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Glossary of West Greenlandic words

 

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

eeqqi – no (East Greenland)

iiji – yes (East Greenland)

imaqa – maybe

naamik – no

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

qajaq – kayak

qujanaq – thank you

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare


 

 

 

 

 

Introduction

 

Streets of Lonely Ghosts is the twenty-first novella to feature Constable David Maratse. I have always enjoyed writing a Maratse novella as I feel as though I get to explore ideas and plots that either don’t fit or don’t work in the novels or other series. A Maratse novella is usually short, between 60 and 80 paperback pages long. But what I think binds them together is a Jack Londonesque – my definition – setting, plot or theme. There is often a chase sequence, be it with boats, dogs and sledges, or maybe on foot. But all the novellas are firmly placed in the harsh, unforgiving outdoors. If that’s your kind of read, then you’re in luck, especially as I have plenty more in the works.

 

Chris
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1

 

Constable David Maratse smiled as the de Havilland Dash 7 bumped down on the gravel landing strip at Qaarsut Airport on the Nuussuaq peninsula, just a short helicopter ride away from the island of Uummannaq, six hundred kilometres north of the Arctic Circle on the west coast of Greenland. He peered out of the scratched passenger window and dipped his head to see just how far down the mountain the snow had reached from the icy tops they flew over on the last leg of the journey from Aasiaat. The snow was on its way but had yet to cover the top third of Qilertinnguit, the 1,977 metre high mountain overlooking the airport.

“Hmm,” he said, just as the passenger beside him unbuckled his belt to leave his seat.

“What’s that?” the man asked in Danish. “I thought you said something.”

“The snow.” Maratse tapped a thick finger etched with the scars of fishhooks and puppy teeth at the window. “Winter is on the way,” he said.

“I thought it was winter already.” The man zipped his duvet jacket to his chin, reached for his cabin bag in the space beneath the seat, then paused as he pulled a book from the sleeve in front of him. “Do you read books, Constable?”

“Science fiction,” Maratse said.

“In English?”

“Sometimes.”

“Try this then.” The man pressed a slim book into Maratse’s hand. “Lost Solace. It’s pretty good. I read it on the flight from Copenhagen.”

Maratse took the book and dipped his head in thanks. “Qujanaq. I’ll read it later.” 

The man smiled, then shouldered the small backpack he had at his feet. He joined the queue of passengers waiting in the aisle. After a quick glance at the cover, Maratse stuffed the book into his jacket pocket and waited for the aircraft to empty. He smiled at the flight attendant, raising his eyebrows in the silent Greenlandic yes, when she wished him a pleasant day, then climbed down the steps of the aircraft. Maratse stuffed his hands into his pockets, took another look at the mountain, then turned for a long, deep breath of sea air. Enjoying it for as long as he was able.

“Constable!”

Which was never as long as he would like.

Sergeant Kassoq Moqu was, as described to Maratse during the layover in Nuuk, powerful in voice, figure, and her attention to detail. She took Maratse’s hand in a firm grip as she met him halfway between the tiny airport building and the aircraft.

“That’s my flight,” she said, switching her grip from Maratse’s hand to his elbow and guiding him into the building. “I don’t have a lot of time. I want to brief you before I leave.”

“I know Uummannaq,” Maratse said.

“Aap, I know you do.” Kassoq brushed her hair from her glasses as they walked into the airport lounge, then gestured at the office behind the information counter. “But there are some things going on I need you to be aware of.”

Maratse let Kassoq lead him into the office, then took the seat she offered him. She bustled the airport administration staff out of the office, promising it would only take a few minutes. Maratse watched silently, noting each huff and puff from Kassoq before she settled. Her cheeks blushed with the exertion, but from what Maratse had heard, the little extra weight Kassoq carried never slowed her down when she had to get physical on the job. He wondered if it was for show, or if there was something else bothering her.

“Ghosts,” she said, as soon as she sat down.

“Hmm?”

“In Uummannaq. Everyone’s talking about it, and you know what people are like when it comes to ghosts?”

Maratse leaned forward, as if to answer, but Kassoq beat him to it.

“Superstition,” she said. “It’s better than gossip. Better than conspiracy theories. It started a few days ago. Strange – ghostly – noises in the air.” She reached up as if to grasp at a string of invisible words. “I can’t explain it,” she said. “But you’ll hear about it.” Kassoq removed her glasses, rubbing the salt from the wind off the fjord from the lenses with her thumbnail, before taking a tissue from her pocket to remove a stubborn spot. 

“Anything else?”

“Nuka Aipe wants to see you.”

“Who’s he?”

“The fishing and hunting officer. He’s chasing quotas, and one family in particular.”

“Is it a problem?”

“They’ve been hostile toward Nuka.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said. “Everyone is hostile to the fishing and hunting officers. It…”

“Goes with the territory? Aap,” Kassoq said. She put her glasses on and tossed the tissue into the wastepaper basket. “I know. But I was supposed to help him pay a visit to the Uuttuanngi family, but I ran out of time. Other things got in the way.”

“Ghosts?”

Kassoq smiled, and said, “Among other things.” She turned at the sound of chair legs scraping on the lounge floor as passengers stood up to board the aircraft. “My flight,” she said.

Maratse stood up and followed Kassoq to the door. He took the keys for the police patrol car from her hand, wished her a good flight, and promised to look after Uummannaq until she returned.

“You promise?”

“Iiji,” Maratse said, although her question creased his brow with a gentle frown.

“Only, I’ve heard things about you, Constable.”

Maratse stuffed his hands in his pockets, waiting as Kassoq bit her lip. He wondered if she wished she hadn’t said anything, but gave her a few more seconds before giving her a way out of what she clearly thought was a blunder.

“I bend the rules a little,” he said. “From time to time.”

“It’s not that,” she said. “I just heard that sometimes…” She took a breath, nodded at the flight attendant that she was coming, and then turned back to Maratse, now curious that for someone in a rush, she suddenly found time to explain her comments to him. 

“It’s all right,” he said. “You have a flight to catch.” Maratse dipped his head toward the aircraft as the last passenger climbed the steps into the cabin.

“Just be careful, Constable,” Kassoq said. “That’s what I wanted to say. Don’t get too attached to things.”

Maratse’s frown deepened, but Kassoq left without further explanation. He watched her grab her bag from behind the counter, then jog across the stretch of gravel to the Dash. The thunder of the helicopter approaching from Uummannaq drowned out her last goodbye, as she turned and waved before entering the aircraft, and then she was gone.

“That’s your ride,” said a thin man wearing the dark uniform of Mittarfeqarfiit, Greenland’s Airport Authority.

Maratse pulled a boarding card from his pocket and gave it to him. The man tore off the stub and held it out, pinching it between finger and thumb. Maratse took it and slipped it inside the book. 

“What about you bags?”

Maratse shrugged, and said, “I have everything I need.”

He stepped outside for a smoke, rolling the cigarette into the gap between his teeth on the right side of his mouth. Maratse studied the mountains, then turned his attention to the deep blue, almost black, water, the giant icebergs – sentinels of the sea – and the smaller growlers riding the waves whipped up by a persistent wind. Maratse finished his cigarette just as they called his flight.

 

The patrol car was parked beside the heliport building in Uummannaq, but Maratse spent the first two hours on duty watching the passengers from his helicopter and the second flight from Qaarsut bringing the last of the passengers from his flight from Aasiaat. The Dane who gave him the book was not among them, and Maratse wondered what he was going to do in Qaarsut? Never mind that it had an airport, Qaarsut was one of the smaller settlements in Uummannaq fjord.
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