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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

 

aap – yes

amarok – wolf

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

aqisseq – ptarmigan

arfivik – Bowhead Whale

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

imaqa – maybe

inuk – human

inussuk – cairn (see Canadian Inuit inuksuk/inukshuk)

kaffemik – celebration/party

kamikker/kamiks – sealskin boots

mattak – whale skin and blubber delicacy

naamik – no

napparsimmavik – hospital

qajaq – kayak

qipoqqaq – Humpback Whale

qujanaq – thank you

terianniaq – Arctic fox

tikaagullik – Common Minke Whale

tuttu – reindeer

ukaleq – Arctic hare


 

 

 

 

 

Introduction

 

Sharp Edges is an indulgent adventure story with a few criminal acts thrown in for good measure. It is also a commissioned work, and while some characters might be based on real people, they have been fictionalised for the purpose of telling this story, and were never really in peril.
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1

 

The short concrete dock stretched beyond the icy granite rocks, cutting into the ice-choked waters of Uummannaq harbour. The small Arctic town, situated as it was, far above the Arctic Circle on Greenland’s west coast, was enjoying the last rays of the polar sun before it dipped below the horizon to return in the new year. Constable David Maratse, leaning against the side of the police patrol car, lifted his chin and closed his eyes, letting the sun bake his skin, just a little, and for the last time before winter set in. He would miss it, to be sure, but there was plenty to look forward to as the temperature dropped into the high twenties and the hordes of summer tourists thinned into pockets of a few hardy individuals, braving the winter to experience the dark half of the Greenlandic year.

It was October.

Rumours that a pod of narwhal had been spotted north of Upernavik, heading south, rippled around the town, bringing hope to the locals that the rich, dark meat of the toothed whale would soon be in the freezer, and, better yet, served for the Christmas Eve dinner. The whales had been late the past two years, and the hunters in Upernavik had taken one whale more than quota, leaving one less for Uummannaq. Or so it was said.

A smaller pod came in January.

Too late for Christmas.

But this year, people said, it would be different.

Maratse patted his jacket, searching for the crumpled packet of cigarettes he had tucked inside his pocket, and tapped one into his palm. He clamped the cigarette between his lips and then slipped his hands into his pockets. There was a gap in his teeth on the right side, from when a tooth was pulled, and he tucked the cigarette into it, parting his lips to puff small clouds of smoke above his head. The sun’s rays caught the ice crystals in the air, and the cigarette smoke glittered.

“Now that’s attractive,” said a young woman, sneering a little as she approached the patrol car.

“Hmm,” Maratse said. He turned his head, watching the woman as she walked to the edge of the square dock, and then nodded when she smiled at him.

Constable Nujakina Uppik wore her black hair short but with a long fringe which she puffed out of her eyes at regular intervals. Maratse had stopped wondering if she would ever cut it and never mentioned it. It was a small thing, but it set her apart, like the thick black glasses she wore. The glasses, however, were new, and according to Nujakina, were more fun in the summer months, but a constant pain in the winter when they steamed up. But, as she also said, she could see farther and clearer than ever before, making Maratse wonder why it had taken her so long to get them.

“That’s not important,” she had said, the one time he asked, and he never mentioned it again.

Nujakina’s improved vision, however, was still something of a marvel, and she enjoyed pointing out things of interest that the normally keen-eyed Maratse might have missed. Such as the small tourist boat bumping its bow against a row of hunter’s dinghies clamped between growlers of ice close to the icy slipway. 

“He’s going out again,” Nujakina said. She walked back to Maratse, and, choosing the upwind side of Maratse’s cigarette, she stood next to him. 

“Who?”

“Wulff,” she said. “The boss’ brother.”

“Hmm,” Maratse said, and Nujakina laughed.

“That’s all you’ve got to say?”

Maratse shrugged, as if there wasn’t much more to say.

“Yesterday,” Nujakina said. “He put a whiteboard on the dock with the words whale safari written on it.”

“Iiji,” Maratse said.

“But there are no whales.”

“Not yet, at least.” 

Nujakina leaned against the side of the car, bumping shoulders with Maratse. Ten years or more her senior, Nujakina had teased that he could be her father, and called him Ataata when she wanted to annoy him.
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