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The following takes place

between midnight and 1:00 a.m.

on the day of the

school dog sledge race
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Constable David Maratse heard the squeak of snow on the front step outside his house and rolled onto his side. He lifted his chin at the sound of something heavy thudding into the snow, followed by what sounded like fists thumping against his door. Maratse wiped sleep from his eye and grunted something about the door being open. He tugged the duvet off his body and lifted one leg over the side of the bed. He felt the chill of winter surge along the short corridor as the front door swung open. The dense blast of air blew past the tiny kitchen and the door to the lounge and straight into his bedroom. Maratse coughed once, pulled his light blue police shirt over the white t-shirt he slept in, before slipping his legs inside his trousers. He stumbled barefoot to the door, rubbing his left eye with the back of his hand.

“You have to catch him,” a man said, as he stepped into Maratse’s house. “If you can’t, then I will.”

Maratse switched on the light in the corridor and blinked.

“Uaasi?” he said, as soon as his eyes could focus. The tall Greenlander standing in the doorway wore a pained look on a thin face. “What’s going on?”

“Look,” Uaasi said, as he stepped out of Maratse’s house. 

He waited for Maratse to join him, and then stabbed a bare finger through the cloud of his breath at a shape in the snow. 

“My dog,” he said. “My lead dog.”

Maratse peered around the door and looked down at the dog in the snow outside his house. The snow around its body softened with the last of the dog’s heat. Uaasi knelt down and slipped a crooked finger around the thin chain wrapped tightly around the dog’s neck.

“Someone strangled my dog, Constable,” he said. “You have to find them.”

“When?” Maratse asked, as he tugged his jacket off the hook on the wall. He pulled it on, stuffed his bare feet into his leather boots, and then tapped a cigarette out of the packet from his pocket. He offered one to Uaasi, before stepping out of the house and crouching in the snow to inspect the dog.

“Just now,” Uaasi said. He took Maratse’s lighter and lit his cigarette.

“Hmm,” Maratse said. He stood up, tucked the cigarette into the gap between his teeth and stuffed his hands into his jacket pockets. “Dogs get caught in their chains all the time, Uaasi. You know that.”

“This is my lead dog,” Uaasi said. He stabbed his finger into Maratse’s chest. “My best dog.”

“Iiji,” Maratse said. “I’m sorry. But it happens.”

“Not to my dogs. Not the night before the race.”

“What race?”

“The school race.” Uaasi pointed at the dog. “My boy, Isaja, was going to win this year. We had the best team. Now…” Uaasi spat to one side. “Some bastard has killed my dog.”

Maratse said nothing. He watched the tic pump the skin beneath the hunter’s eye. The cigarette smoke combined with the men’s breath, twisting in the harsh light of the streetlamp, casting lattice shadows in the snow from the chain link fence separating the front yard of the police house from the neighbours. Maratse waited for Uaasi to take another drag on his cigarette, then held out his hand for his lighter.

“I’ll look into it,” he said, as he slipped the lighter into his pocket.

“Now?”

“Soon,” Maratse said. “I need socks.” He tried a smile to ease the tension, but the hunter didn’t notice.

“Isaja was looking forward to this,” Uaasi said. “My son was going to win.”

“Iiji.”

Uaasi took one last look at his dog, and then flicked his cigarette into the snow. He stalked out of Maratse’s yard as the last of the dog’s heat slipped out of its body.

“Find him,” Uaasi called out over his shoulder.

Maratse watched him walk to the end of the snow-covered street, finished his cigarette, and then went back inside.
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The water bubbled in the pan as Maratse dug through the cupboard in search of more coffee. He found a half-empty jar of instant coffee, sticky around the lid, tucked behind old jars of jam. He chipped away at the granules with a spoon until he had enough for one cup, promising himself he would buy more as soon as the store opened. The problem with moving around so often, living in temporary accommodation, always boiled down to the little things, details such as keeping the cupboards stocked with the basics, remembering to buy bread and milk on the first day of arrival, not the second. Maratse poured his coffee and carried it into the living room. 

He sat on the couch, brushed his book to one side with his leg as he rested his feet on the coffee table, and then lay his head back, holding the coffee mug in his hands on his chest as he closed his eyes. He pictured the dog in his mind, noting the keen shape of its jaw and the distance between its eyes – they would have been sharp and inquisitive just an hour earlier. He hadn’t seen its paws, but from what he knew of Uaasi, the fur would be trimmed between the pads, and the claws clipped if they were cracked. Maratse didn’t have to pinch the dog’s skin to know that it would be fat enough for winter, but no more than that. 

Uaasi looked after his dogs.

“Hmm,” Maratse said. He opened his eyes, sniffed at the coffee, and took a sip, before closing his eyes again to think some more.

Visitors to the village might think the school sledge dog race was a quaint affair, a chance for the children to have some fun together with their parents. But Maratse knew they were missing the bigger picture and ignoring completely the deeper cultural significance of children racing their fathers’ dogs. He knew from his own childhood that in the race, the child was but an extension of the father. His reputation and, not least, his pride were at stake. If the child didn’t win, he didn’t win. Losing to a rival hunter was unthinkable. The stakes were just too high. The question as to just how far a hunter would go to win helped Maratse wake up, aided just a little by the old coffee granules, some of which caught between his teeth.

Maratse finished his coffee, finished dressing, and then stepped outside. He lit another cigarette before taking a closer look at the dog. If he had been more awake, he might have told Uaasi to take his dead dog with him. As it was, Maratse dragged the dog to the trash bin hanging from the chain link fence. Leaving the dog with the rest of the garbage was another thing visitors would surely struggle with. Maratse smoked the last of his cigarette, and then walked to his car.

The moon was strong, bathing the sea ice in a sharp white light. The temperature was just as sharp, fluctuating in a punishing range somewhere between minus twenty and minus twenty-five degrees Celsius. If the wind picked up later – as it often did – the wind chill would send the temperature plummeting into the minus thirties. Nothing out of the ordinary, but enough to turn a charming school event into something far more brutal, more like a survival race. Not that anyone would back out. There was too much at stake.

Maratse drove slowly through the village, listening to the crunch of the tyre tread in the snow as he peered through the windscreen, searching for Uaasi’s house. Despite wishing he was back in bed, Maratse decided that if the race was important enough for Uaasi to dump a dead dog on his doorstep after midnight, it might just be important enough to investigate, before Uaasi dumped something else in the snow. 

Maratse slowed the police patrol car to a stop outside Uaasi’s house, left the engine idling to stave off the cold, and then walked slowly to the dog yard.
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The moon reflected from the snow in the yard and on the street, it flickered in the shard of a mirror hanging from the fish rack – Uaasi’s attempt to discourage ravens, but the moonlight was not strong enough to show the paw prints in the shadow. Maratse tugged the torch from his utility belt, clicking it on as he approached the dogs. 

The more curious of the Greenlandic sledge dogs padded to the ends of their chains, nudging Maratse with their noses, clawing at his trousers until he brushed them away with a firm hand and a soft tassa – enough, or stop it. Their chains rattled across the snow, drawing a fresh layer over their prints, but one spot was left untouched, as if none of the dogs wanted to be there. Maratse shone the torch light over a patch of heavily trodden snow. The paw prints revealed a frantic movement with deeper impressions on the one side, as if the dog was pulling at something. The paw prints drew closer and closer together as Maratse followed them to the stump of wood hammered into a hole in an exposed stretch of rock. Maratse saw only one set of prints other than the dogs – the heavy tread of a size eleven boot leading in, standing to one side, and then returning. Just one set of prints other than the dog’s. 

Maratse crouched to pick up a broken link of chain. He imagined Uaasi approaching the dog, tugging at the chain around its neck, and then pulling the pliers from the pocket in his overalls and cutting the chain. Maratse realised Uaasi must have carried the dog, otherwise the drag marks would have obscured the tread of his boots. 

OEBPS/images/Greenland-Map-2022.jpeg
NORTHEAST
GREENLAND
NaTioNaL
Park

Trute AFB

DANEBORG

UPERNAVIK

MESTERSVIG

ITTOQQORTOORMIIT

1
UUMMANN;\Q - ~ ’
L--"

ILuLissaT

SISIMIUT

KANGERLUSSUAQ

S maaaa--

MaNITSOQ ARcTic CrreLE

Nuuk

Paamiur

Karaarrit NUNAAT

QAQORTOQ
GREENLAND





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
GREENLAND CRIME STORIES #16 4

CHRISTOFFER

PETERSEI

MEET DADID MARATSE, GREENLAND'S FADOURITE CONSTABLE





