I need it the most…”

Maratse shrugged. “You can walk ahead of me. I’ll follow.”

Kamiila thought for a second, then jogged a few steps ahead of him. “You’ll run out soon, anyway. Then we can walk together.”

Maratse raised his eyebrows in the silent Greenlandic yes.

He watched Kamiila stride out along the ridge, observing the way she settled the rifle alongside her pack, tucking one hand under the stock to hold it in place, rather than strapping it to the side. He puffed at his cigarette as he thought, curious at the way Kamiila walked like a hunter – not just seeing and enjoying the mountains, but scanning them for ptarmigan or hare, maybe even a fox. Maratse wrinkled his nose, avoiding the thought of eating fox, preferring instead to think of the tickle of soft fox fur in the ruff of a sealskin hood. He carried the thought along the ridge and down the slope until he had finished his cigarette and Kamiila waited for him to catch up.

“What did you do with the butt?” she asked.

Maratse tapped the chest pocket on his jacket. “In the packet.”

“Good,” she said. “We need to be better at this. Hiding everything. Not leaving a trail.”

Maratse reached out to tease a tuft of her hair between his fingers. 

“Yeah.” Kamiila cast a glance back to the radio shack at the top of the mountain. “I may have left something behind.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Maratse said. “We’re not there now.”

Kamiila took his hand and tugged him along the path. “This is harder than I thought.”

“You’re thinking of Nukappi? It’s only been a few days.”

“I know. But it’s more than that. Thinking of him is hard, but thinking of Greenland, of what we’re doing. That’s harder.”

Maratse let go of Kamiila’s hand and pointed to the next summit. “We keep moving. We keep talking.”

“For how long?”

Maratse shrugged. “I don’t know. Until something happens, maybe.”

“What’s going to happen?”

Another shrug. “I don’t know.”

Kamiila said nothing until the slope narrowed, forcing them to pick their way up, around, and between boulders in their path. She took the lead, reaching for Maratse’s hand as he slowed, tugging him up the steeper sections, teasing him about getting in shape and giving up smoking.

“I thought you were a hunter?”

“Iiji,” he said. “With dogs.”

“Never in the mountains?”

Maratse shook his head. “Not high in the mountains.”

“So, this new life…” Kamiila waited for Maratse to join her at the top of a boulder. “Are you going to cope?” 

“With a different life?” Maratse tapped the ptarmigan hanging from his belt and took a long breath of clean mountain air. “I like it,” he said.

“Well, all right then.” Kamiila dropped half a metre to the path below the boulder. “As long as you like it, I’m sure we’ll be just fine.”

The path narrowed and Kamiila took the lead, checking the map twice, adjusting course once, then stopping at the base of a massive boulder with a shallow cave beneath it.

“We’ll stop here,” she said, removing her rifle and dumping her pack on the ground.

“Iiji.”

Kamiila took the ptarmigan from Maratse, sat on the ground, and began plucking the feathers. Maratse scoured the area for tough, dry Arctic roots, taking enough to supplement the roots they had collected along the way. He lit a fire beneath a flat stone, protecting it from the wind with larger rocks on three sides, while kneeling to feed the flames with twigs and roots. Kamiila gutted the bird, then pared the breast with a knife. She passed them to Maratse, along with what little fat she could find on the lean bird. The meat sizzled on the stone. Maratse smiled. Kamiila sighed, then moved closer to the fire to enjoy some of its heat.

“This new life,” she said, plucking a piece of meat from Maratse’s fingers. “It reminds me of the old one.”

“Iiji,” he said.

“It’s a life worth fighting for.”

Maratse paused, a chunk of breast just a hair’s breadth from his lips. “You think we’re going to have to fight?”

“Don’t you?”

Maratse drew a deep breath into his lungs, nodding as he exhaled. He popped the meat into his mouth, licked his fingers, and said, “Iiji. One way or another. I think we might.”

The fire crackled beneath the stone as the late summer sun circled around the peaks. Maratse leaned his back against a boulder, watching the sun dip behind one peak only to rise behind another. Kamiila snuggled into his side. She snored as he smoked, and the fire crackled into embers.
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Part 3

________________________________

 

The cobbles of Nyhavn, rounded and smooth beneath Inniki Rasmussen’s feet, shone in the early summer rain. Inniki tugged at the collar of her winter coat, turning it up to protect her neck as she weaved through the steam of tourists flooding the cobbled street. The canal was choked with barges – long and lined with benches. Inniki wrinkled her nose at the briny water below her, then caught a whiff of sausage from the hot dog stand. But the smell of the water wasn’t as tart as the sea in the fjords and along the coast of Greenland, and the sausage fat was processed, not creamy like the fat on the ribs of a seal. The tourists loved the Danish canals and the red pølser and brown frankfurters. But they don’t know what they’re missing, Inniki thought, as she pushed on, through the crowds, and into a slim side street where the soft clack of her comfortable shoes echoed between the pastel-coloured walls. Inniki walked deeper and further into a maze of buildings, leaving the sea and sausage for the tourists.

She stopped beside a narrow staircase, curling her wrinkled hands around the black iron rails as she took the steps down to the old wine cellar. She knocked on the heavy hardwood door hanging deep inside an arch cut into the stone foundations. The door creaked open on thick hinges and Inniki slipped inside.

“Were you seen?”

“Naamik,” Inniki said, peering into the dark, searching for a face to attach to the woman’s voice.

“Over here.”

Inniki turned, heard the hollow click of an old Bakelite plastic switch, then blinked in the yellow light of a naked bulb. She smiled as a young woman with long black hair and thick black eyebrows blinked back at her.

“Petra Jensen,” Inniki said. She reached out to grasp the woman’s hands in her own, drawing her close, hugging her tight.

“So thin,” Petra said. “You haven’t been eating.”

“I haven’t been hungry.”

Petra locked the cellar door, then waved for Inniki to follow. “Come,” she said. “I’ve got leftovers.”

“I’m really not hungry.”

“We’ll see,” Petra said.

The light lit the first third of an arched corridor into which Inniki walked, following Petra past two small pantries full of old furniture, moving boxes, and a bicycle partly obscured by curtains. A flight of wooden steps, narrower than the stone steps outside, led up and out of the cellar to the ground floor. Petra pressed a slim finger to her lip and looked at Inniki. The last blush of light from the cellar settled in Petra’s eyes as she smiled.

“The girls made you something,” she said. “They’re not quite finished.”

Petra opened the door and Inniki narrowed her eyes, absorbing the light from the street as she followed Petra into the living room. The floorboards, painted blue, scuffed naked to the grain in places, gave them away with soft thuds beneath their feet. Two girls kneeling on an L of flat cardboard in the bay window gasped as Petra warned them of Inniki’s arrival with a soft cough. The girls hid their secret project beneath a tea towel, swapped conspiratorial glances, before flinging themselves at Inniki.

“Careful,” Petra said. She took a step forward to intervene, stopping when Inniki waved her away with a soft curl of her lips between cries of surprise at how much the girls had grown and app, it has been a long time. “Too long,” Petra said, once the girls let go of Inniki.

“I’ve been busy,” Inniki said. She slipped her hands into her coat pockets, pulling out lollipops like a magician pulls rabbits from a hat. “Abella,” she said, turning to the tallest of the two girls. “This is for you, if you tell me how old you are now.”

“Six,” Abella said, thanking Inniki with another hug and a soft, “Qujanaq,” as she took the lollipop.

“And your sister?”

“I’m four,” said the smaller of the two girls.

“Four?” Inniki tilted her head, painting a mock frown on her brow as she studied the girl. “And do you have a name?”

“You know my name.”

“Ah, but I am old. Perhaps I forgot it.” Inniki hid the last lollipop behind her back.

“Jatsi,” the girl said. She darted to one side, curling around Inniki, reaching for the lollipop, only to giggle and squeal as Inniki turned one way, then the other, evading her at every turn, until she tired and Petra stepped in.

“What do you say?” Petra said, as Inniki handed Jatsi her lollipop.

“Qujanaq,” Jatsi said.

“You’re very welcome.” Inniki watched the two girls as they compared lollipops, peeling away the plastic with Abella showing her younger sister how to flatten and save the wrapper for their collection.

“There’s coffee in the kitchen,” Petra said. She took Inniki’s jacket, and they left the girls to play.

“I wanted to come sooner,” Inniki said. She slipped onto a stiff chair at the kitchen table, nodding as Petra offered her a mug of coffee. “But with everything going on, I wanted to do an extra podcast…”

“I heard it,” Petra said, as she joined Inniki at the table. “The policeman is becoming quite popular.”

“His name is David Maratse. I think you’d like him, and I think you’d appreciate what he has to say.” 

“I’m sure I would, but you know I don’t speak Greenlandic. I have to take your word for it.” Petra sipped her coffee, then tucked a loose strand of long black hair behind her ear. The light from outside lit her face, warming her soft light brown cheeks. “I have food,” she said.

“Later.”

Petra nodded.

They sat in silence for several minutes, sipping coffee, listening to the girls switch between Greenlandic, Danish, and English – choosing the latter to talk about the cloth bag they were decorating for Inniki.

Petra bit her lip as she smiled. “They don’t know you speak English.”

“We won’t tell them.”

Inniki put her mug down on the table, then took a moment to look around the kitchen, smiling at the mix of old and new – an old dresser full of small drawers of all sizes, each with a metal knob with a bright plastic cap of assorted colours. The surface of the dresser was piled high with schoolbooks, lunchboxes – more bright plastic – next to a laptop – open and charging. The plaster walls were almost hidden beneath a quilt of framed family photographs, and three years of wall calendars turned to favourite months and images of Greenland. The fridge door was a detective’s map of school schedules, bus timetables, drawings, and pizza menus, reminding Inniki of why she had come.

“How long have we known each other, Petra?” she asked.

Petra looked away as she thought about it. “It was at the social event at the Greenland House in Copenhagen.” She looked at Inniki. “A book launch, I think.”

Inniki nodded. “That’s it. It was the year before my operation, before everything changed.” She paused for a moment than looked at Petra, and said, “I need your help.”

Petra sighed. “I thought so. When you called…”

“I know. I promised not to call.”

“I don’t mind you calling,” Petra said. She reached across the table to take Inniki’s hand. “But…”

“It’s difficult.” Inniki nodded. “With you and Lauritz.”

“Lauritz is a good man,” Petra said. She glanced through the door at the girls in the next room. “He’s a good father.”

“And a good politician. Popular, too,” Inniki said.

“If he knew you were here…”

“Which is why you brought me in through the basement.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t apologise.”

“It’s just... difficult,” Petra said.

“It is difficult.” Inniki took Petra’s hand as she tried to let go, clutching it. “For everyone.”

Petra caught Inniki’s eye, and said, “Lauritz wants to speak out about what’s going on. He really does. Not just for Greenland, but for the girls.” Petra paused. “And for me. He’s obviously not Greenlandic. But he’s not blind to what’s going on. I just don’t know what I can say to him to convince him to say something in public. I just don’t.”

“It’s okay,” Inniki said. She squeezed Petra’s hand, then let go. “May I have more coffee?”

“Of course.”

Petra pushed back her chair to reach for the coffeepot. She topped up their mugs, offered food – again – then set the pot down on the table.

“I think you might have misunderstood,” Inniki said. She looked at Petra, adding, “It’s not Lauritz’ help I need. It’s yours.”

“Mine?”

“You were a police officer.”

“I was a constable. Not for long. I met Lauritz…”

“In Denmark, on a course.” Inniki smiled. “I remember you telling me, how he swept you off your feet.”

Petra laughed. “It was Jujitsu, and it was that one time.”

“Enough for you to move to Denmark,” Inniki said.

“Yes.”

“Enough to marry him. To start a family. To give up your career.”

“This is my life now,” Petra said. She held her mug in her hand, extending a finger as she gestured at the kitchen, the house, the girls, “Denmark,” she said.

“I understand.” Inniki sipped her coffee. “But Greenland is your home.”

“It’s where I was born. This is my home.”

“And your people?”

Petra lowered her mug to the table. She shook her head. “That’s not fair.”

“But is it true? Are the Danes your people?”

“Inniki…”

“Are they?”

“They can be.”

“They can be. I see.”

A shriek from the living room broke the tension. Petra excused herself, then left the kitchen. Inniki listened as she talked to her girls, told them to play nicely, only to return to the kitchen with Jatsi in her arms when it was clear that, for the time being at least, they either couldn’t or wouldn’t. Petra sat down. She pressed her lips to Jatsi’s ear, blowing the curls on the side of her face, nibbling her ear, making her laugh, before she caught Inniki’s eye.

“They can be,” she said, picking up where they left off. “But mostly, they are not. They are Lauritz’ friends. His colleagues. I’m the girl he fell in love with, the mother of his children. I’m not really much more than that.” Petra swallowed. “There. I said it.” She looked at Inniki. “Is that what you wanted to hear me say?”

“I thought you might, when you were ready to say it.” 

Inniki turned back to her coffee as Jatsi said she was hungry. The conversation dipped into a trough between troublesome waves, as Petra fixed Jatsi a sandwich, then another for her sister. She sent the two girls back into the living room, agreeing that yes, just this once they could eat in front of the television. She fixed two more sandwiches and brought them back to the table, sliding one on a plate towards Inniki.

“No more talk until you’ve finished it.”

“Petra…”

“Nope,” she said, before taking a bite.

They ate in silence, swapping quick looks, raised eyebrows, and a smile when Inniki realised what she was eating.

“Where did you get gravad laks?”

“At the market.”

“But this is Greenlandic salmon… with just the right amount of dill.”

Petra raised her eyebrows – the silent Greenlandic yes.

They said nothing more until Inniki had finished her sandwich.

“So,” Petra said. “Now that I finally got you to eat something. What kind of help do you want from me?”

“You’ll help?”

“I’ll listen. Then I’ll think about it.” Petra leaned back in her seat and looked into the living room. The girls giggled between bites of sandwich and slurps of milk. Petra turned back to Inniki and waited.

“It’s not really now that I need help, but I’m worried about the future.”

Petra’s brow furrowed. “Are you sick?”

“Naamik,” Inniki laughed. “It’s not like that. It’s just, lately…”

“What?”

“I’ve been followed,” she said, and then, “It’s okay. Not today.” She tugged at Petra’s hand as she twisted to look out of the window. “It’s quite casual. But noticeable. At least, to someone like me. Someone with my background.” Inniki let go of Petra’s hand and brushed the crumbs from the table into her palm. She dropped them onto her plate, and said, “I haven’t always been old, and I wasn’t always an exile. I used to work for the Americans, you know. And now…”

“Yes?”

Inniki shrugged, as if it really wasn’t that big of a deal. “I know their methods, Petra. Which is why I know I am being watched. And that’s what I need to talk to you about.”
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Part 4

________________________________

 

Walcott tucked his hands into the armholes of his tactical vest and watched as IGA administrative officer Isra El-Hashem coordinated the evacuation of Kussannaq. The briny sea air tickled his nostrils, while the chatter of confused Greenlanders, and the crunch of rigid hulled inflatables landing on the beach, drifted on the wind in gusts and snatches. If he smoked, Walcott would have lit a cigarette by now. There was nothing else for him to do. The captain of the USCG cutter Logan put her officers in charge of filling the inflatable boats and shuttling the residents from the settlement to the ship, the helicopter crew provided additional security, while IGA muscle Casey Mitchell and Brantley Downs lent a firm hand to those families struggling with the basic orders of leave and now. The only fly in the ointment that Walcott could see was loitering just off the Logan’s starboard side. The Greenlandic police cutter Sisak III and its crew was the unknown element. Walcott wasn’t concerned about them intervening or preventing the relocation of Kussannaq’s residents, rather it was the signal they sent if they didn’t endorse the move. The red and white hulled cutter was all too visible against the backdrop of the dark blue sea, the green- and straw-coloured grasses, and the stark browns, greys, and blacks of the mountains. 

“What are they thinking?” Walcott asked Isra as she joined him. He pointed at the police cutter.

“Them?” Isra shrugged, then tugged her notebook from the front sleeve of her tactical vest. “As long as they don’t interfere, what does it matter?”

Walcott turned his attention to the families boarding the Coast Guard boats, noting each outstretched hand pointing at the police cutter, a wave, and a raised fist.

“The hull is painted like the flag,” he said. “Red and white.”

“So?”

“So,” Walcott said. “I think, next time, we send the police somewhere else. I don’t like the way they just sit there. It’s like a quiet resistance.”

“Danielsen is on that boat,” Isra said. “The constable you wanted to replace Maratse.”

“I know.” Walcott bit his lip, gave Sisak III one last look, then turned to Isra. “How we doing?”

Isra flipped through her notebook. “I’ve got forty-one adults on my list.” She lifted the flap on her vest to reveal the administrative documents and the tablet she was using to record the status of each resident during the evacuation. “This is just shorthand,” she said, returning to her notebook.

“I thought there were forty-two residents?”

“Originally, there was. But Kamiila…” Isra ran the tip of her finger beneath Kamiila’s last name, spelling it out, “S.O.R.S.U.T.T.A.R.T.O.Q.”

“Right,” Walcott said with a nod. “She’s the one who took off with Maratse.”

Isra lowered her notebook and pointed to an older couple clambering over the side of one of the Coast Guard inflatables. “That’s her uncle and aunt right there.”

“You interviewed them?”

Isra snorted. “Yeah, and how am I gonna do that?”

“Right.”

“We really need an interpreter.”

“I’m working on it.”

A whistle from Downs turned their heads from the boats on the shore, back to the buildings and houses of Kussannaq.

“Runners,” Downs shouted, jabbing his finger in the air, pointing at the last row of houses.

“They’re headed for the path into the mountains.” Isra swore as she tucked her notepad into her vest. She checked her pistol, secured it in the holster strapped to her right thigh, then started to move. Walcott stopped her with a hand on her arm. “What?”

“We’ll let them go,” he said.

“Really? It’s going to be a pain in the ass to round them up again.”

“They have another purpose.” Walcott let go of Isra’s arm and gestured at the mountains behind the settlement. “They’re going to send a message to Maratse.”

“Okay, I get that. But…” Isra nodded as a man in full tactical gear charged after the Greenlanders fleeing for the mountains. “But you might want to tell Mitchell.”

“Shit.” Walcott shook his head, then pressed the transmit button on the radio clipped to the left shoulder of his vest. “Mitchell. Let them go.”

Isra chuckled as Mitchell raised his fist and extended the middle finger. “I think that’s a no from Mitchell,” she said.

“Why are you laughing? He’s one of yours.”

“Under your command,” Isra said.

Walcott swore a second time, reached for the radio, then thought better of it. “Come on,” he said. Walcott nodded for the Coast Guard door gunner to stay with the helicopter, then called Downs on the radio as he and Isra started to run. “He needs to let them go,” he said, then again as Downs joined them. “This is how we get Maratse, how we draw him to us.”

“Mitchell doesn’t know that,” Downs said. “That’s not how he thinks.”

“No shit,” Walcott said.

Isra, the lightest of them, pushed forward, gaining on Mitchell as the big IGA man tackled the woman closest to him. Walcott winced as the woman screamed, then again as Mitchell clapped a gloved hand across the woman’s mouth, pinning her arms to her sides with his arm.

“Mitchell, let her go,” Isra said, as she reached him.

“She’s running.” Mitchell nodded at the older man, catching his breath on the path in front of him. A small girl peeped out from behind the man’s legs. “They all are.”

“God damn it, Mitchell,” Walcott said as he stopped beside Isra. “I gave you an order.”

“My orders are to evacuate this pissant village.” Mitchell relaxed his grip on the woman, and she crawled away. “They took off.”

Walcott crouched beside Mitchell and gripped the front of his vest. He tugged at it to get Mitchell’s attention, and said, “We’re evacuating them for a reason. You have to think of the bigger picture, Mitchell. You need to think, period.” Walcott wrinkled his nose at the smell of Mitchell’s sweat. He let go of him and nodded at the woman, lowering his voice to a forced whisper before continuing. “We evacuate Kussannaq, and we force Maratse to respond. But we have no idea where or what he will do. But if these three trek into the mountains to tell him what happened here, there’s a chance he’ll come back to Kussannaq with them, to see for himself. A bigger chance than if he just hears about it. Plus,” Walcott said, giving the older man and the young girl a more studied look. “They have the added bonus of slowing him down. The old guy is on his last legs, and the girl’s legs are tiny.” Walcott stood, offered Mitchell his hand, then pulled the IGA man to his feet. “You get it now?”

“The bigger picture?”

“Yes.”

“Yeah,” Mitchell said, shrugging free of Walcott’s grip. “I get it.”

“Good. Now give me your gun.”

“What?”

“Your weapon, Mitchell.” Walcott held out his hand. He watched the woman rise to her feet, following her movement as she walked to the man and girl, drawing them both into a protective embrace.

“What are you doing?” Isra said, as Walcott took Mitchell’s M4 carbine.

“Well…” Walcott sighed. “I don’t know about you, but I never got the impression that Maratse was the sharpest tool in the box.” Walcott primed the weapon and flicked the safety off. “If we’re going to send a message, I think we need to send it loud and clear.” He raised the rifle, tucking the stock to his shoulder.

“Walcott,” Downs said.

“Save it,” Walcott said. 

He took a step forward, pointed the barrel at the woman’s head, then paused, curious about how she simply closed her eyes, pulling the man and girl tighter to her body. The girl started to cry as Walcott altered his aim, firing a short burst above their heads. 

They didn’t move.

Walcott fired again – another burst above their heads, then a third into the path between them. Splinters of dirt and twists of Arctic grass danced in the air until the woman grabbed the man by the arm and took the girl’s hand. She looked at Walcott, stared right through him, then turned her back on him and walked along the path. Walcott swallowed and then slipped his finger around the trigger, ready to fire one more time.

“They get the message,” Downs said, pressing a big, gloved hand onto the barrel of the rifle, lowering it, then prising it from Walcott’s hands. He checked the safety, then slung the rifle over his shoulder.

“That’s mine, you know,” Mitchell said.

“Yeah, but until folk round here start thinking straight, I think I’ll hang on to it.”

Walcott watched the three Greenlanders walk along the path. “Shit,” he said. “We didn’t get their names.”

“The woman,” Isra said, swiping the screen of her tablet, “is Innuina Eqaluk. She’s twenty-nine.”

“Inu-what?” Mitchell said.

“Doesn’t matter.” Isra turned the tablet towards Walcott, showing him a close-up of the woman’s face, fierce eyes beneath thick black eyebrows glared out of the screen.

“And the girl?” Walcott relaxed as Isra swiped to the next photo.

“Kaatsiaaja. Seven years old. She’s the daughter.” Isra swiped the screen to the right, flicking through a series of photos before stopping at the image of an older man. “Kilaasi Qingalik. Sixty-two. Probably related to the woman.”

“So,” Downs said, after a quick glance at Isra’s tablet. “We’re sending a girl, her mother, and an old man into the mountains hoping they find Maratse and encourage him to walk back down here so we can pick him up. Did I get that right?”

“That’s right,” Walcott said.

“Okay. And how long is it going to take them to find him? How far are they going to walk? And how are they going to keep warm in that one set of clothes? What are they going to eat?”

“What’s your point, Downs?”

“My point?” Downs laughed, then nodded at the police cutter just visible as it sailed to a new position in sight of the path. “We just shot at a bunch of Greenlanders. And we did that after Mitchell tackled that poor woman...”

“Hey…”

Downs raised his finger, cutting Mitchell off with a shake of his head. “No, you have to think about this. We all do. Forcing people out of their homes is bad enough, but I can live with that. We’re giving them better homes. I get it. But we just beat up and shot at unarmed U.S. citizens.”

“You mean Greenlanders,” Isra said.

“No,” Walcott said. “He’s right. They are U.S. citizens. At least, that’s what they’ll call them on CNN.”

“And you just shot at them in full view of the Greenland police.” Downs pointed at Sisak III. 

“And sent them fleeing into the wilderness.” Walcott turned to look at Downs. “You’ve made your point. But right now, our priority is putting a muzzle on Maratse. Taking him out of the picture. You saw the look on the woman’s face.”

“She’s pissed,” Isra said, with a nod at Mitchell.

Mitchell frowned and said, “What did I do?”

“You frightened her,” Walcott said. “You scared the crap out of her kid. And then I did the same, only I made her angry now, and that anger is what we need. It’ll bring Maratse out of the mountains.”

“Yeah, and that I still don’t get,” Mitchell said. “This guy – this constable. I think we’re overestimating him.”

“Overestimating?” Isra laughed. “That’s an awfully big word for you, Mitchell.”

“Yeah? You think so?” Mitchell spat, and said, “Fuck you, Isra.”

“Knock it off,” Walcott said. 

He turned to watch the woman lead the man and her daughter further along the path, until they dipped below a rise and out of sight. 

“Whatever we think of Maratse,” he said, turning back to his team. “He has reach. He’s reaching out to his people from these radio shacks in the mountains.” He pointed along the path. “They turned to him. How many others will?”

“We don’t know…”

“What? Isra? What don’t we know?” Walcott took a long breath. “Here’s what we do know – Maratse has the ear of the people, and we have less than three days to cut it off. The clock is ticking, and we need results. That little family is going to provide them.”

“And Maratse?” Downs asked. “What do we do with him when we get him?”

Walcott shrugged. “Honestly? I don’t know. And I’m not even sure it’s up to me. All I know is we have to get him. It’s that simple.”

Walcott gestured for the team to head back to the settlement. He took a last look along the path, then another at the police cutter. The figure in the bow wore black, contrasting sharply with the white wheelhouse behind it. Walcott waved, but the figure made no move to wave back.

“Right,” Walcott whispered as he lowered his hand. “Not so simple after all.”
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“The problem is not what you’re talking about, but how you’re talking about it.” Kamiila led the way along the path, checking the map, the horizon, turning her cheek to the sun, sniffing the wind. Maratse followed, hands in pockets, a cigarette trapped between his teeth. Kamiila stopped at a steep section of the route. “It’s like you haven’t grasped it yet.”

“I haven’t grasped it?”

“Naamik,” Kamiila said with a shake of her head. “You’re just playing at it.”

Maratse snuffed his cigarette between his finger and thumb, then tucked the remaining half back into the packet. He slipped his hands back into his pockets and waited for Kamiila to continue.

“The Americans took our country,” she said.

“They bought it.”

“From the Danes.” Kamiila stabbed her finger in the chill air between them. “They had no right to sell it.”

“I agree.”

“And the Americans… They have no right to move us from our homes.”

“Iiji.”

Maratse watched Kamiila’s brow knit into a deep frown. He took a long breath as the tears welled in her eyes.

“They killed Nukappi,” she said. “Killed him.”

“I know.”

“And you…” Kamiila caught her breath, took another, and then said, “You talk about sledging, hunting, kaffemiks, and…”

Maratse waited.

“… little things. Inconsequential.”

“It’s the little things that hold us together,” Maratse said.

“It changes nothing.” Kamiila turned to look down the side of the mountain at the fjord, and the corner of Kussannaq, just visible in the distance. “They told us to move. You told us we didn’t have to.”

“Iiji.”

“Then,” she said, whirling back to Maratse, taking a step closer, fire in her eyes. “You saved Nukappi – fought for him. Then sprung him from jail.”

“From the ship.”

“Jail. Ship. It doesn’t matter. You did it, and now…” She took another breath, counting, slowly.

“You’re angry.”

“Aap,” she said. “Because you’re not.”

“We won’t change anything with anger, Kamiila. The people…”

“People? What people?” Kamiila looked down. She scuffed her boots in the dust on the path. “There is no people. They put down the resistance in Nuuk before it really got started. If they can do that there, where everybody lives, how are a handful of people going to make a difference in a settlement? Or a village. A small town. How?”

“By keeping the old ways alive.” 

“I don’t believe that.” Kamiila turned her back on Maratse. She walked to where the path dropped down a steep section of split boulder. She started to climb down, only to stop and stare at Maratse. “You don’t believe it either. But that’s not why you’re talking about the old days, our cultural and traditions.”

“It’s not?”

Kamiila brushed at the last of her tears on her cheeks, then lifted her chin. Defiant – dangerous, even. “You won’t talk about resistance, because you’re scared of what will happen if you do.” Kamiila caught Maratse’s eye, and said, “I’m right. Aren’t I?”

Maratse took his hands from his pockets. He pressed his hand to the nearest boulder, brushing his palm over the black lichen, nodding as the crisp surface dug into his skin. He lifted his head, drawing a long breath through his nose, filling his lungs with dry mountain air spiced with tart juniper leaves, chill damp earth hoarded in the shadowed cracks in the rocks. He looked past Kamiila, blinking in the sun sparkling on the deep blue waters of the fjord. 

“You’re right,” he said, as he climbed down to join Kamiila on the path at the foot of the boulder. “I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“Losing this,” he said, with a nod to the fjord, the mountains.

“It’s already lost. We have to fight to get it back.”

“People will get hurt.”

“And they will die.” Kamiila stabbed her finger to the west. “Nukappi died. More will die.”

“But for what?”

“For what?” Kamiila laughed. “This.” She grabbed a handful of grit from the path. “This is the land we live on, the land we live with.” Dust blew from her hands, coating her sweater, adding another layer of dirt to Maratse’s jacket, as she brushed the grit from her fingers. “People die in Greenland. We die on the ice, drown in the sea, fall in the mountains. But that’s our choice. These people…” Kamiila spat the words. “These Americans, they think…”

Maratse tucked his hands into his pockets as she paused, listening, waiting for her to continue.

“… they say they are doing us a favour, giving us a better life.” She shook her head, laughing. “I sound like my father.” She looked at Maratse. “I sound like you.”

“Eeqqi,” Maratse said. “Not like me. More passionate than me. You sound like Inniki.”

“Rasmussen?”

“Iiji.”

Kamiila smiled, nodding slowly, before saying, “I like that. I want to be like her. I mean, now I do. Before Nukappi… I don’t know what I wanted. It was confusing.” She looked at Maratse. “You were confusing. And now I’m angry and I want…” Kamiila frowned, staring at Maratse as he dipped his head, gesturing at something behind her. “What?”

“Look,” he said.

Kamiila turned around and looked down the path. She reached for her rifle, only to pause, then pass it to Maratse as she hurried down the path to the woman making her way towards them.

“Innuina,” Kamiila said. She dropped her pack on the ground and ran the last few metres, pulling Innuina into her arms, holding her as they both sank to the path. “She’s hurt,” Kamiila said, calling up to Maratse, glancing at her pack. 

Maratse picked up Kamiila’s pack on his way down to them. Innuina caught her breath, brushing dust from her mouth as Kamiila pressed a water bottle into her hands.

“Drink. Don’t talk.”

Innuina nodded. Water dribbled from her lips as she tipped the bottle to her mouth. She choked, caught her breath, then lowered the bottle.

“I’m okay,” she said, the words rasping over her lips. “Kaatsiaaja is here. She’s with Kilaasi.”

“On the mountain?”

“Aap.”

“Why?” Maratse asked.

Innuina looked up and said, “Because they came to Kussannaq. The Americans told us we had to leave, that there was no choice.” She stared at Maratse, and the same fire that had sparked Kamiila’s eyes, now burned in hers. “One of them attacked me. Then another fired his gun at me, at my daughter. They shot at us.”

“Then you’re hurt,” Kamiila said. She tugged at Innuina’s clothes, looking for blood. Innuina brushed her hands away.

“I’m tired, not hurt. Only my feet.”

Innuina’s hair was caked in dust, twisted into long tangles. The dust on her cheeks filled the pores of her skin, with dark spots where the water splashed from her mouth. Maratse crouched beside her and she reached out for his hand.

“They talked about you,” she said. “My English is not so good, but I heard your name.”

Kamiila shot a glance at Maratse, but he focused his attention on Innuina. “Tell us what happened.”

“But Kaatsiaaja and…”

“Are they coming up the mountain?” Kamiila asked.

“Naamik. I left them in the shade of a boulder. Kilaasi is weak. Kaatsiaaja is hungry and tired. I told them to stay there, that I would find you, and that they would be all right. The Americans will not follow us into the mountains.”

“Why not?” Kamiila’s brow pinched with another frown. “Did they say that?”

“Not that,” Innuina said, with another glance at Maratse. “They said something else.”

“They think I will come to them,” Maratse said. “Don’t they?”

Innuina nodded. “Aap.”

 

Kamiila grabbed Maratse’s arm, pulling him away from Innuina. She gritted her teeth and said, “You can’t go.”

“They forced them from their homes.”

“I know. To get you to react.”

“And if I don’t, if I don’t give myself up, they will take another settlement, and force them to move.”

“And have you thought about why?”

Maratse shrugged and sat down on a boulder. “Does it matter?”

“It matters because it’s working.” Kamiila curled her fists into her short hair, her eyes wide as she stared at Maratse. “It’s like you choose not to understand. And I just don’t get it.” She let go of her hair and dropped her arms to her sides. 

“They shot at her,” Maratse said. “Because of me.”

“Aap, because of you, of what you’re saying. They don’t like it. They think you’re a threat, and that means it’s working. Even the good old days crap. It’s working.” Kamiila sat down beside Maratse. “I didn’t think it was enough. I was wrong.” She took Maratse’s hand, traced the tiny scars and scratches from fishhooks and needle sharp puppy milk teeth on his fingers. “You’re getting to them. People are listening.”

“We don’t know that.”

“We do know that.” Kamiila pointed at Innuina. “She’s listening. Kilaasi’s listening. Then there’s Inniki, late at night. They’re listening to her, too. And now these men…”

“Walcott,” Maratse said.

“And his goons…” Kamiila laughed. “Aap, I said goons.”

“I don’t know what they are.”

“Because you don’t watch TV or superhero movies.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said. “I like science fiction.”

“And there are bad guys, right?”

“Iiji.”

“No brains. Lots of muscle. Goons. And Walcott and his goons are looking for you.”

“And they will keep looking.”

“And we keep moving… Maratse?”

“Eeqqi,” he said, pushing himself off the boulder to stand. “I will go down to meet them.”

“And that is just stupid.” Kamiila cursed and then looked away. “Selfish.”

“How is it selfish?”

“Because,” Kamiila said, standing up. She jabbed her finger into Maratse’s chest. “This isn’t about you. It’s about Greenland. But if you feel bad about bad things happening, and if you think going down there and giving yourself up is going to stop it, then you’re thinking only of yourself. You’re giving up on Greenland, the people – your people.” Kamiila lowered her voice. “And you’re giving up on me.”

“Kamiila…”

She shook her head. “I believed in you. It took me a little while, because I didn’t trust you. Then you promised to look after Nukappi, and you brought him back to me. I believed in you then. I followed you into the mountains…”

“You led us into the mountains, Kamiila.”

She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter who was first. I was following you. And I will follow you.” She looked at Maratse, deep into his eyes, and said, “Wherever you go. However hard it will be, I will follow you. Because we’ve started something, and the people need it to continue.” She pointed at Innuina. “She needs it. She came up the mountain, left her child on the path, to find you, because she heard your name, and she thought you could help.”

“But they hurt her, Kamiila.”

“Aap.” Kamiila dipped her head. “But she’s alive. She’ll fight.”

“Fight?”

“Not for you. For Greenland. They all will – everyone. But only if you lead them. Only if you’re free. They have to have hope, and they won’t if Walcott has you.”

“Inniki…”

“Isn’t here,” Kamiila said. “You are.” 

“Hmm.” Maratse fell silent, turning his head, away from Kamiila’s intensity, if only for a second.

She’s right. 

Inniki’s voice pricked at his conscience.

You know it.

“I have to do this my way,” Maratse whispered.

“What way?” Kamiila reached out for Maratse’s arm, turning him back to face her. “You said something.”

“Iiji.”

“What?”

“I have to do this my way, Kamiila. You want me to lead, you have to let me go first.”

“To Walcott?” Kamiila snorted. “Naamik. No. Just no.”

“I’ll meet with him, to hear what he has to say.”

“He’ll lock you up – or worse.”

“Imaqa, but I won’t know until I’ve talked to him.”

Kamiila jabbed her finger towards Kussannaq. “If you go down there… everything we’ve done… what Nukappi died for…”

“I have to see for myself, Kamiila. I will go down the mountain and look. I need to see what Innuina told us about. I need to see it for myself.”

“And when you do?”

“I’ll come back,” Maratse said. 

Kamiila bit her lip, then nodded, just once. “Go,” she said.




 

 

 

 

 

Part 6

________________________________

 

Maratse walked beside Innuina, twisting around the mountain until the path broadened and they could see two people waiting in the shadow of a large boulder on the side of the mountain. A wall of fog pushed in from the sea, teasing the coastline with long, cool fingers, digging into the beach and pulling the thick grey mass behind it. Icebergs tall enough to poke through the fog caught the sun’s rays like candlewicks, spreading the light into the ice below, glowing inside the fog. Maratse zipped his jacket to his neck and smiled as Innuina discovered an untapped burst of energy as she ran down the path, curling her arms around her daughter when they met.

“It’s still a bad idea,” Kamiila said, as she closed the distance between her and Maratse. “I still don’t think you should go.”

Maratse looked over his shoulder, nodding at the young guerrilla as she carried the .22 rifle in both hands, eyes flicking back and forth from the path to the sea, back to the mountain.

“I’ll be careful,” Maratse said.

“Careful isn’t cautious. You need to think like a fugitive.”

“Hmm.”

Kamiila tutted and looked away, leaving Maratse to his thoughts before they were interrupted by Kaatsiaaja’s warm hands, as she twisted her fingers between Maratse’s in an awkward but innocent seven-year-old handshake. Maratse smiled, then stepped forward to shake Kilaasi’s hand, nodding at the older man as Kaatsiaaja teased a grin onto Kamiila’s determined face.

“She’s like her ataata,” Kilaasi said, pointing a bent finger at Kamiila.

Maratse looked in the direction he was pointing, catching Kamiila’s eye, if only for a second, before Kaatsiaaja and her mother stepped off the path to rest in pillows of blueberry bushes budding with under ripe fruit.

“She lost her anaana early, and her ataata was sick. He died in hospital in Maniitsoq.” Kilaasi rested on a boulder, and said, “She’s been alone most of her adult life.”

“But she lived in Kussannaq.”

“She came back once she was finished with gymnasium.” Kilaasi tapped the side of his head. “She’s smart. Too smart for Kussannaq. She should have gone to university in Denmark when she had the chance, but she fell in love.” Kilaasi made a show of rolling his eyes, as if that kind of thing happened all the time. 

“It happens,” Maratse said.

“Aap. All the time.”

Maratse turned to his left to look at the fjord, now covered in a thick blanket of fog. “Tell me what happened in Kussannaq.”

Kilaasi’s face twisted into a grimace before he began. “They came fast, with ships and a helicopter.”

“Ships? More than one?”

“Aap. The big American ship with lots of small boats. And Sisak.”

“Sisak III?”

Kilaasi nodded. “But they just sat there, watching.”

“They didn’t send anyone ashore?”

“Naamik.”

“And they stayed?”

“They’re still there. They saw everything. When the man grabbed Innuina, they came a little closer. But still, they didn’t land. We saw them from the path.” Kilaasi pointed to the bend in the path curving around the mountain leading to Kussannaq. “Until we came around the corner. But now… the fog.”

“Hmm.” Maratse took a step back, tilting his head as if he could see around the corner.

“Are they still Greenland police?” Kilaasi asked. “Aboard Sisak.”

“Iiji.”

“And you? Are you still police?”

Maratse dropped his pack onto the ground and nodded.

“Then you should talk to them.”

“I will.”

Kilaasi dug his hand into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small handheld VHF unit. He pressed it into Maratse’s hand, and said, “Talk to them.” Maratse twisted the dial to turn the unit on, but Kilaasi reached out to stop him. “No signal. Save the battery. Use it when you get further down the path.”

“I will.” Maratse stuffed the radio into his jacket pocket.

Kilaasi chuckled as he watched him.

“It’s funny,” he said.

“What is?”

Kilaasi nodded at Maratse’s jacket. “Now we’ve met, it makes sense. Your stories on the radio.” Another chuckle. “Your jacket is a police jacket.”

“Iiji.”

“But it looks… It smells like a fisherman’s jacket. And now the stories make sense. Only a hunter could talk about ice the way you do, or a fisherman about the sea. I understand now.” He looked along the path to where Kamiila sat watching them. “She understands.”

“She thinks I should do more than tell stories.”

“You will,” Kilaasi said. “Stories are where it begins.”

Maratse caught the older man’s eye and frowned. “Where it begins?”

“You know what I’m talking about, Constable.” Kilaasi pointed at the bend in the path. “Go and talk to your colleagues. Rouse them into action.”

“They work for the Americans now.”

“On paper.” Kilaasi shrugged. “But here…” He pressed his wrinkled fist to his chest. “They are still Greenland. Talk to them. They will help you. I will stay with the girls. I’ll look after them.” Kilaasi’s thin lips stretched into a gappy smile.

“You’ll look after them?”

“I will pretend to. Kamiila is a good girl, a strong woman. She will pretend to let me.”

Maratse shook Kilaasi’s hand, thanked him for the radio, and then dipped his head in a brief farewell.

“Keep telling your stories, Constable,” Kilaasi said, as Maratse walked away. “They give us hope.”

Maratse took a last look at Kamiila, then turned to walk along the path curving around the mountain, down to the fjord, and Kussannaq. Like all the settlements in Greenland, Kussannaq was full of stories bleached into the weathered wood of the houses, packed into the dry earth, twisting on the wind through tall Arctic grasses. Maratse curled his fingers around the dial of the radio in his pocket, as he wondered what to say.

It will be all right. You’ll see.

“How do you know?”

I know. Trust me.

Maratse shook his head, wondering how and when he let Inniki in, only to remember the window box in Kapisillit, their daily walk around the houses, and the way she had grabbed her rifle – without hesitation – to protect her life, and her greatest love: her country.

Trust me.

“Iiji,” he said. “I do.”

 

The fog curled around Kussannaq, giving Maratse little more than a minute to observe the settlement before the houses shrank into the blanket of grey. He tugged the radio from his pocket, turned the dial to switch the unit on, then changed the frequency to channel 16. He pressed the transmit button, speaking in Greenlandic, as he called the police cutter Sisak III.

“Received.” The radio crackled to life. “Go to channel 12.”

Maratse changed channels, then paused as he considered what to say, and how much.

Constable Aqqa Danielsen beat him to it, bringing a smile to Maratse’s face as the younger constable’s voice and Greenlandic words boomed out of the speaker. “Good to hear you, Qilingatsaq. What do you need?”

Maratse’s smile stretched into a laugh as Danielsen addressed him with his Greenlandic name. Everyone – Kamiila, Danielsen, even Kilaasi – seemed to be just a few steps ahead of him.

Catch up, David.

“I know,” he whispered, before pressing the button to transmit. “I’m thinking of coming down to the settlement.”

Maratse let go of the button to wait for Danielsen’s response.

“Ah, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Are you close?”

“Close enough.”

“Then we can meet.”

“Also, not a good idea. You need to think about this.”

Maratse lowered the radio. He tapped the thick antenna against his thigh. Everyone else was thinking about the bigger picture, while he was just reacting as he always did. 

“It’s what I know,” he whispered, suddenly curious at the thump of something on the wind. “It’s what I do best.”

It occurred to him then, just as it occurred to Kilaasi, there was a reason Maratse’s stories resonated with his people, especially those in the sledge dog districts above the Arctic Circle and on the east coast. Hunters, while they were adept at reading the signs, often reacted to reports of whales in an open lead, or a herd of reindeer that strayed into difficult terrain. They reacted to any given situation, with little and often no time for planning.

Start planning.

“I know.”

It’s the only way.

“I need a plan,” Maratse said. He lifted the radio to his face, pressed the transmit button, and repeated himself.

Danielsen agreed, but Maratse lost the rest of the constable’s transmission as the thumping he heard earlier, returned, amplified by the fog.

“I have to go,” Maratse said. He switched the radio off and stuffed it into his pocket.

The thumping deepened into a fast rhythmic thud thud thud, stabbing through the fog, reverberating in the mountains. Maratse knelt and pressed his palm on a large, smooth rock. He felt the thud of the approaching helicopter through the granite – not yet visible, but close.

Maratse glanced back up the path, calculating the distance to Kamiila and the handful of residents from Kussannaq. They would hear the helicopter too, if they hadn’t already.

Think.

“I’m thinking.” Maratse looked along the path to Kussannaq. The path led downhill. It would be quicker to run to the settlement and, “Safer to lead the helicopter away.”

You’re not thinking.

Maratse pushed Inniki’s voice out of his head, tightened the utility belt around his waist, and removed the pistol from the holster at his hip. He checked the magazine, slid the pistol back into the holster and tightened the loop and snap across the grip.

“Sometimes you can’t think, you just have to react.” Maratse flattened his lips into a grim smile. Reacting was what he did best.

Hunter.

“Iiji,” Maratse said, and ran.

The thunder of the helicopter’s rotors rumbled in the mountains, filling the air above Maratse’s head as he ran down the path to Kussannaq. He ran into the fog, felt the chill of its wispy grip on his cheeks, on the back of his neck, and he drew it to him, recognising its familiar touch, willing it to grow thicker still – a shroud to hide within.

Don’t say shroud.

Maratse stopped at the side of the first house, turning his head as the helicopter hovered before landing. The rotor wash cast grit and dried grass in his face. Maratse narrowed his eyes to slits, staring into the fog as he tried to recall the open patch of land on which they had landed on his first IGA mission to Kussannaq. He turned his head to the right – remembering, just as he slipped his hand to his pistol, popping the loop of the holster – preparing.

Think.

“I’m thinking.”

Maratse titled his head as the roar and the pitch of the rotors changed. He imagined it landing, then caught the first flash of the Coast Guard red and white livery on the helicopter’s fuselage through the fog, followed by black shadows leaping from the doors, rifles tucked into their shoulders as they approached the houses.

Maratse licked the grit from his bottom lip, taking a second more to think as the helicopter pilot shut down the engines and the rotors slowed from a roar to a low growl followed by a slow squealing spin. 

The shadows materialised, closer now, revealing four determined operators clad in tactical gear, faces hidden behind masks, heads obscured by ballistic helmets. 

Not helping. Think faster.

Maratse pulled back as they approached, then picked his way along the side of the house, judging the distance to the next one as he tried to recall the position of each house and utility building in Kussannaq. He remembered the store, close to the oil tanks and the chain-link fence surrounding them. The beach wasn’t far from the tanks, and like every beach in every settlement in Greenland, it would be littered with small boats.

As per the IGA’s instructions, residents were allowed little more than one bag for clothes and personal items, and another for children’s toys. Everything else was to be left behind.

“Abandoned,” Maratse whispered as he jogged across the gap between the buildings. 

A shout accompanied by the metallic click of a weapon, gave Maratse an extra surge of energy, as he pushed for the beach, confident now that he had a plan, that he was thinking, and that for a second or more, he felt confident that he knew exactly what to do.

Until the first shots cracked through the fog, and the hunter suddenly understood what it was to be hunted.




 

 

 

 

 

Part 7

________________________________

 

The walls of the wooden house splintered under a blister of bullets, forcing Maratse to the ground. He crawled through the dirt around the side of the house, then made a second sprint for the store. More bullets thwacked into the packed earth at his heels, then punched through the steps as Maratse climbed them. Maratse put his shoulder to the door and tumbled inside the store, almost chiding himself for not trying the handle first to see if it was unlocked. He scrabbled to the counter, boots sliding and squealing on the linoleum floor, until he found a moment’s pause and some protection – long enough to take a breath and draw his pistol. Less than a week ago, Walcott had put him on an IGA team to help encourage the residents of Kussannaq to leave their homes in favour of modern apartments in Maniitsoq. Now that same team was doing its best to remove Maratse from Kussannaq – permanently. Maratse peered around the corner of the counter, gripped his pistol in both hands, and fired twice at the shadows approaching the door.

Permanent, he thought, works both ways.

Maratse fired again, then retreated deeper into the store, ducking his head and running for cover, as the IGA team reduced the store front to sawdust and splinters with returning fire. Thoughts of reaching the beach and a boat slipped from Maratse’s mind, as he studied the back of the store, wondering if the office at the rear had a door or a window, or if the storeroom contained anything useful behind the padlock that secured it. 

Three more bursts of bullets forced Maratse to the floor. He crawled towards the storeroom, rolled onto his back, and blasted the padlock from the door. He kicked the door open and squirmed inside.

The storeroom shelves were bare, with little more than tinned goods, pasta, and winter clothes. The more interesting and immediately useful items were at the rear. Maratse ignored the shouts from the front of the store as the IGA team entered. He holstered his pistol and picked up the hunting rifle, slipping his fingers around the bolt, before reaching up to the sill of a thin window – too thin to crawl through – for boxes of ammunition. Maratse pressed the bullets into the magazine clip as Walcott called to him.

“You can’t get out that way, David.”

Maratse ignored him.

“But there is another way. Less violent. More reasonable.”

Maratse slid the magazine into the rifle with a click, worked the bolt to chamber the first round, then slung the rifle over his shoulder as he spied the shotgun poking out of a barrel for broomsticks and boathooks in the corner of the storeroom. He grabbed a box of shells from the windowsill, then reached over to tug the shotgun out of the barrel. 

“David?”

Think.

Maratse frowned as he slid three shells into the pump-action shotgun. Walcott was a threat, but Inniki’s voice was a distraction he didn’t need. He tried to ignore both, jacking one shell into the chamber of the shotgun before ducking down behind the shelves.

“We need to talk, Constable. Things have got out of hand. But it’s not too late to repair the damage.”

Maratse opened his mouth, curling his tongue around a name: Nukappi, as he considered asking Walcott how he could repair that damage. 

“I’m sorry about the young man,” Walcott said, as if reading Maratse’s thoughts. “It’s tragic. But he had a gun, David. He pointed it at the helicopter. There was no other course of action available. The crew did what they had to do. It’s regrettable. I wish it hadn’t happened. But it did. He’s dead. But no one else has to die, David. We can stop this.”

Maratse leaned into the shelves, then called out, “You shot at me.”

“Yes. Yes, we did.” Walcott moved closer to the storeroom, giving Maratse a glimpse of his body as he crossed in front of the door. “But you shot back, David. That doesn’t help. And now…” Walcott lowered his voice, forcing Maratse to concentrate to hear him. “Now you’re stuck in the broom cupboard. There’s nowhere to go. We have you covered. If you just throw your pistol out of the door, and then…”

Walcott paused as Maratse tossed his pistol through the gap in the door.

“That’s good, David. I knew you could be reasonable.”

Maratse thought about what Kamiila said on the mountain – something about fighting. The fight for Greenland had waged to a greater or lesser degree through the years, for as long as he could remember, but actually fighting, physically, with weapons... Maratse struggled to recall ever thinking it would come to that. And yet, everything about the new reality, the sudden way the people of Greenland had been thrust into accepting Greenland’s new present and uncertain future – that fight was different.

You must be different.

Inniki was back, and her insistence brought a smile to Maratse’s lips. He glanced at the window, wondering if Inniki would have tried to crawl through it, or if she would have gone out blazing, just as he intended to do, now that they thought he was unarmed.

“But that’s not me,” he whispered, lowering the shotgun. “I must be different.”

He looked up as the IGA team scuffled around the door. He caught a flicker of movement as one of the team picked up his pistol. Maratse slid the shotgun onto the shelf, then tugged the rifle from around his chest. He put it on the shelf next to the shotgun.

Different, he realised, was open to personal interpretation. Should he act differently to how he normally acted? Or should he simply be different? Since his first assignment with IGA, and even before then, when guarding Inniki Rasmussen, Maratse was different from the American administration. But more than that. He was Greenlandic, different by his very nature, influenced by the nature around him. There was a time to hunt and kill, when food was needed, or game was plentiful. And in those moments, for a very brief moment, violent acts were necessary. 

“But not today,” he whispered, standing up. “There are other ways to fight.”

“He’s coming out,” Mitchell said. “I see him.”

Maratse saw him too, although the mask and helmet obscured the IGA operator’s features. His shoulders, however, were just as broad. Maratse pressed his lips into a thin smile as he remembered tackling Mitchell to the ground when he chased Nukappi onto the beach. 

“Take it slow, Constable,” Walcott said.

“Iiji.” Maratse raised his hands in front of his chest, palms pointing out. He kept his eyes on Mitchell – the craziest member of the IGA team, focusing on him alone as he opened the storeroom door with the toe of his boot and stepped out into the store.

“Knees.” 

Mitchell took a step forward, jabbing the barrel of his carbine at Maratse’s chest. Maratse sank to the floor, still focused on Mitchell as another member of the team grabbed Maratse’s hands, tugged his arms behind his back, and looped two interlocked plastic ties around his wrists.

“He’s secure,” Isra said. She slapped Maratse on the back of his head before stepping back, clearing the way for Walcott.

“Well.” Walcott sighed as he removed his helmet. “This makes things easier.” He pressed his hand on the barrel of Mitchell’s rifle, nodding for the younger IGA man to step back. 

“We’ll be outside,” Isra said. She clicked her fingers in front of Mitchell’s face, breaking the spell Maratse seemed to have cast on him, and pushed him to the front of the store. Downs muttered something as they approached, but the words were lost, as Walcott grabbed a chair from the office and placed it in front of Maratse. He rested his carbine across his knees and then reached into Maratse’s chest pocket.

“Cigarette?”

Maratse nodded.

“I thought so. And,” Walcott said, pressing a cigarette between Maratse’s lips and lighting it. “I know you don’t need your hands to smoke.” He slipped the last of Maratse’s cigarettes and his lighter back into his pocket. “It’s just us now.” Walcott glanced at the team waiting at the door before continuing. He turned back to Maratse, and said, “I’m sorry it had to turn out this way.”

Maratse sank onto his heels and puffed a small cloud of smoke above his head.

“Of course,” Walcott said. “I should have seen it coming. Your file…” He laughed. “All those flags and markers.” Another laugh. “If you didn’t speak English, and you weren’t a police constable, you would never have made the list. You could have lived the quiet life in one of the settlements.”

“Until,” Maratse said, speaking out of the side of his mouth, “you forced me to move.”

“Right.” Walcott snorted. “And what’s so bad about that? I mean, really, tell me, because I don’t get it, and I don’t get this,” he said, gesturing at the store. “Life out here is so very fragile. The store is practically bare.” He pointed at a flat screen television behind the counter. “You say you can buy modern things, but you can only get one channel on the TV. All the packets and cans of food have a government label on them, allowing them to be sold way after the best before date. Yes,” he said, nodding, “I saw that and got someone to explain it to me. You see…” Walcott lowered the rifle to the ground and crossed one leg over the other. “I’m not blind to how you live your life outside the city limits, I just don’t understand why you want to live like this.”

Maratse leaned forward and Walcott removed the last of his cigarette. He stubbed it out on the linoleum. Maratse watched him.

“Boss?” Isra waved from the counter.

“Just a minute.”

“I don’t think we have a minute. We should go.”

Walcott lifted his head, narrowing his eyes as he looked at her. “I said…”

“I know, but if we’re going to get on the helo, it has to be now.”

“Why?”

Isra tapped the trigger guard of her carbine as she looked at Maratse, then turned to Walcott. “If we don’t go right now, there’s going to be trouble.”

“What kind?”

“Police,” Maratse said. He tilted his head at the sound of an outboard motor roaring towards the shore.

“Fuck.” Walcott grabbed his rifle, clicked his fingers for Isra to join him, then curled his hand around Maratse’s arm, pulling him to his feet.

“It’s the young one,” Isra said, as she grabbed Maratse’s other arm. Together, they pulled him through the store to the door.

“Danielsen?”

“That’s the one,” Downs said. He waved them down the splintered steps to the ground, then signalled Mitchell to cover the rear. “There’s two in an inflatable, heading for the beach. The cutter is moving around to the east.” Downs pointed. “Towards the helicopter. The fog is lifting. You’ll see them any second.”

“Right,” Walcott said. “You’ve tried calling them?”

“On what?” Downs tapped the radio clipped to the shoulder of his tactical vest. “This is the team radio. We need VHF or something.”

“I have a radio,” Maratse said.

“What?” Downs frowned at him.

“In my jacket pocket.”

Isra let go of Maratse’s arm and pulled the radio from his pocket. She turned the dial to switch it on. “Channel?”

“Twelve.” Maratse nodded at the screen. “It’s already tuned in. Just push to…”

Isra cut him off. “I know how to use a fucking radio.”

“Easy,” Walcott said. “Give them a call.”

Isra lifted the radio to her mouth, then handed it to Walcott. “It’s better coming from you.”

Walcott took the radio. He held it for a second, then nodded. “Okay.” Walcott pressed the transmit button, and said, “This is Special Assistant Spenser Walcott calling the police cutter…” He looked at Maratse.

“Sisak.”

“Sisak,” Walcott said. “What are your intentions, over?”

“Tango,” Mitchell said. He dropped to one knee and pulled his carbine to his shoulder. “Twelve o’clock. Two cops. Armed. One of them has a rifle.”

“More behind,” Downs said, as he pushed past Walcott. “A woman with a rifle. There.” He pointed. “She just slipped behind that house.”

“Take it easy,” Walcott said. “Pick your targets. Isra?”

“What?”

“Take the constable.”

“Where?”

“To the helo,” Walcott said. “Walk slow. We’ll cover you.”

The radio crackled as Isra grabbed Maratse’s arm.

“Special Assistant Walcott, this is Sergeant Sullineq of the Greenland Police.”

“Yes?” Walcott said, keying the transmit button.

“We’re here to take Constable David Maratse into custody. We advise you not to interfere.”

“Into custody?” Walcott laughed as he replied. “That’s just what we’re doing, Sergeant. I suggest you let us continue, and then we can swap notes once we have the constable back in Nuuk.”

“That’s not possible,” Sullineq said.

“What’s not possible?” Walcott frowned as Danielsen and the second police officer drew nearer. “This is an IGA, matter, Sergeant. And if you check, I think you’ll find you work for me. So, if you want to save yourself a lot of embarrassment and paperwork, then I suggest you let us take Constable Maratse to the helicopter and we can take it from there.”

“Negative,” Sullineq said.

“What did you say, Sergeant?”

“I said that’s a negative.”

“What part?”

“Working for you.”

Walcott stared at the radio, barely registering Isra’s struggle as Maratse slipped free of her grip and dropped to the ground.

“What the hell?” he said, stumbling as Downs grabbed the back of his vest and pulled him down into the dirt. Isra aimed a kick at Maratse, only to curse as Mitchell shouted something about a grenade.




 

 

 

 

 

Part 8

________________________________

 

The grenade detonated with a magnesium flash that blinded Walcott and Isra, and a deafening bang that echoed in the fog as if the grenade had gone off inside a room. Isra rolled onto her side, raising her carbine, finger on the trigger. She blinked into the fog, working her jaw and shaking her head as she tried to compensate for the effects of the flashbang. Walcott knelt on the ground – one hand fumbling for the carbine slung around his body, the other clutching Maratse’s utility belt.

“Target left,” Downs shouted. “Ten o’clock. Firing.” 

The last ring of the grenade evaporated with the first burst of bullets from Downs’ carbine. He added a second, then a third, chasing his target behind the house to the left of the IGA team.

“Target on the right,” Mitchell shouted. He opened up, emptying a full magazine into the side of the store, stitching the walls with bullets until the fog was full of flecks of red paint and wooden splinters. “They’re flanking us,” he said, changing magazines.

“Cool it, Mitchell,” Downs said. “Clear your head. Short, controlled bursts, okay?”

It was the last thing he said.

A single shot cracked through the fog, slapping into the back of Downs’ neck, in the gap between the top of his vest and the bottom of his helmet. The big IGA man crumpled to his knees, then toppled onto the ground. Isra dropped to one knee, pulled her carbine into her shoulder and emptied a magazine in the direction the shot had come from.

“Isra, stop firing,” Walcott shouted. “Isra. For God’s sake.”

Maratse rolled free of Walcott’s grip, just as a pistol bullet caught the IGA leader in the chest, throwing him onto his back.

“We’re exposed,” Isra yelled, changing magazines. “Mitchell. Cover me.”

Isra ran to the corner of the house opposite the store as Mitchell filled the air with lead in a wide arc. Each burst echoed between the buildings, adding smoke and cordite to the fog. Walcott sat up, shook his head, then fixed his helmet. He looked at his carbine, pressed his finger into the busted magazine where the bullet struck, then tugged the rifle from his chest. Walcott tossed his carbine to one side, drew his pistol, and grabbed Maratse.

“We’re going to the helo, Constable. Now, on your feet.”

Maratse struggled to stand, stumbling for balance as Walcott stuffed the end of his pistol into the constable’s back. They walked forward, into the fog, in the direction of the helicopter. 

“They want Maratse,” Walcott said, calling out to the remains of his team. “I’ll get him to the chopper. Secure Downs’ body and I’ll send a team to pick you up.”

“You’re leaving us?” Isra shouted.

“They don’t want us, only him. It’s safer this way.”

“Safer my ass,” Mitchell said. He tugged a fresh magazine from the pouch at the front of his vest, slapped it home, then turned his carbine on Walcott and Maratse.

“Mitchell, stop,” Isra shouted. She cursed as Mitchell pulled the trigger, caught her breath when his carbine jammed, then put two bullets into the centre of his tactical vest, dropping him to the ground. “Go,” she said with a wave at Walcott. “Get out of here.”

Walcott nodded, then pushed Maratse forward, deeper into the fog. He clicked the team radio on his shoulder, ordering the helicopter crew to hold their fire as he approached.

“Your team is in trouble,” Maratse said, as Walcott hurried him along with another stab of the pistol into his back.

“No shit?” Walcott shifted his grip to the ties around Maratse’s wrists. “And no thanks to you.”

“I didn’t bring them here. I didn’t start the shooting.”

“No? But it’s strange, isn’t it, Constable? That wherever you go, there’s always trouble.” The whine of the helicopter engines starting up urged Walcott to pick up the pace. He tugged at Maratse’s wrists, forcing him to dip his head forward as they walked into the fog.

They stopped at the last house before an empty stretch of open ground to the helicopter. The exchange of fire continued behind them – single shots – more a statement than a serious effort to do harm.

“We’re coming to you now,” Walcott said into his radio, following up with a double click as the pilot confirmed they were ready and waiting. The roar of the rotors drowned out the last shots and short bursts of gunfire behind them, but not the single crack of a rifle bullet splitting the air in front of Walcott’s face before burying itself in the wall of the last house before the helicopter.

“Let him go,” Kamiila shouted, as she stepped out from behind the next house, the small .22 rifle steady in her grip as she aimed at Walcott’s head.

“You shot one of my men,” Walcott said, raising his voice to compete with the thunder of the helicopter. “That’s murder, young lady.”

“Naamik,” Kamiila said, as she stared at Walcott. “It’s revenge. An eye for an eye. You killed Nukappi. I killed one of yours. It’s over. Let David go.”

“Kamiila,” Maratse said.

She lowered the rifle just enough to look at Maratse, shaking her head before he could say anything more. “This is how it is now, David. It’s a fight, a struggle. We have to fight back, for what we love – our family, our homes, our country. We can’t just give up.”

“We’re not giving up,” Maratse said. “But there are other ways to fight.”

“Naamik,” she said. Another shake of her head. 

“Listen to him, Kamiila,” Walcott said. “Be smart. You have to do what’s right.”

“We tried that,” she said, adjusting her aim. “This is the way now.”

Walcott’s radio crackled with the voice of the door gunner, confirming that he was on the ground and in position.

“Just give the word, and I’ll take her,” he said.

Walcott let go of Maratse’s wrists to click the transmit button. “Stand by,” he said, just as Maratse twisted away from him, scraping the side of his boot down Walcott’s shin, before following up with a kick to his groin.

“Run, Kamiila,” Maratse shouted, as a long burst from the gunner’s rifle cut through the fog and the thunder of the rotors, splintering the wall of the house above Kamiila’s head. She dropped and squirmed under the house, taking cover behind the stilts upon which the house was built, and the empty barrels and crates hidden beneath it.

Walcott recovered. He held his pistol in a tight grip – his arm straight as he gained his feet, then spat dust from his mouth. “Get on the fucking chopper, Constable,” he said, smacking Maratse’s face with the back of his hand. He turned, put two bullets into the ground beneath the house where Kamiila hid, then grabbed Maratse by the collar of his jacket. They ran to the helicopter. Walcott nodded at the door gunner as they passed him, then shoved Maratse up and into the aircraft.

“What about your team?” the gunner said, as he climbed in next to Walcott.

“We’re leaving,” Walcott said. “I’ll send another team to pick them up.”

“But, sir…” The gunner pointed into the fog. “They’re right there.”

Walcott shook his head. He pointed at the gunner’s position, and shouted, “You have your orders.” He pulled his helmet off and grabbed a headset, twisting the mic to his lips as he settled on a seat opposite Maratse. “Pilot, you’re clear for take-off.”

Maratse stared past Walcott, into the fog, and Walcott turned to look in the same direction. Isra, her carbine slung around the front of her body, stalked forward, dragging Downs’ body behind her with one hand curled around the grab loop at the back of his vest. Mitchell covered her from behind, walking backwards, until the change of pitch in the helicopter’s rotors turned his head, and he cursed into the team radio.

“Walcott, you cocksucker. Don’t you leave us.”

Maratse watched Walcott unclip the radio from his vest and toss it out of the helicopter. The wash of the rotors spun the radio into the fog as the pilot gained height, lifting the aircraft up above the houses and turning the helicopter for the return flight to the Coast Guard cutter Logan.

“Gun,” the gunner shouted. He pointed out of the window, then crossed the deck of the helicopter to the starboard side as the pilot turned. “The idiot is shooting at us.”

“What?” Walcott shifted position, sliding along the bench seat to look at Mitchell, just as the gunner shouted into the radio.

“Incoming.”

The muzzle of Mitchell’s carbine flashed as he pumped bullets at the helicopter. Maratse slid onto the floor as the pilot took evasive manoeuvres, jinking the helicopter to one side, as bullets from Mitchell’s carbine punched through the fuselage.

“We’re hit,” the pilot shouted, followed by an interchange of commands and checks between him and the co-pilot. “Strap in.”

Maratse lifted his head from the deck, mouthing a quick qujanaq as Walcott cut the ties around his wrists and helped him into his seat. He glimpsed Isra as she let go of Downs, pulled her pistol, and shot Mitchell in the head. But then she was gone in a swirl of dust and fog. Walcott tightened Maratse’s restraints, then struggled into his own, as the pilot gave the command to get ready to Brace! Brace! Brace!

The mountains stretching above Kussannaq filled Maratse’s view one second, followed by the opposite view of the houses below as the pilot fought the buck and twist of the helicopter. The gunner called out approximate distances – to the mountains, the sea, the settlement.

“Knock it off,” the pilot said. “Not helping.”

Maratse gripped the restraints across his chest. He looked at Walcott, caught his eye, and dipped his head. Just once.

“I’m sorry, David,” Walcott shouted. “Things got out of control.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?” Walcott snorted. “Well, at least one of us does.”

The helicopter yawed to port as it began a slow but determined spin.

Walcott looked at Maratse, then closed his eyes and gripped the sides of the bucket seat.

“We’re going down,” the pilot said.

Maratse sank deeper into his seat. He fought the wind to grip the end of the strap across his left shoulder, pulling it as tight as he could, before doing the same with the strap on his right. The helicopter twisted in a tighter and tighter arc, forcing Maratse’s head onto his right shoulder. He stared through slitted eyelids at Walcott, saw the saliva streaming from the IGA man’s mouth and wondered if he was conscious.

Focus.

Maratse forced his head back as far as he could to look out of the window. The mountains flashed past, then the sea, the icebergs – everything taller than the fog chattered through his field of view, until he struggled to see more than a light grey, dark, almost black.

Survive.

“Going down.”

Maratse fought for one last look around the helicopter. He saw the door gunner, clinging to the straps of his harness, fighting with the buckle on his chest with one hand, as he gripped the handrail by the door with the other. Maratse shifted his gaze back to Walcott. The saliva on Walcott’s cheek was flecked with blood, as if he had bitten his tongue.

“This is it. Brace…”

Maratse closed his eyes, wincing at the first screech of the rotor tips against resilient Greenland granite, followed by the unholy rending of metal biting into the rock, tearing, splintering, and slicing through the side of the helicopter as it flew into the mountain, and the mountain ate it whole.

Survive.

The cockpit disintegrated as the helicopter slammed into the rock, flattening the pilots and thrusting angry fistfuls of jagged metal shards into the cabin, ripping through the canvas bucket seats, cutting restraints, and slicing into cheeks, shoulders, thighs, and…

Survive.

…Maratse’s arm.

Survive.

His shin.

Survive.

Across his brow.

Survive.

Maratse spat blood from his mouth and opened his eyes. He blinked in the cloud of dust, the haze of fumes, and the first curl of smoke. He turned his head and saw a tongue of fire licking the heather outside the helicopter.

Survive.

“Enough, Inniki,” Maratse breathed. “I’m trying.”

Try harder. 
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Petra kept the park on her right as she walked along Stockholmsgade, turning up her collar as a fresh May wind blew through the park, brushing her shoulders and teasing her hair as she turned left down Upsalagade. Petra stopped at the café on the corner of Lundsgade and waited, just as Inniki told her to. She sat on a stool at the table in the window, sipped her latte, checked her phone, and wondered what on Earth she had agreed to. And, more importantly, why? The smell of pizza dough and coffee beans drifted around the tables as Petra sent a text to Abella, reminding her to be nice to her sister, and that yes, mommy would be home before she was asleep. Knowing Inniki, that last part might be difficult, but Lauritz would just have to sit with the girls until Petra got home, provided he wasn’t running late, and the sitter had to wait even longer than agreed.

“Just another day in the Jensen Karlsen clan,” Petra whispered as she tucked her phone back into her pocket. She finished her latte, ordered another, and waited.

What she knew of Inniki Rasmussen was mostly secondhand. A friend told another friend who told her that Inniki was a cranky old woman who was kicked out of Greenland for misbehaving. Petra recalled her conversations with Lauritz as she sipped her second latte, trying to remember his exact words – something about politically toxic. Whether he meant Inniki herself, or associating with her, Petra couldn’t remember, only that Inniki was toxic enough for Petra to say she was meeting friends at a yoga class, rather than tell her politician husband she was meeting Greenland’s most wanted.

Except she wasn’t. Not currently. And now a police constable called Maratse seemed to have stolen the title from her, before his voice suddenly disappeared from the airwaves.

“Caught you napping,” Inniki said, as she pinched Petra’s elbow.

Petra jumped. She spilled her coffee, then caught her breath as Inniki took a napkin and tidied up. 

“You scared me.”

“Aap.”

Petra looked around the café, curious if any of the patrons were watching them. An older man in the corner, hidden behind a newspaper, snapped the pages as he turned them. The only other people in the café were the staff, chatting as they prepared take-away orders.

“Stop looking around,” Inniki said, as she tapped the younger woman’s thigh. “Let’s go.”

“We’re not meeting here?”

Inniki shook her head. She curled a thick grey strand of hair to one side of her head, tucking it into place, before taking Petra’s arm and guiding her out of the café.

“I’m late,” she said, once they were out on the street, “because I was being followed.”

“By whom?”

Inniki shrugged and quickened her pace. “It’s not important.”

“How can you say that?”

“Because it’s not.” She clutched Petra’s arm, disarmed her with a smile, and walked on, encouraging Petra to keep up with a gentle tug. “As long as I keep spotting them, I’m all right. When I don’t see them, that’s when I need to worry. Not before.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s the point at which things get interesting.”

“Or they’ve lost interest.”

“Naamik,” Inniki said, with another shake of her head. “They wouldn’t go to the trouble of showing themselves just to leave me alone. They want me to know they are here, and that they can take me whenever they want to.”

“What do you mean take you?”

“For questioning, or whatever it is they call it these days.”

Petra stopped and said, “You should go to the police.”

“Keep walking.” Inniki tightened her grip and pulled Petra into motion. “It’s not good to just stop. We don’t want to stand out.”

“But you said…”

“That I could see them. And I could. But right now, I can’t.” She turned her head to look behind them. “But unless they are helping that young couple move into the apartment across the street, I think we’re safe for now.”

“You never said who they were.”

“I didn’t?”

“No.”

Inniki smiled. “Isn’t it obvious?”

“The Americans?”

“Exactly.” Inniki patted Petra’s hand, then let go of her arm to light a cigarette. “You catch on quick.”

“Maybe I do. Maybe a little too quickly.” Petra waved at the smoke from Inniki’s filterless cigarette. “Lauritz thinks I’m at yoga.”

Inniki frowned. “Without a mat?”

“He wasn’t home when I left. The girls are with a sitter.”

Inniki took another look at Petra. “You don’t even have a change of clothes. You’ll have to do better next time.”

“Next time?” Petra shook her head. “I don’t even know what I’m doing or where I’m going this time.”

“You’ll see.” Inniki finished her cigarette and nodded at the school across the road. “Can you hear the drums?”

Petra laughed. “I think they can hear them in Sweden.”

“Good. Then you’ll notice when they stop. We’re going into the school, into the basement. The young man playing the drums is alone. He stops drumming to open the door and let people in. He’ll let us in, and then we’ll go to the mini sports hall in the basement.”

“Inniki…”

She held up her finger and said, “Listen. I’m telling you the procedure before we go inside.”

“Okay,” Petra said. “I’m listening.”

They crossed the road and Inniki led Petra through the gate and on to a small door on the side of the school building.

“When the drums stop, we wait. If the drums start again after twenty seconds, we can stay in the basement. That’s the length of time it takes for Mikael to unlock the door, let someone in, and return to his drums. If he is a second late, we walk to the fire door at the end of the hall and we leave.” Inniki stopped by the side door. “No exceptions.”

Petra took a breath, and said, “I don’t know why I’m doing this.”

“Yes, you do,” Inniki said, and pressed the buzzer on the door.

The drums stopped. Petra held her breath. Mikael opened the door. The young Greenlander’s eyes sparkled in the late evening light when he saw Inniki. He took her hand, pulling her inside and into a hug. Petra followed, closing the door behind her.

“Hugs,” Inniki said, pressing her hand to Mikael’s cheek before turning to Petra, “take longer than twenty seconds.” She introduced Mikael to Petra.

“Where are you from?” he asked.

“Nuuk.”

Mikael nodded. “Me too.” 

“That’s enough for now. We’ll catch up next week,” Inniki said, with a nod to the stairs leading down to the basement.

“I’ll get back to my drums.” Mikael nodded at Petra and left them to it.

“He might be a grandnephew,” Inniki said. “I’m not sure.” She held the banister as she walked down the stairs. “He’s hoping for a place at the Royal Academy of Music. Percussion,” she added, as Mikael resumed his practice. “I think he will do well, don’t you?”

“Yes, of course,” Petra said. She followed Inniki inside the sports hall, blinking in the light as Inniki flicked the switch by the door.

“Exit over there,” she said, pointing to the fire door in the far corner. “We sit here, between the badminton nets.” Inniki walked across the court to a single table and three chairs – two on one side, one on the other.

“What’s going on?”

Inniki gestured for Petra to sit, then shrugged out of her jacket and draped it over the back of the nearest chair chair. “I’ll tell you,” she said, as Petra sat down.

A light at the far end of the hall hummed and blinked, distracting Inniki for a second, and casting a yellow light on her tired face. She sat down, reached for Petra’s hand and clasped it with bony fingers.

“Things are escalating,” she said. Then, pressing a finger briefly to Petra’s lips, stalling any questions, she continued. “In a matter of weeks Constable Maratse has gone from administrative employee to fugitive. The Greenland government has been wooed and suppressed with the promise of investment, personal gain, and promotion. After the initial resistance and public outcry, you’ll notice there has been no formal complaint. In the eyes of the government, all change encouraged and demanded by the Office of Intermediary Greenlandic Affairs has been accepted and approved. This includes the relocation of people from the settlements and small villages to the towns and Nuuk.”

“Lauritz said it was voluntary.”

Inniki nodded. “Of course, that’s the official line. But now, Petra – Piitalaat – it is forced, often at gunpoint.”

“They can’t.”

“They are.” Inniki let go of Petra’s hand. She tugged a pair of reading glasses from an inside pocket, put them on, and then scrolled through the messages on her phone. “In the past twenty-four hours since David’s last broadcast, there have been reports of forced relocation from Kussannaq – a settlement north of Maniitsoq.” Inniki scrolled to the next message. “There has been some fighting…”

“Fighting?”

Inniki lifted her head and peered over her glasses at Petra. “Between the IGA and police officers from Sisak III.”

“I’ve been on that boat.”

“I know.”

“Who has been fighting?”

“Your colleagues,” Inniki said. “Patriots.”

“Greenlanders.”

“Aap.”

Petra reached for the phone, and Inniki gave it to her. She scrolled through the messages as Inniki talked.

“This is the flash point. This is the trigger.” She paused as Petra looked up. “This is how it starts.”

“How what starts?”

“The struggle.”

Petra held Inniki’s phone in her lap, and said, “But there was a struggle. Back when the Americans bought Greenland, and the deal went through. There was fighting in the streets. Rioting.”

“Protesting,” Inniki said. “It was frustration. Anger. All those things. But this,” she said, leaning forward to tap the screen of her phone. “This is the next step. The trigger.”

“A Greenlander was killed,” Petra said, reading the messages.

“Nukappi Aalisartoq,” Inniki said. “That’s right.”

“And an American.”

“From the IGA.”

“Shot in Kussannaq.”

Another nod from Inniki. “This is how it begins.”

Petra pressed her hand to her mouth as she scrolled through the last messages.

“Petra,” Inniki said, taking her phone. “This is important.”

“I know,” Petra said. She nodded, placed her hands in her lap, and focused on Inniki.

“This struggle could claim more lives, more Greenlanders.”

“The Americans have lots of resources.”

“This is true.”

“Then this struggle is doomed,” Petra said.

“It doesn’t have to be. But it will be hard.” Inniki removed her glasses and tucked them into her pocket. “I need your help.”

“I don’t know.”

“Greenland needs you.”

Petra shook her head. “I don’t know. My girls… Lauritz.” She looked at Inniki, suddenly torn, saddened by the events in Greenland, her home, but safe in Denmark. “I can’t…”

“Can’t what?” Inniki smiled. “I haven’t told you what I need yet.”

“You want me to go to Greenland.” Petra reached for Inniki’s hand. “I just can’t.”

“You’re jumping the gun, Petra.” Inniki gestured at the hall, nodding at the faulty light at the far end. “I need you here. With me. Every Tuesday.”

“Why?”

“Because,” Inniki said with a glance at the ceiling, “when the drums stop, we need to be ready to receive our guests.”

“What guests?”

“Greenlanders,” Inniki said. 

She stood and tugged Petra to her feet. They walked the length of the hall to the storeroom along the far wall. Inniki opened the door and walked inside. Petra followed, wrinkling her nose at the smell of rubber mattresses, sap, and sweat. Inniki rolled a ping pong table to one side to reveal tall, narrow cupboards built into the wall. She opened them and reached inside for a radio handset and a compass.

“Greenlanders living in Denmark will come. We will teach them how to use radios.” Inniki laughed at the frown wrinkling Petra’s brow. “Not all Greenlanders know how to use a radio, but we’ll teach them.”

“And the compass?” Petra pointed and said, “We’re going to teach them…”

“Navigation,” Inniki said. She slid the radio and the compass back onto the shelf and opened the next cupboard.

“An air rifle?” Petra bit her lip to stifle a laugh.

“You see an air rifle,” Inniki said. “I see a tool to teach precision and patience. We’re both used to handling weapons, maps, and radios. It’s time we passed on those skills to those less fortunate to have grown up in Greenland.” She closed the cupboard. “This is phase one.”

“Phase one?” Petra frowned as she raced to catch up. “What’s phase two?”

“Greenland, by container ship.”

“Inniki,” Petra said, stifling another laugh. “We’re recruiting?”

“Aap.”

“You’re serious?”

Inniki pulled her phone from her pocket, and said, “The Americans take this seriously, and so should we.”

“This is crazy, Inniki. We can’t possibly fight the Americans… Even if we could...”

“The fight has already begun,” Inniki said. “All we have to do is fight back long enough for the world to take notice.” She put the rifle back in the cupboard and slipped her phone into her pocket. Inniki slid the table back into position, then smiled as she spotted something on a shelf behind Petra. 

“What’s this?” Petra asked, as Inniki pressed a roll of foam into her hands.

“Tell Lauritz it’s a yoga mat,” she said. “Now, go home, snuggle up with the girls, and say nothing.” Inniki reached up to brush a loose strand of hair from Petra’s cheek. “I’ll see you on Tuesday.”
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The mountain wind fanned the flames from the heather towards the helicopter cabin. Maratse jerked at the restraints strapping him to his seat. His left shoulder came free as the canvas strap, severed by a shard of metal, frayed and snapped. Maratse rolled free of the restraints, slapping the quick-release button at his waist. He slid onto the deck, biting back the pain from the gash in his right arm and shin. Blood streamed from the cut in his brow, and he wiped it from his eyes, blinking in the smoke from the fire as he took stock of his immediate surroundings.

Survive.

Maratse looked to his right, blinking again as he tried to figure out what was wrong with the door gunner, only to realise that the man’s head was still in the helmet between his legs. Maratse heaved his last meal onto the deck, wiped his mouth, then used the seats to pull himself to his knees. He knocked Walcott’s knee as he stood, then reached down to release the IGA leader’s safety restraints. Walcott slumped forward. Maratse pressed two fingers to Walcott’s neck, searching for a pulse, then curled his hand around the grab loop at the back of Walcott’s vest.

“We have to go,” he said.

Naamik. You have to go, David.

Maratse pushed Inniki’s voice from his head as he dragged Walcott to the door. What was left of the cockpit and the pilots was partly buried – concertinaed. Flattened. Gone. But the rest of the aircraft was level. Maratse cried out as he dropped down to the ground. He swore as he stood, spurred on by the flames licking the tail of the helicopter, stretching towards the cabin. He grabbed the loop on Walcott’s vest, heaved him out of the wreckage, then fell, pulling the American on top of him. The flames leaped from the tail to the cabin, singeing Walcott’s hair, until Maratse shoved the IGA man off his chest, rolling him to the side, away from the flames. The steep mountainside and gravity helped, as Walcott toppled over the lip of a granite ledge and thumped onto the one below it. Maratse rolled away from the flames, over the lip, and landed on top of Walcott. The flames stretched above them, and Maratse watched the orange and yellow tongues as they scorched the parts of the helicopter he could see, the parts that were still whole.

“Constable,” Walcott groaned.

“Iiji?”

“Get off me.”

Maratse rolled off Walcott and into the heather. The fire roared above them. He grabbed the vest loop again and pulled Walcott further from the flames, ignoring his protests, turning a deaf ear to collarbone and broken.

“Have to get clear,” Maratse said.

Walcott muttered something and then passed out. Maratse dragged him another ten metres, rolling him when the mountain allowed, before twisting and pulling him until Walcott sat with his back against a boulder. Walcott opened his eyes and stared at Maratse.

“You could have left me.”

Maratse dropped onto his side. Blood streamed from the gash on his forehead. He tipped his head back to let it run through his hair and into the heather. 

“Eeqqi,” he said. “I couldn’t.”

“What about the crew?”

“Gone.”

“Okay,” Walcott said. “I’m sorry. I had orders.”

Maratse lifted his head, caught Walcott’s eye. He watched him as he spoke.

“I was supposed to bring you in, Constable. You caused all kinds of problems. You had to be stopped.”

“I talked on the radio.”

“Yes.” Walcott gritted his teeth as he probed his collarbone with his finger. “Propaganda.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said. “I talked about hunting, about dogs, about toilet buckets…”

Walcott grimaced and said, “Please, David, don’t make me laugh.” Followed by, “It’s still propaganda. Even the shit buckets.”

A flash of light and the crump of an explosion made them jump. Maratse lifted his head, then dropped back onto the heather. “I can’t see from here.”

“External fuel tank,” Walcott said. “Maybe.” He turned his head to look down the mountain. “You should go.”

“I’m not leaving you.”

Walcott laughed. “You should. Besides, they’ll be looking for me now, for the helicopter. It’s best you go.”

“You’re just going to let me?”

“Constable…” Walcott waved his hand weakly at his body. “I’m hardly going to stop you. Just go. Deep into the mountains.”

Maratse pushed himself to his feet. He pressed his hand to his head, wiped more blood from his eyes, then took a last look at Walcott. “You’ll come looking for me,” he said.

“Someone will.”

“Then it will never end.”

Walcott tilted his head and looked up. “You really are the most reluctant guerrilla I’ve ever met.”

“Have you met many others?”

“None.” Walcott shook his head. “But let me give you some advice, for what it’s worth.”

Maratse shifted his weight from one foot to the other, then nodded.

“If this is going to work – this insurrection, you need to up your game, Constable.”

“Up my game?”

“Right, I could have said get with the program. Either way, you just need to put your heart into it. That shouldn’t be hard for you. You have a big heart, David. Of course, that could be the problem, right there. You care too much.”

“I care about the people. Is that wrong?”

“No, it’s not wrong. But if you’re going to lead them, or at least inspire them, you need to put a little distance between you and them. And no,” he said, as Maratse started to speak. “I don’t mean hiding in a radio shack in the mountains. I don’t mean physical distance. You just need to learn not to care. At least, not so much.” Walcott looked at the frown on Maratse’s face and laughed. “Yeah, that’s going to be difficult for you.”

Maratse turned his head as the wind blew a thick finger of smoke down the mountain. He wrinkled his nose, snatching scent pockets of cold earth, juniper leaves, and traces of copper from his blood within the smoke. He looked down at Walcott.

“Why are you saying this? Why are you helping me?”

“It’s not help, Constable. It’s advice. And I’m telling you because you just dragged my ass out of a burning helicopter.” He sighed. “It’s the least I can do. Now…” He pointed down the mountain. “You should go. And you should keep going. Find that girl…”

“Kamiila.”

“Right.” Walcott nodded. “The angry one. She’s a fighter. Put her in charge of the troops.”

“Troops?”

“Folk with guns. She’ll train them. You’ll inspire them. Together you’ll give us a run for our money.”

“I don’t understand,” Maratse said. “You want a war?”

“No, Constable. I don’t want a war, but you do. It’s the only way you’ll get what you want.”

“And what do I want?”

Walcott pressed his hand to his collarbone as he laughed. “I think what you want, Constable, is a tiny little cabin in the mountains, or a crappy little fishing boat – maybe a sledge and a couple of dogs. But those days are gone. If you’re ever going to get close to having something like what you want, then you’re going to have to fight for it. You’re going to have to make some noise, Constable. Because you can be damned sure that now we’re here, now the US has finally got its paws on this godforsaken lump of Arctic real estate, we won’t give in without a fight. We will go to war over it. And you, and your people, will have a hard time stopping us.” Walcott took a breath. “This is going to get ugly, Constable. Mark my words.”

“Hmm.” Maratse reached down to offer Walcott his hand. “I’ll see you again?”

“Most likely,” Walcott said, gripping Maratse’s hand in his own. “Now get going.” He shook his hand free and waved Maratse away. “Just go, already. Go make some noise.”

Maratse took a step back. He looked down at Walcott and frowned. “You’re a strange man.”

“Right. That’s the kettle calling the pot black.”

“Iiji,” Maratse said.

“You understood that one?”

“I do.”

“How about that? Finally, we’re making progress.” Walcott turned his head and looked down the mountain. “Okay, Constable. It’s time for you to fuck off now. Your friends have arrived.”

Maratse turned to see Kamiila and Danielsen walking towards them. He nodded at Walcott, then stumbled through the heather to join them.

 

Danielsen took the brunt of Maratse’s weight as he helped him along the path Kamiila picked through the heather. Kamiila stopped every five minutes, adjusting the stolen carbine rifles she wore slung in an X across her back. She carried her father’s .22 rifle in her hands. Together with the dust and dry tears streaked across her cheeks, Maratse thought she fit Walcott’s description of the fighter perfectly. He slowed as he wondered what that might mean, only to have Danielsen snap him out of his thoughts with news from Kussannaq.

“We took the woman…”

“Isra,” Maratse said.

“Aap. She’s on Sisak. She’ll stay there until we figure out what to do with her. We took the bodies of the Americans, too.”

“Hmm.”

“I said I would stay with you, but I’m not sure what we can achieve in the mountains, David.”

“We have to make more noise.”

“More than a firefight and a helicopter crash?” Danielsen stopped and helped Maratse sit down on a boulder. He nodded at Kamiila, suggesting a five-minute break as she joined them. He turned back to Maratse, and said, “I’m not sure what more we can do.”

“David needs to keep talking,” Kamiila said. “He needs to remind people of the little things.” The light caught her eyes as she smiled at Maratse. “It’s the little things that keep us together.”

“Iiji.”

“And after that?” Danielsen pointed to the crash in the distance. “Words alone aren’t going to cut it. They have helicopters. They have ships.” He shook his head. “They have a lot of guns.”

“We have a ship,” Maratse said. 

“Sisak?”

“Aap,” Kamiila said. She tapped the rifles slung across her chest. “We have guns. We can get more.”

“Guns make noise.” Maratse pulled a battered packet of cigarettes out of his jacket pocket. He lit one and stuck it between his lips. “We need to make lots of noise.”

“We’re going to need help,” Danielsen said. “We need people outside Greenland to help us.”

“They will.” Maratse puffed a small cloud of smoke above his head.

“Inniki,” Kamiila said with a grin.

The mention of her name brought a smile to Maratse’s face. It started with her, her resistance, and a window box made from pallets filled with borrowed earth.

“Stolen,” Maratse said, as he remembered taking soil from Inniki’s neighbour’s house in Kapisillit.

“What’s that?”

“They’ve stolen our land,” Maratse said. “We have to convince them to give it back.”

“By making noise?”

“Iiji.”

“By fighting for it,” Kamiila said.

Maratse agreed with a nod.

Danielsen looked at his watch. “Time’s up. We have to move.” He took Maratse’s arm and pulled him to his feet. “You really think someone is going to help us?”

“Someone will,” Maratse said. “And until then, we have just have to keep going.”
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Part 11

________________________________

 

Petra tucked her yoga mat under her arm as she walked out of the café on Lundsgade. She checked her phone, curious that Inniki had neither left a message, nor tried to call her. A black car caught her eye as it accelerated past her on the opposite side of the narrow street. The car’s smoked windows sent Petra’s heart into a higher gear as she imagined who might be driving, who they might work for. 

She swallowed.

“What am I doing?”

She thought of her girls, recalling the last image she had of them playing with the babysitter, giggling, oblivious to the butterflies crowding Petra’s stomach. She focused on that, on Abella’s dimples, the smell of Jatsi’s hair. Petra tucked her phone into her pocket. She walked along the pavement, following the sound of Mikael’s drums through the school gates, all the way to the side door.

She stopped to check her phone one last time.

Nothing.

Petra took a breath, climbed the two steps to the door, and then pressed the buzzer before she could talk herself out of it.

The drums stopped.

Mikael let her in a few seconds later.

“Naamik,” he said, when Petra asked if he had heard from Inniki. “But she can be like that sometimes. I’m sure she’s fine. She looks old.” He laughed, correcting himself. “She is old. But she’s tougher than you and me.”

“You’re right,” Petra said. She pointed at the stairs. “I’ll be in the gym.”

Mikael started drumming just as Petra entered the sports hall. The badminton nets were gone, and the table and chairs were positioned along the far wall. Petra moved them back to the middle, to keep her occupied, to stop her thinking and worrying about Inniki.

“She’s tough,” she said. “Tougher than me.”

Petra’s heart skipped a beat as the drums stopped.

She fumbled her phone out of her pocket, watched the seconds tick by on the screen. 

At fifteen seconds Petra was ready to run. She took a step towards the fire exit, counting down from five to four to three…

The door opened at the same time as Mikael resumed his practice. Petra blew the air from her lungs as a young Greenlandic man, not much older than Mikael, walked towards her.

“I’m supposed to meet someone,” he said, in Danish.

“Yes.”

“Is it you?”

“I think so.”

The man stopped halfway between Petra and the door. The drumming continued. He looked back at the door, as if deciding, then he turned to look at Petra.

“It’s awful,” he said. “The things on the news.”

“Yes.”

“About Greenland.”

Petra relaxed and gestured at the empty chairs. “Shall we sit?”

“And talk?” the man asked.

“Yes. About Greenland.”

They sat down at the same time. Petra slipped her phone into her pocket. She studied the man’s face, his deep brown eyes – the same colour as her own. His thick black hair and bushy eyebrows. Typically Greenlandic. The light from the faulty bulb blinked on his cheeks, reflected in his eyes, adding to the intense gaze that he fixed on Petra.

“I came to help,” he said.

Petra nodded. “So did I.”

“When can I start?”

“We start tonight.” Petra took her jacket off and hung it on the back of her chair. “How much do you know about navigation?”

 

The End
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