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Greenland Calls


Ireceived the call about the Greenland job while I was still in Egypt. The timing, if nothing else, was precise. I had been pursuing a theory—thin, perhaps, but not without merit—that a fragment of the Library of Alexandria’s lost texts had survived the centuries, carried not by scholars but by caravans, and left behind in one of the forgotten waystations along the Siwa route. 
I had spent months in the desert chasing that possibility. Time there is not merely difficult—it is costly in ways that compound. Water, transport, men willing to guide you past the last reliable map. My funds, never robust to begin with, dwindled steadily until they were gone. The theory remained. I did not.
The firm that contacted me was, by contrast, well‑funded to the point of indifference. A private benefactor—wealthy enough to remain unnamed—had underwritten an excavation in Greenland, where the remnants of a Viking outpost had recently been uncovered. They required someone to work through a series of runic fragments—disjointed, incomplete, and, from the sound of it, frustratingly so. My name, I was told, had been passed along for precisely that reason. I had made something of a reputation in reconstructing what others considered beyond recovery.
They offered me the position. The compensation was generous. Transport would be immediate.
I was to leave Cairo, pass through Paris, then Edinburgh, onward to Reykjavík, and from there make a short final hop to Nuuk. A long chain of departures, each colder than the last.
It was not, I admit, the sort of work I had imagined for myself. I had meant to find something enduring—something that would secure my name in the long ledger of the discipline. Not fragments. Not corrections to other men’s discoveries.
But intention has a way of yielding to necessity.
I needed the money.
The jet was a fine one—far finer than anything I had business occupying alone. It was just the pilot and myself, and the cabin was provisioned in a way that suggested its usual passengers expected comfort without asking for it. I did not touch most of it.
The first leg passed without incident. We reached Edinburgh cleanly, refueled, and were airborne again before I had time to consider the distance yet ahead.
It was somewhere over the North Atlantic that the weather turned.
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At first it was a subtle thing—a thickening of the clouds, a dimming of the light. Then the air changed. The jet began to shudder, not violently, but with a persistent, uneven tremor that worked its way through the frame and into the bones. Rain struck the fuselage in a steady hiss, punctuated now and again by the sharp, concussive crack of hail.
I fastened my belt.
The motion grew worse. What had been a tremor became a lurch, then another, each one less predictable than the last. The aircraft dropped without warning, then climbed again as though pulled upward by an unseen hand. The rain swelled to a roar. The hail came harder—louder—like anti‑aircraft fire exploding just outside the cabin.
Lightning followed.
It did not flash so much as strike. Again and again. Each burst close enough to feel personal.
It was as though Thor’s hammer itself was striking the hull. I briefly dismissed the thought that it was a warning from my final destination.
The engines faltered.
Just for a moment. A stutter in the steady hum I had not noticed until it broke. Then again—longer this time.
We were descending.
I remember gripping the arms of the seat. I remember the sound of the storm pressing in on all sides, as though the aircraft had been swallowed whole.
Then nothing.
That was the last I recall of the flight.
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The Island


Ido not remember the moment of impact. Not the strike of the sea, nor the fate of the pilot, nor by what means I escaped the aircraft. Memory, in such moments, is a selective thing. It preserves what it must and discards the rest. 
I remember the water.
I remember the cold.
And I remember my hands clutched around a floating cushion as the broken remains of the jet slipped beneath the surface with a speed that felt almost deliberate.
They were gone in seconds.
I called out, hoping to hear the pilot, but only the storm answered.
The storm did not pass with the wreck. It remained—vast, unbroken—pressing down upon the sea with a persistence that erased all sense of time. I cannot say how long I drifted. Hours, perhaps. It felt longer. The rain fell in sheets, the waves rose and fell without pattern, and the sky offered no point by which to measure the passing of it.
I held on.
That is all I did.
By the grace of God, the sea at last cast me upon a narrow strip of land—a small island, if such a word can be used for a place so easily overlooked. There were trees there, bent and weathered, and enough growth to suggest that life, in some modest form, endured.
It was enough.
I dragged myself beyond the reach of the tide, though I do not recall the effort of it, and collapsed upon the shore.
I slept.
When I woke, the storm had passed, and the sun had taken its place with a cruelty I had not anticipated. My exposed skin was badly burned. My lips were cracked. Thirst came upon me at once, sharp and immediate.
I rose and went in search of water.
The island revealed itself slowly. It rose steeply from the shore, less a flat refuge than the exposed crown of something larger beneath the sea. There were no signs of recent volcanic activity, though the shape of it suggested an origin long past. The ground was uneven, the soil thin, and fresh water, at first glance, nowhere to be found.
Fortunately, the storm had left its mark.
Rainwater clung to the broad leaves in shallow pools, and gathered in the natural cups of bark and branch. I drank what I could, shaking the trees when I had to, catching what fell in my hands. It was not enough, but it would serve—for a time.
For the moment, it was survival.
Using driftwood from the shore and what bramble I could pull free, I constructed a shelter of sorts. It was a crude thing—more suggestion than structure—and I placed little faith in it beyond the illusion of effort.
Still, it was something.
By the time I had finished, the sun was already failing. Exhaustion seized me. I collapsed into the sand, not far from the fragile frame I had built, and sleep took me like the reaper into his inevitable clutches.
Morning came cold.
I woke stiff, sore, and no better protected than I had been the night before. The shelter stood where I had left it, but in the clear light of day its inadequacy was plain.
It would not do.
Not if I remained there long.
The interior of the island called.
Each day I ventured a little farther inland, careful not to lose my bearings, gathering what materials I could find that might prove useful—straight sticks for structure, moss for insulation, dry wood where I could find it. It was slow work, and uncertain, but it gave shape to the days.
Food was a more pressing problem.
I did not know which plants, if any, were safe to eat, and I had no desire to learn by mistake. So I made do with what I could identify without question—bugs, grubs, whatever I could turn up beneath bark or stone. It does not sound appetizing, but hunger has a way of changing one’s perspective on such matters.
Still, I found myself thinking often of fish.
On the third day, I found a stream.
It was not strong, little more than a narrow ribbon of water working its way over stone, but it moved with purpose. That was enough. I knew that the closer I could get to its source, the cleaner and more reliable it would be.
I followed it inland.
It led me to a cave.
The stream emerged from its mouth, clear and steady. I stood there for some time, considering it. If the cave was unoccupied—and on an island of this size, I judged the presence of anything large to be unlikely—it offered far more than my pitiful shelter on the shore. Water, certainly. Perhaps more. Freshwater crustaceans, mussels—something better than what I had been forced to eat.
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It was worth the risk.
I stepped inside.
To my surprise, it was not entirely dark. Shafts of light broke through openings in the cave’s roof, falling in narrow beams that illuminated just enough of the interior for me to move about without complete blindness. The air was cool, still, and carried the faint sound of water deeper within.
I wanted to go farther.
I almost did.
But the light was failing, and I had only just enough time to return to the beach, gather what little I had, and make my way back before night set in. To press deeper then would have been foolish.
I turned back.
There was little to collect. A few pieces of wood. Some moss. What scraps I had managed to gather over the past days. It did not take long.
I returned to the cave and made my rest just inside its mouth.
It was not a luxury hotel, nor even a passable rest‑house in Siwa, but it was better than the shelter I had built for myself. The ground was dry. The air did not move. For the first time since the storm, I felt some small measure of protection.
Sleep came, but not easily.
It was restless.
My thoughts kept returning to the darkness behind me, to the parts of the cave I had not yet seen, to the sound of water somewhere deeper within.
I would go farther.
In the morning.
Morning came at last, though it seemed longer in arriving than any before it. The light at the cave’s mouth was thin when I woke, but it was enough.
I resumed my exploration.
Not far within, I found mushrooms growing along the edges of the passage, pale against the stone, clustered where the damp was greatest. I knew better than to trust such things without certainty.
I ate them anyway.
Hunger had begun to overrule reason, and they were, to my surprise, not unpleasant. Better, certainly, than the insects and grubs that had sustained me thus far. I waited a short while, expecting some immediate consequence.
None came.
That was sufficient justification. I gathered a few more, resolving that if no ill effects followed in the coming hours, I had found another source of food.
The passage itself was curious.
The floor was sandy and relatively easy to traverse, more like a worn tunnel than a natural cave. The shafts of light I had noticed before appeared at regular intervals, falling in narrow, deliberate lines from above. I found myself studying them as I moved, noting their spacing, their consistency.
They did not feel accidental.
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