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“And that heart which was a wild garden was given to him who only loved trim lawns. And the imbecile carried the princess into slavery.”

 

― Antoine de Saint-Exupéry (1931-44), Wind, Sand and Stars
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Giving Back to Greenland

 

The main character in The Heart that was a Wild Garden is a young girl, and Constable David Maratse finds himself in a parental role, all of a sudden. It’s a challenge for him, to say the least, but I have no sympathy. As a teacher, with no kids of my own, I received a baptism of fire (or was it ice?) in Greenland, working with the most amazing children I have ever met, and am likely to ever meet. I used to describe my job as if I was a paratrooper – parachuting into a community (I did arrive by helicopter), and teaching your way out. So, when I gave Maratse the task of looking after nine-year-old Iiluuna, I had to chuckle every time she surprised and confounded him. I left Maratse scratching his head in despair a few times, as I often did.

 

My stories are set in Greenland and it gives me great pleasure to announce that I am going to give 100% of the royalties earned through the sale of this book to the Association for Greenlandic Children.

 

The Association for Greenlandic Children works hard to ensure that children in Greenland grow up in a safe environment. Furthermore, the association supports children and young Greenlanders through school and into further education. According to the association’s website, there are just under 56,000 people living in Greenland, and roughly 15,000 of them are children aged 0-18. While there are many strong, well-functioning families in Greenland, there are also many others who struggle and need help to cope with the challenges of daily life. Often, as in many countries, it is the children who face the greatest challenges in life. The Association for Greenlandic Children does what it can to help children in Greenland, and Greenlandic children living in Denmark, through summer camps and outreach family support services, to name but a few of their programmes. There are lots of Greenlanders living in Denmark, and the challenges facing those families can, in some ways, be even more difficult due to cultural differences and the challenges associated with language.

 

I think the purpose of my books and my writing, besides providing entertainment, is to share something of what I learned and love about Greenland and the Greenlandic people. I hope you, dear reader, enjoy my books, and I look forward to giving something back to the kids that truly shaped my years as a teacher, and as a human being. It is also possible to support the Association for Greenlandic Children directly via this link to their donation page without buying this book. The donation page is in Greenlandic and Danish.

 

The Association for Greenlandic Children also has a Facebook page. Check it out for fun photos and video, and give them a “like” while you’re there. The page is in Greenlandic and Danish, but likes are universal!

 

Chris

December 2018

Denmark


 

 

 

 

 

The Association for Greenlandic Children

 

The Association for Greenlandic Children works hard to provide a safe childhood for Greenlandic children, and to help more young Greenlanders gain an education. 

 

The effort involves and benefits children and young people, creates positive change, and strengthens the necessary foundations for a meaningful adult life.

 

The Association for Greenlandic Children received the Crown Prince Couple's Social Award 2018.
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Introduction

 

This is the fifth short story I have written about Constable David Maratse, and each one brings me closer to him. I imagine all the short stories occurring before the Greenland Crime series starting with Seven Graves, One Winter, but each story adds a little more background and depth to Maratse’s character, and the character of the people around him.

While The Heart that was a Wild Garden is fiction, I know Iiluuna. She is a composite of all the children I knew and taught in Greenland, especially the younger children in the far north. Life can be difficult in Greenland, and for every family that is doing well, there will be ten that aren’t. But the children are the heart of Greenland as wild as they may be. They are the ones that bring life in the dark places, by the sheer will to live and laugh and love even in the most challenging of times.

There are truths buried within this story, but the greatest truth can be found in the children of Greenland, because as wild as they may appear to our western eyes, they are honest, innocent, cheeky and thirsty to learn.

You’ll have to forgive the sentimentalities, but one day, when you visit Greenland, you’ll understand, and you’ll know the wildness for what it truly is.

Chris

October 2018

Denmark
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Prologue

 

Nuuk, Greenland

November 2042

 

I never understood why they buried him in the city. He hated Nuuk. He was never at home there, and when he moved there in his later years, I worried that he would go mad, turn to drink, or just die of a broken heart. It was his heart that killed him. He fell in love and followed her to the city, and it was only when I met her that I began to understand why.

She was younger than I imagined her to be and even her funeral clothes layered with grief and topped with a bulky winter jacket couldn’t hide her Greenlandic beauty. Her face was softer than some, but with a raw edge, as if she had seen and experienced things that no-one should see. She hid that trauma in the depths of her deep brown eyes, almost black, as they lowered the coffin into the stony ground and the man became part of the land he loved.

I cried then, so much that I didn’t notice her walk around the grave to stand beside me, didn’t feel her light touch on my elbow.

“Are you Iiluuna?” she asked.

“Yes.” 

I wiped my cheeks and sniffed at another round of tears as she slipped her arm around my shoulder and held me so tight I imagined finger welts on my arm.

“It’s okay,” she said. “You can cry all you want. You can cry for me.”

“What?”

She smiled as I looked at her, smoothed her fingers across the creases in my brow.

“I can’t cry, not yet,” she said, as the wind plucked at her long black hair. She tucked it behind her ear and waved at the people hovering by the side of the grave. 

“Why can’t you cry?” I asked.

“Because I don’t believe he is dead, not yet.” She paused as a raven flapped its wings and strutted along the fence marking the perimeter of the graveyard. “So long as the ravens scratch at the rocks and warm themselves on the streetlamps, he’ll never be dead, not really. But I would like to cry. Perhaps you can help me?”

The woman wiped at the tears on my cheeks and gestured towards the road. 

“Walk with me,” she said. “And then you can tell me about you and David.”

“He never told you about me?” I said, as she took my hand and we walked out of the graveyard and along the snowy street towards the café opposite the post office.

“David told me lots of things. I was sick for a while, and he would tell me stories about hunting and fishing. He told me about the people from Ittoqqortoormiit and other places along the coast. He might have told me about you, but I was not well, and I mostly just listened to his voice. I didn’t hear the words. Not always.”

“What happened to you?” I asked as we stopped outside the café.

“That’s another story, and a long time ago. But I’d like to hear about you. Shall we go inside?”

I followed her into the café. The metal chair squealed across the floor as I pulled it away from the table. She bought two mugs of hot chocolate and a large portion of fries.

“I think this was his favourite part about living in Nuuk,” she said, as she sat down.

“Fries?”

“Yes. He said it reminded him of home.”

“You’re Petra Jensen, aren’t you? I’ve seen you on the news and in the papers.”

“Yes,” she said. “But you can call me Piitalaat. He would have liked that.”

She tugged off her jacket and slipped it over the back of her chair. I studied her face and her figure. I think she was ten years older than me, but, unlike me, she had not filled out and I wondered if it was her active lifestyle. She caught me looking and I blushed.
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