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ICE AGE
by Lotte I nuk

An excerpt from the novéultekunstnerinde. Copenhagen: Tiderne Skifter
Publishers, 2004, 352 pages. Translated fronbdresh by Thomas E. Kennedy.
(Three times a week, a helicopter fliesin with passengers and post from
Kangerlussuaq to Nuuk Heliport and three times a week, depending on the
weather, flies back toward Maniitsoq and Kangerlussuag.

From the window in my roomin Block 16, | see the little bird-like machine
dlip in between the curving, towering mountains and disappear .

When the weather is bad, there is no way to get out of here, no matter how

much you might want to and plead and ask and wish.)

- - - My music teacher, Nukaraq Enoksen’s daugl@asanna, is by far the best-
looking girl in town.

He plays bass and writes lyrics for a band whosgs we all know and can
sing along with, even if we belong to that parthed population that doesn’t

understand the words, and his band unlike for exai@pmé doesn't print a



translation of the songs alongside the originats/on the back of the album
cover.

Susanna’s hair is thick and sleek and black als abmaost violet in a certain
light, she has long, strong legs and carries hdikela queen, and in the dusk she
likes to promenade around on the narrow colorfatdadges of painted wood
between the city’s split grey concrete housing kéowith a green-eyed cat on her
one shoulder; | don’t know why or where to. Someis she has a walkman on,
the cat doesn’t seem to notice it or anythingyst sits there, matching her wild
look. She doesn’t seem to notice you when you Wwglkwvhich is too bad, and
even without the obstacle of the music, she i@ttype you would think of just
going up and talking to. Every boy without exceptmust be completely wild
about Susanna, but she doesn’t seem interest@shiaating them either or
impressing them, and strangely enough they neitrsdr nor follow her around the
way they usually would in Nuuk when such strikirephty is combined with such
a lofty attitude.

Maybe she’s just too beautiful, too mysteriousybgayou get an impression
she could be a little crazy. Maybe it has to dthwhe cat, it creates an
atmosphere of the witch and danger and magigusttsits there on her shoulder
like a guardian angel in the form of a tiger anderguns off and is content with

its place, that’'s maybe what | most envy about Boad&noksen.



The Danish boys in town you don’t even notice, theyld practically just as well
not exist among us.

Here there are Greenlander girls, and Danish, girld Greenlander boys.
Some Greenlander boys only like Greenlander gitlsgrs also like the Danish
girls. To win their hearts and their coveted gsgou have to try to act as
Greenlandic, as tough and cool and streetwise sslge; you have to eat
Greenlandic food and play without fear anywherthanmountains and all the way
down on the ice and not be afraid of anything;ewa@n the Greenlander girls that
hate you and gang up outside your street door tkmou and catch you and give
you a smacking if you get too popular, even for single boy in their class, no

matter how uncool he might seem to you or to them.

Malou and | dream about having black, thick, slkak and speaking fluent
Greenlandic just like that so no one will have shghtest doubt about where we
really come from anymore.

Malou’s father divorced her mother in Denmarkdese of a Greenlander
woman not very much older than we are and movee toethe city for her sake
with Malou, while Malou’s little brother stayed \witheir real mother in Jutland.

So in a sense Malou is half Greenlandic and cawaynyass for a Greenlander if



she’s careful with her accent and nobody otheris®vs too much about her;
there are many half Greenlandic children and ewemptetely Greenlander ones
who don’t know a word of the language anyway, dsd enany whose hair has the
same light brown color as Malou’s and whose eyestdook very different. |

envy her that; with my own yellowish hair and untakably grey-blue eyes, it's
harder to fake it convincingly, even if my mothérank god, is seeing more and
more of this handsome, completely cool Greenlabdgfriend who is younger
than she is.

Anyway, in winter my hair gets darker and Maloul dreagerly compare
color, count the black strands among the lightesamnd feel that it's going in the
right direction, go without washing our hair asdaas possible because it seems
darker then and practise hard at the slang the igidur parallel class use along

with unusual pronunciations of certain importannhi3a words.

The Greenlander boys are so beautiful. How ccwddoiale, bloodless, clumsy,
faint-hearted boys in our own class, sons of catiested librarians and
ornithologists and math teachers and scout leaderpencil pushers, ever
measure up to them? They don’t even try, theyadlrknow they’ll only be here

for a limited time anyway, and it just can’t payt&ke up the challenge; they’ll



soon be home in their own territory again, whesytban use language or intellect
or their family names to elbow their ways forward.

The guys who sit half-naked in the dormitory’s mpandows in the evening
when you’re walking home along the walkways bel@avénstrong, light-brown
chests, polar bear amulets carved from whale methlack leather cords tight
around their necks and Indian hair shining blue laanging halfway down their
broad backs. They look like captured warriorsr@mful dreamers in the orange-
gold evening sun. They whistle at you with chikelenthusiasm so your
diaphragm twitches with longing. Their voices digturbingly dark and soft and
issue from beautifully bowed mouths you know woialste good and salt as the
sea, like the aroma of those small dried fish ftaeir thick sweaters when you
lean your head against their shoulders at the mavidappen to bump against
them on a rocking crowded city bus. When theyuewalking the streets, they
have their hands dug into the pockets of theihleajackets and skate elegantly,
invincibly over the icy ground in slick cold rubbssles, hunching their shoulders
and looking down at the ground and their breathrateand they send a slanted
sharp glance full of unconcealed desire and sveseignition when you walk past,
all the while watching yourself that you don’t stiole like some cow on the

treacherous rock.



You have the idea these boys would fight and alig/éu, like in a fairytale
or a romance magazine. You lose yourself in ybildbood dreams of noble wild
men or brave martyrs, dramatically dead much tasmgdrom courageous fights
In mysterious jungles on distant, suffering comise

| never imagined boys could be so beautiful! Banseless and plain
fascinating, so uninhibitedly attractive, simultansly so heartbreakingly gentle
and dangerously raw and violent. If only | had shene blood running in my
veins, if | knew what these boys knew, thought &atid If | could wake up one
morning and speak their language, know their hystdecipher their codes. If the
hairs which against my will and all too fast arewing on my sex could be just as
coal black and sleek and fine as the Greenlandksrigithe showers during gym
class.

What rawbeauty and perfection!

Exactly what a human beirgipould look like.

Miki says that when the revolution comes I'll edwn out, sent directly
home where | came from, I'll have no chance to stahis land or ever return for
a visit. | know that he wants me to stay, he talkshough he doesn’t believe
himself that any revolution will occur. But | thint will, and hope so with all my

heart.



“What if we get married?” | ask. “If we get mard and have a baby,” Miki
tells me, “the child would be allowed to stay. r@hild would be a pure native.”

Not even my schoolmates and best friends MartinNind, both born and
raised here with no connection left to their farsilgriginal Scandinavian
homelands, would ever be considered as pure nairvegual citizens of the proud
pure kingdonthat will arise on this mighty island after the o&stion. It seems
that being considered native born or a citizeroisbased on anything concrete or
on any demonstrable fact or anyway not on thatealoit seems mort® be
something abstract.

The Danes or Faroese and other illegitimate cHamggewho have not
voluntarily left by the time of the revolution witle promptly deported via a bullet
in the head, Miki claims.

“Will you fight for my life?” | ask, my heart beaig wildly at the thought of
such a serious and decisive revolt. “Do you tivirgkcould dye my hair?” He
laughs. “It would never look like a Greenlanderts matter what you do with it!
And our child would be a poor bastard, think alibat.”

“Like the two of us,” | say.

“Speak for yourself,” he says.

The bastards are the most beautiful, here angwhere else: Thdilack

hair, thosdight eyes, or the opposite. Thdsag, powerful limbs. That warm



complexion. All the best salvaged from both faleorlds, a new beginning, a
Phoenix arisen from the ashes, a whole kimd of human being.

Miki says these are racist thoughts; he plucksubi out of the blue,
suddenly, neither of us has really thought abolbfore, even considered its
existence at all: Racist. Itis racist to thihkt bastards are more beautiful than
pure-bloods, to have such a preference.

But | still love the bastards of this world, mayibe an inborn preference,
present from conception: My father was married,rmt to my mother; my
mother claims when she is in that kind of angry thtat precisely that is my
grandmother’s tragedy, the cross she must beatr exgan if | don’t doubt it must
have been a terrible shameful history for her dr@doesn’t hesitate to let me
know that contstantly either, though not so disedtktill know for sure that it

can’t be so, that despite everything it can’t keedhly reason.



