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Introduction

 

I’m going to give it to you straight – this is a weird one. I wrote Incident on Baker Street as a reward for backers of the Crocodile Beat Kickstarter campaign. It’s a concept story, a weird story, slightly experimental, and yet I think it’s quite straightforward. At least, I think so. 

 

I had fun writing it, which I always do, but even more so with this one as I incorporated, borrowed, or simply stole (no copyright infringements, I promise you) “stuff” from a certain author and his Baker Street sleuth.

 

But it’s still Petra, and it certainly starts in Greenland, but then it just gets weird from there. If weird isn’t your thing, and you’re lucky enough to be reading the sample, then you should probably bail now. Otherwise, buckle up and read on.

 

Like I said, I had fun. I hope it makes you smile too.

 

Chris 

October 2022

Denmark
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Prologue

 

The black waves of the Atlantic crashed into the starboard side of the coastal cargo ship, Charitable Nature. There was ice in the water, large chunks roughly the size of compact Japanese cars, together with smaller pieces that smashed against the hull and splintered into the sea. The cargo ship was small enough to visit the settlements and modest sized villages on Greenland’s west coast, sailing into shallow waters and docking alongside small harbour walls or unloading onto prams and barges sailed out from the beaches to take the cargo from the ship, shuttling it back and forth to shore. The first time the Charitable Nature sailed into the ice choked waters of Uummannaq, it took onboard a passenger, soon to be crew, and a fugitive, a man who smoked like a chimney and drank like he was putting out fires, who claimed to be the passenger’s brother. They sailed out of Uummannaq and around the peninsula, stopping at Disko Island to offload a much-used digger, and to take on four of the smaller shipping containers often seen in the settlements. The passenger’s brother, a man known as William Blytmann, stole three thousand Danish kroner from the supermarket in Qeqertarsuaq, adding it to the five thousand kroner he stole in Uummannaq. The captain of the Charitable Nature received a call from the police in Qeqertarsuaq and was ordered to turn around. But Blytmann had no intention of giving himself up, or giving any of the money back, and he took charge of the ship with some help from his brother and the sawed-off shotgun he smuggled on board. Which is when the Greenland police Special Response Unit got involved. And me, for my sins, for being in the right place at the wrong time when the SRU needed another officer.

I'm not a sharpshooter and prefer not to draw my pistol unless I have no other choice, but as the cargo ship sailed out to sea, and Blytmann made his intentions clear by shooting the ship’s cook in the leg, and threatening to kill the captain, our options were few. As the wind picked up and we raced through the sea, crashing up and over the waves in a small black rigid inflatable boat, I felt it was best not to think but to simply act and to do exactly what Sergeant Gaba Alatak told me to.

“Stay on the deck,” he said. “Stay in cover and keep a low profile. You draw your weapon, and you keep it pointed at that door,” he said pointing at the door directly in front of me, the same door he and the rest of the special response unit intended to storm through as soon as Gaba finished instructing me on my role on the heaving deck of the Charitable Nature. “Nod your head if you understand, Constable.”

“I understand,” I said. “I know what I have to do.”

“Good.” Gaba nodded at the door. “Just don't shoot us on our way out.”

It was typical Gaba, making the obvious sound like an order, usually before doing something dramatic, like storming the bridge of a ship crashing through ice-choked waves in the Atlantic off the coast of Greenland.

What could be more dramatic, I wonder?

I will admit that I preferred my normal police assignments, even the ones that got a little out of hand when an old missing persons case turned into a manhunt for a murderer. The high-profile and high-risk operations, such as storming a ship at sea, were above and beyond my comfort and competence level. But the fever that kept Constable Atii Napa confined to her bed in Nuuk, and the fact that I was already in Qeqertarsuaq, propelled me onto the team when a lack of time prevented anyone else from joining them.

And Gaba had a plan.

I think Gaba had a plan for everything, and even a contingency plan for the likely if undesirable directions an operation might take if things spiralled out of control.

He liked to control things.

He liked to think he had control over me.

And for once, I wish he had.

Of course, everything would have gone to plan if William Blytmann had been on the bridge and not skulking about the cargo deck, waiting for Gaba and his team to go inside the ship. When he burst out of cover and ran towards me, I guessed he was going for our boat, putting me directly in his line of escape, the only thing stopping him from getting away.

And of course, desperate as he was, with the police SRU hot on his heels, it was clear to me that if William Blytmann raised the shotgun in his hands; he was going to pull the trigger.

I might have stopped him with a single bullet to the leg, or perhaps even a warning shot, even though we were trained to use our weapons to stop someone from doing harm, not just slow them down. Either way, it might have worked. If, that is, another car-sized chunk of ice hadn't slammed into the hull of the Charitable Nature, throwing me against the railings just as Blytmann pulled the trigger. I'm not sure if I caught one or both barrels but I know that he hit me in the chest, that my vest took most of the impact, but that the blast lifted me off the deck and threw me over the side of the ship and into the black, ice choked sea below.

I remember that much.

I remember the hard slap of the water against my back, followed by the icy grip compressing my lungs as the cold enveloped my body. My fingers cramped, my head felt clamped, as if in a vice, and I remember the first choking gasp of air mixed with freezing water as I kicked once – maybe twice – for the surface.

But that's all I remember.

That, and how cold I was.
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