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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurA poignant and inspirational love story set in Burma, The Art of Hearing Heartbeats
spans the decades between the 1950s and the present. When a successful New Y ork lawyer suddenly
disappears without atrace, neither his wife nor his daughter Julia has any idea where he might beuntil they
find alove letter he wrote many years ago, to a Burmese woman they have never heard of. Intent on solving
the mystery and coming to terms with her fathers past, Julia decides to travel to the village where the woman
lived. There she uncovers atale of unimaginable hardship, resilience, and passion that will reaffirm the
readers belief in the power of love to move mountains.ExtraitDecember in Kalaw is a cold month. The sky is
blue and cloudless. The sun wanders from one side of the horizon to the other, but no longer climbs high
enough to generate any real warmth. The air is clear and fresh, and only the most sensitive people can still
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detect any trace of the heavy, sweet scent of the tropical rainy season, when the clouds hang low over the
village and the valley, and the water falls unchecked from the skies as if to dlake a parched worlds thirst. The
rainy season is hot and steamy. The market reeks of rotting meat, while heavy black flies settle on the
entrails and skulls of sheep and cattle. The earth itself seems to perspire. Worms and insects craw! out of its
pores. Innocent rills turn to rushing torrents that devour careless piglets, lambs, or children, only to disgorge
them, lifeless, in the valley below.But December promises the people of Kalaw arespite from all of this.
December promises cold nights and mercifully cool days. December, thought Mya Mya, is a hypocrite.She
was sitting on awooden stool in front of her house looking out over the fields and the valley to the hilltops
in the distance. The air was so clear that she felt she was looking through a spyglass to the ends of the earth.
She did not trust the weather. Although she could not remember ever in her life having seen acloud in a
December sky, she would not rule out the possibility of a sudden downpour. Or of atyphoon even if not a
single onein living memory had found its way from the Bay of Bengal into the mountains around Kalaw. It
was not impossible. Aslong as there were typhoons anywhere, one might well devastate Mya Myas native
soil. Or the earth might quake. Even, or perhaps especially, on a day like today, when nothing foreshadowed
catastrophe. Complacency was treacherous, confidence aluxury that Mya Mya could not afford. That much
she knew at the bottom of her heart. For her there would be neither peace nor rest. Not in thisworld. Not in
her life.Revue de presse'A truly beautiful story that will captivate and thaw the coldest of hearts --We Love
This Book'A magical tale to capture your imagination' --My Weekly'Touching and affecting prose' --Sunday
Herald



