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Introduction

 

The Ballad of Heart Mountain is the thirty-third book in the Greenland Missing Persons series. If you’re still reading these stories about Constable Petra ‘Piitalaat’ Jensen, then you have my heartfelt thanks. But please understand, you also a little nuts, and I am comforted by the thought that I am not alone.

 

Writers are often asked where they get their ideas from, to which I always reply that ideas are not the problem. Rather, the problem is having enough time to write them all down. One problem, however, is finding new characters, and in this story, quite by accident, I chanced upon a new character called Police III. Now, I will confess, I had fun with his character, and had to stop writing several times to collect myself before I could continue. Police III might not evoke the same emotions in you, dear reader, as it did for me, but please know I had fun writing this story. And in these challenging times, having fun is what it’s all about.

 

Chris

April 2025

Denmark

 

P.S.

The poems are real.
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Glossary of Greenlandic Words

used in the Greenland Missing Persons series

 

aap – yes

amarok – wolf

ana – grandmother

anaana – mother

angakkoq – shaman

appaliarsuk – little auk

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
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1

 

The fire started just as I arrived at the police station to begin my evening shift. The department was buzzing with reports that the fire was a big one, but the Nuuk Voluntary Fire Department had it under control. Some of my colleagues were volunteers, but how they found the energy to give policing one hundred percent and train and respond to fires, I did not know. Nor was it something I wanted to discover. Between Sergeant Jowls’ – my name for Sergeant Kiiu ‘George’ Duneq – keen attention to my daily, weekly, and weekend schedule, filling in all the blanks as he liked to put it, and eking out time to spend with Constable Atii Napa as we worked on our social life, there was no time for putting out fires. Although Atii did mention it might be a good way to meet interesting men, and I will admit to thinking along those lines, each time our paths crossed with the VFD. But as I sat down in the briefing room at the beginning of my shift, my thoughts were rather more focused on the assignments Duneq had in store for me, than picking up hot guys – pun intended – at a warehouse fire in the industrial part of the city.

Duneq’s assignments had been far less punishing of late, and as I opened my notebook, and he walked to the podium, I dared to hope that I might still be bathed, as Atii called it, in the sergeant’s favourable light. I wasn’t entirely sure what she meant by that, and as she was away training with the Special Response Unit, neither could I quiz her about it. But there was something about Duneq’s subdued walk that fuelled my hope, and when he gripped the sides of the podium and looked out upon me and my five colleagues, seated in rows one and two of the otherwise bland and beige briefing room, I decided it was good to be optimistic. I even made a note, reminding myself to think positive thoughts. 

“Jensen,” Duneq said, catching me off guard, as it was his first word of the briefing.

“Yes, Sergeant?”

“See me after.”

I nodded that I would, and then put a ring around my reminder, hoping once more that changing my attitude would be the key to affecting Duneq’s plans for my upcoming shifts, and the coming weekend in particular. I wouldn’t say I had a bad attitude, but I didn’t have to think too hard, or to search very long before finding plenty of examples of attitude that might be considered less than respectful, especially when the consequences of the attitude in question, created problems…

I liked to call them challenges.

…for my superiors, Duneq included.

A nudge from the sergeant on my right jogged me back into the briefing, and I thanked him for keeping me on track. A withering look from Duneq suggested I might have missed something, but when he urged us to be on the lookout for silverware, stolen from the holiday cabin of a prominent politician, I decided I had not missed very much. Duneq ended the briefing with assignments, and I discovered that I did not have a partner, but I was assigned a patrol car. He dismissed everyone but me and then waited for my colleagues to leave before speaking. Atii would have given me a sympathetic smile on her way out, but she was not there, of course. And as the door closed behind the last of my colleagues, it was just Duneq and me, alone again.

“Did you make notes?” he asked, and I gestured at my pad with my pen, revealing just a few lines. “Did you take any names?”

“No, Sergeant,” I said. I tucked a loosed strand of my long black hair behind my ear and waited for Duneq to remind me of the merits of paying attention. Only he didn’t. He sighed, instead, and then stepped off the raised platform at the front of the room and sat two chairs along from me in the first row.

“This is delicate,” he said, and I held my breath for a moment, wondering if he had the wrong person. I almost told him that I didn’t do delicate, but Duneq must have known I might try that angle, as he cut me off with a wave of his pudgy hand. “You will be fine,” he said, which only worried me even more, as he had yet to tell me what I would be doing.

“Sergeant…”

“Just wait a moment, Jensen.” 

Duneq reached into the cargo pocket of his uniform trousers and pulled out a slim paperback book. The corners of the book were bent, the spine wrinkled, and the pages well thumbed. I am a self-confessed smartphone girl. I don’t read for pleasure. Atii might disagree, especially when we studied together at the academy. But as I tried to tell her, studying is different. I noticed that several of the pages of Duneq’s book were marked, making me think that he had studied the contents, whatever they might be. I had yet to see the cover, and he seemed reluctant to give me the book, but when he did, it was all I could do to keep a straight face when I realised it was a book of poetry. I wasn’t about to laugh, but nor did I think Duneq deserved to see what I knew would be something between shock and surprise, and probably a little awe right along with it. Clearly the book was important to Duneq, but until he recovered from parting with it, I had no idea why.

“Annasi Longshadow is a poet,” he said, and I nodded. “He writes in Greenlandic, Danish, and English. This book is his first collection of English language poems.” Duneq caught my eye and said, “I think it is his best work.”

“You read poetry?” I said, and Duneq nodded. If he heard the incredulous tones in my voice, he did not react, which only worried me even more.

“Aap,” he said. “Annasi is my favourite poet, and I need you to find him.”

“What?”

“He is missing, Jensen. There are no suspicious circumstances. But I would like you to look into it, when you have a moment, on your patrol this evening.”

“Casually? Sergeant?”

Duneq paused and then nodded. “Aap,” he said, but there was something in his tone that suggested if I chose to give the investigation a little more thought and time, then Duneq would not be against it.

“This is between us, Constable,” he said, and I nodded that I agreed.

Duneq stood up and headed for the door. He paused halfway to suggest I might start with Moon Hypoxia, as it was one of Longshadow’s best.
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