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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

aap – yes

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

ata – grandfather

ataata – father

eeqqi – no (East Greenlandic) 

iiji – yes (East Greenlandic)

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
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Constable David Maratse twisted the throttle grip of the outboard motor and cut the power. The stern of the hunter’s dinghy lifted as the hull settled in the water. Maratse used the dinghy’s forward momentum to steer the last few metres, knocking lumps of ice against the hull before bumping the bow onto the sandy beach. He tipped the motor to lift the propeller shaft out of the water, then stood up to walk from the stern to the bow before leaping over the gunwales onto the land. Maratse lit a cigarette from the packet he kept in his dirty police jacket, then rolled the cigarette into the gap between his teeth. He clamped the cigarette in the side of his mouth as he secured the painter around a large boulder close to the water. The dinghy, a recent, if impulsive, purchase at the beginning of summer from a hunter down on his luck, had handled better than Maratse had hoped, but no less than he expected. Apollo was a good hunter with a reputation for looking after his dogs and his equipment. The only bad thing about Apollo was his luck. And a week later, that same bad luck led Maratse back to Apollo, and to the body of a young female tourist Apollo discovered in the cleft of a rock at the bottom of Ikerasak mountain.

Maratse finished his cigarette on the beach, then waved at Apollo as he walked along the shoreline from the general store to the beach. Apollo wore his usual fishing suit – two sizes too big – with the sleeves rolled up and the cuffs of the trousers bunched over the lip of Apollo’s big, black rubber boots. The boots, also too big, made a clopping sound on the rocks and brought a smile to Maratse’s face as he shook the old hunter’s hand.

Apollo looked at his old dinghy, and Maratse caught the look of longing in his eye.

“You can buy it back whenever you’re ready,” he said.

“You’re sure?”

“Iiji.” Maratse nodded, adding, “I’m just looking after it for a little while.”

Apollo raised his eyebrows in the silent Greenlandic yes, then took a cigarette when Maratse offered. The two men smoked in silence on the beach, nodding at the sound of whales blowing between the bergs deeper in the fjord, grinning at the sound of dog chains rattling across the rocks as the sledge dogs stirred between the houses.

“It’s this way,” Apollo said once they had finished their cigarettes.

Maratse tucked his hands into his pockets and followed Apollo past the last houses of Ikerasak before they settled onto a narrow path winding between the rocks and boulders at the bottom of the mountain. 

“It’s not far,” Apollo said, stopping to catch his breath. “But I’m not as young as I used to be.”

Maratse nodded. He plucked a fish scale glued to his jacket just above the chest pocket. It spun on the light wind blowing in from the fjord when Maratse brushed it free. Apollo cleared his throat, coughed, and spat, then pointed a wrinkled finger up the path.

“This way,” he said.

Apollo’s boots made a clopping sound as he walked along the path, and Maratse followed.

They stopped at the base of a large boulder. Maratse walked around Apollo and got ready to climb a deep granite step to follow the path, but Apollo stopped him. 

“Not on top,” he said, tapping Maratse’s arm. “Underneath.”

Apollo crouched and sat on his heels, then nodded for Maratse to do the same.

“In there,” he said, pointing to a dark space under the boulder. “Under the rock.”

Maratse pressed his hand on the ground to lean to one side. The sides of the boulder bristled with dry black lichen, but the ground underneath shone with pools of meltwater, catching the summer light. Maratse moved closer, then shifted onto his knees for a better look. A cloud passed in front of the sun, throwing the boulder into shadow. When the sun returned, Maratse glimpsed a red sock, a pale white leg, and the shreds of what might have been a pair of shorts. He pushed off the ground, walked around the base of the boulder as far as he could go, then frowned. His frown deepened as he looked at Apollo. The old hunter grinned back at him.

“How did you find her?”

“I didn’t.” Apollo hiked his thumb over his shoulder towards the settlement. A dog whined, as if on cue. “Princess did. She got loose, followed her nose, I guess.”

Maratse sniffed but caught little more than the briny smell of the sea, and the earthy tones of soil rising from the rocks at his feet.

“How are you going to get her out?” Apollo asked.

“Hmm?” Maratse thought for a second, then shrugged as nothing came to mind.

“I have dynamite,” Apollo said. He closed his fists, then flashed his fingers at Maratse. “Boom!”
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