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Author’s Note

 

I’ve written three Ukaliina Nakinngi stories so far, and none of them have turned out quite as I expected, and Ghost Flight is no exception. I like that about short stories, how you can just start with an idea, and then the story takes over, twisting one way further than you thought, requiring some effort to twist it back again.

 

The effort is optional. I tend to just let the characters tell the story.

 

If you’re joining me, one Ukaliina story at a time, I must thank you for taking a chance on yet another short story. Short stories keep my writing alive, and give me a means to explore plots and characters without the concerns of them fitting into the grand scheme of things. Of course, like my Havoc stories, the more stories I write about Lieutenant Ukaliina Nakinngi, the more I’m going to have to “do something” with them. Beyond bundling the stories into one volume when I’ve written ten of them, I’m not entirely sure what that something is. At least, not yet.

 

However, I am pretty sure I have written an interesting story, light on technical details and jargon, which I hope presents a human face to the themes I am exploring. 

 

But I’m waffling again. I think it’s best to let you decide.

 

Fight’s on!

 

Chris

July 2022
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When the wind blew faster than twenty-five metres per second, or the temperature dropped below minus forty degrees Celsius, or both, simultaneously, Thule Air Base in the High Arctic of North Greenland shut down. All United States Air Force personnel were confined to quarters, along with all contractors, visitors, stranded airline passengers, geological survey teams relaxing on the base, and even the local Greenlanders, if they were unfortunate enough to be on the base when the lockdown was announced.

Pilots and aircraft were grounded.

Hangars were closed.

Rules were enforced.

Just how the rules were enforced was a constant source of amusement for Lieutenant Ukaliina Nakinngi, call sign Sled Dog. Someone had to be out in the storm to find those flaunting the lockdown. Were they breaking lockdown, or did they have special permission and the necessary clothes and equipment to brave the weather while searching for those stupid enough to do the same?

Of course, it wasn’t stupid if one had the right clothes. It was simply a fact of life in Greenland. Ukaliina stepped into her polar bear salopettes and secured the straps over her slim shoulders. 

American clothes were too modern for Greenland. Sure, they had the quilted Carhartts, and the knee-length Canada Goose jackets with the fake fur ruffs. But deep cold, the kind that gnawed at the bones, could only be combatted with furs. Polar bears and seals defied the Greenland cold, albeit with thick layers of rich fat, but once Ukaliina tugged her sealskin smock over her head, she felt the first trickle of sweat under her arms. 

She had to get out.

She had to break the rules of lockdown – again.

Getting off the base under lockdown was no easy feat, but the snowstorm raging across the base, tugging at loose panels, rattling concertina sidings, and sifting tongues of snow across the floors in front of badly insulated doors, provided the perfect cover. It was much easier to wriggle out of the bathroom window in a snowstorm than when it was simply too cold to step outside.

Ukaliina checked the cubicle door was locked and then climbed over the top of the stall. She dropped down on the other side, landing softly in her sealskin kamiks, before kneeling to check that her boots and trousers, shrugged over the long collars of her flying boots, were visible, and then climbed onto the sink beneath the window. The wind whistling through the gaps around the window became a roar when she opened it, flapping the empty cubicle doors and rattling the locked door of the cubicle she hoped would fool a cursory inspection when they came looking for her.

Ukaliina shrugged, stuffed her arms out of the window, and pulled her upper body through the tight rectangular gap, bumping the window with her head until she was halfway through. The wall had a lip an arm’s length under the window, conveniently placed for gripping and pulling on the way out, and pushing off on the way in. Ukaliina gripped the lip and pulled her body the rest of the way through the window. She tumbled into a drift of snow – also convenient – and then climbed back up the wall to fix a small wooden wedge she kept in the front pocket of her smock to stop the window banging in the wind. She dropped back down onto the snow, fixed her hood, stuffed her hands into the front pocket, and slid into the stormy night. 
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