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The Sun Dog
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A Greenland SRU novella
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Introduction

 

I’ve been playing around with ideas for the Greenland SRU series for a few years. While I’ve been busy writing novels, novellas, and short stories with Constables David Maratse and Petra ‘Piitalaat’ Jensen, I’ve been conscious of neglecting some of the other characters who regularly appear alongside them. This series of novellas is my way of scratching that literary itch, and spending a little more time in the company of members of the Greenland Special Response Unit.

 

At least, that was my intention.

 

What you’ll find here, though, is more of an origin story, as I delve a little deeper into the past, and spend some time with the supporting characters from my other books, starting with Gaba Alatak, the self-styled macho leader of the SRU.

 

Except, in this story, the first novella in the series, Gaba is a lowly constable, and he has hair. If that doesn’t put you off, then please read on for a slightly different story, full of dramatic license, a touch more violence than the Greenland Missing Persons stories, and a harder tone.

 

No more spoilers. Let’s begin.

 

Chris 

October 2022

Denmark
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Sun dog or parhelion

 

A bright spot on one or both sides of the sun.

 

A sun dog is a member of the family of halos

caused by the refraction of sunlight by ice crystals

in the atmosphere


 

 

 

 

 

Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland SRU series

 

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

naamik – no

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

qajaq – kayak

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – fox

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare


 

 

 

 

 

The Sun Dog

 

 

 

 

 

1

 

Sunday. October. Nearly three in the morning, parked on a patch of gravel between Aqqusinersuaq and Svend Jungep Aqqutaa, with an almost unobscured view of a small white van and the orange glow of the tip of the driver’s cigarette lighting his face each time he sucked on it. Constable Gaba Alatak made a mark in his notebook when the driver flicked the butt out of the window.

“How many’s that?”

Gaba turned his notepad towards the sergeant sitting next to him and said, “Six.”

“You’re sure?”

“Nikolaj,” Gaba said, tossing the notepad onto the passenger side of the dash. “What the fuck does it matter?”

Sergeant Nikolaj Zinck, ten years Gaba’s senior, and with skin ten shades paler, laughed with the cackle of a smoker forced to abstain for fear of tipping off the driver of the white van, and the man they hoped was on his way to meet him.

“It matters,” Nikolaj said, scratching his crooked nose, “because when Constable Tukku bought ten grams of hash off our friend Fara around midnight…” Nikolaj pointed at the van. “Fara blagged a smoke off him, and Salik gave him the packet.” Nikolaj waited for Gaba to catch up before he continued. He rested his hand on the steering wheel and raised one finger to point at Fara as he spoke. “Salik said it was a small packet. A packet of ten – though why anyone would buy only ten cigarettes is beyond me.” Nikolaj twitched his pointing finger to the right, aiming at the small kiosk just on the main road that they knew would close at three. “Salik smoked one with Fara, which leaves eight. I can’t imagine Fara didn’t take another couple from the packet between then and when we showed up. Let’s guess he was busy selling, so he only had time for one more.”

“Which leaves seven,” Gaba said. He ran his hand through his thick black hair and nodded. “I get it.”

“You do?”

“Sure.” Gaba nodded again, this time with more feeling. “It’s the small things. That’s what you always say. Look out for the small things, because they all add up…”

“To something big,” Nikolaj said. He slapped Gaba’s arm, adding, “And less of the cheek. You want to learn? Count the damn cigarettes.”

Gaba reached for his notepad, flicked through the pages, and said, “Six.”

“Which means he’s out, or close to it. Fara’s got a long night ahead of him, and the kiosk is about to shut. Which gives you…”

“Me?”

“Which gives you,” Nikolaj said, ignoring Gaba and keeping his eyes on the van. “About four minutes to jog over to Fara’s van – casually,” Nikolaj said, now pointing at Gaba. “No sudden moves.”

“And what do I do when I get to the van? We haven’t got a warrant for a tracker.”

“And we don’t need one. Nuuk’s a small town. It’s not like we’re going to lose the van.”

Gaba snorted, kicking himself for saying something stupid. Even after six weeks working narcotics, he still felt green, and saying something that made him sound so obviously like a rookie only made it worse. He glanced at the older officer beside him, and sent a mental thanks to his supervisor, for perhaps the tenth or twentieth time, for placing him with Sergeant Zinck, and not some arrogant bastard keen to make a fool out of yet another ambitious, young police constable getting to grips with his first year out of the academy.

“Okay,” Gaba said. “No tracker. I get that. But what do you want me to do at the van?”

The light from the lamp on the corner of the street lit Nikolaj’s pale face as he turned to Gaba and grinned.

“I want you to steal something,” he said.

“You want me to what?”

Nikolaj kept his gaze fixed on Gaba, and said, “You heard.”

Gaba looked up as the van’s interior light flickered on as Fara opened the door. He checked their own light in the unmarked car was switched off, and then remembered the first thing Nikolaj did when they picked up the car was remove the bulb, reminding Gaba that you could be cautious, and you could be thorough. Nikolaj preferred thorough, as he said there was less chance of fucking up.

“Anyone can be cautious,” he had said, on more than one occasion. “But
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