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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

 

Sometimes a story just needs out. Thieves’ Night is one of those stories. It is deliberately short, as I just wanted a snapshot of life in the far north. Call it a fix, if you will. I miss Uummannaq, and writing these stories brings it home.

 

Like I often say, it’s pure indulgence on my part. If you keep picking up my short stories, I’m guessing it is with you, too.

 

Thank you!

 

Chris

November 2024

Denmark
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1

 

The fight broke out during last orders. The bar staff brought a crate of bottled beer up from the cellar, and the locals crowded the counter. They paid for the one bottle they could afford, and bartered for the two to three extras they hoped to put on their tab. Unfortunately, twenty-six-year-old Miki Minnika was not Aalua Hansen. There was a reason the previous owner went bust. Miki did not believe in tabs. She believed even less in the promises and assurances that went along with them.

“It’s cash,” she said. “Or nothing.”

It was also Friday night in Uummannaq. The Shark Tank was more lively than usual, thanks to the presence of an international team of hunters.

They had cash and plenty of it. The crew was charting the hunting area of Somniosus microcephalus. The Greenland shark. It was a big fish with a longevity estimated to be at least two hundred and fifty years or more. The bar’s name was perfect. And at the end of the third and hardest week of a planned five-week expedition, they were ready to let off some steam.

“The weekend starts now!”

There was a cheer as the burly American and Balthazar Expedition leader stood up. He wore what appeared to be an informal uniform adopted by the two other men and one woman of the expedition. Consisting of a checked shirt, dirty but comfortable jeans, and big boots. The boot’s thick tread was capable of withstanding the rigours of Greenland. It could also pull free of the tacky puddles of almost dried beer on the barroom floor. The man wore a red, salt-stained cap belonging to the Balthazar Marine Animal Bureau. Part of the larger Balthazar Marine Group, BMAB had a better abbreviation. It was often shouted in chorus.

“Bring me another beer!”

And that was exactly what fifty-three-year-old Jack Bentham intended to do. He pulled a handful of dollars out of his pocket. Miki had agreed to take dollars instead of Danish kroner, taking an extra $5 per beer to cover the exchange rate. Jack didn’t need to know she planned to visit the States the following summer. And if he did, Miki was pretty sure the generous American with the thick and wiry red beard didn’t care.

“And how about a beer for my friends?” Jack said as he reached the counter. 

The bar erupted in more cheers at the promise of more beers. Miki sent her cousin Haansi down into the cellar to bring up another two crates. 

“How’s life in the shark business?” Miki asked. She helped Jack empty the company pocketbook, smiling broadly when he gave her a healthy tip.

“Business is okay,” Jack said. He pumped the hands of the locals who wanted to thank him for quenching their thirst. “We’ve got the nets out, at least.” Jack grinned as the patrons of the bar thumped across the wooden floor to help Haansi empty the first crate. They did so in much the same way Miki had helped Jack get rid of his dollars, albeit with more gusto and less humility.
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