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            Chapter One

         
         
            Thirty-one days until Christmas

         

         As usual, the last thing that went in the suitcase was the Post-it.

         
         
            
               
                  Change is the essential process of all existence.—Mr. Spock

               

            

         
         Cara plucked it off the mirror in her bedroom and set it on top of her toiletry bag. She wasn’t sure why she always just laid
            it on top of everything when the rest of her stuff was so meticulously packed, clothing and shoes and notebooks nestled together
            as snugly as a game of Tetris. She supposed it was because she liked opening her suitcase at the other end of her trip, in
            a hotel room in Milwaukee or Madrid or Miami, and having it be the first thing she saw. But one of these days, an overly aggressive
            TSA agent was going to select her for a random screening and the Post-it would get lost in the shuffle.
         

         
         Which would be fine. It was just a thing. A visual representation of a sentiment that existed independently of its depiction. She could write those words on a new Post-it any time. It wasn’t even sticky anymore—it had to be inserted into the mirror’s frame to stay up—and the ink was faded. She’d thought, over the years, about going over it with a Sharpie, but she kind of liked the way the emerald ink she’d used as an eighteen-year-old had faded to a dental-office mint. It reminded her how far she had come. How much she had changed, and therefore by definition that she was still here, not only not dead but thriving. Getting closer and closer to
            her goals.
         

         
         A glance at her phone informed her that her Uber was ten minutes away. Time to get the big goodbye over with. She checked
            her last-minute essentials list against the contents of her shoulder bag: passport, phone, computer, chargers, briefing binder,
            sudoku book. Steeling herself, she took a quick look at her reflection in the mirror that hung by her bedroom door. She couldn’t
            look like she’d been crying. And she hadn’t been, really. If a few tears had escaped while she was showering, it was because
            she was overtired. A mechanical response to exhaustion.
         

         
         “You’ve never had to travel over Thanksgiving,” her mom said as Cara clattered down the rickety stairs from her attic bedroom
            to the kitchen. It was four in the morning, and Cara had half hoped her parents would not be up.
         

         
         But of course they were. They always got up to see her off. Especially today, the day Cara left for a trip that would cause
            her to miss Thanksgiving. Cara traveled more days than not in any given year, but she always made sure she was home for Thanksgiving,
            the holiest of holidays in her family, which was funny because they were Catholic. Which meant there were many other, literal holy days—Christmas? Easter?—one would think would be a bigger deal.
         

         
         One would be wrong.

         
         For what we are about to receive may the Lord make us truly thankful. That was said every day in the Delaney household, and it was meant every day, but never more than on Thanksgiving.
         

         
         Mom was wearing her sad face. Because her mother loved her, Cara reminded herself, and was disappointed that she’d be away
            for the holiday. Though maybe disappointed was too anemic a word, judging by the tears that had been shed when she announced two days ago that she’d have to be gone.
         

         
         “The person who was supposed to go broke a hip,” Cara said for the tenth time, willing her voice to remain even. Cara had
            a tendency to soak up her mother’s emotions, just like the secondhand smoke she used to inhale back in her mom’s smoking days.
         

         
         “I know. I’ve been praying for him. I just don’t understand why you have to be the one who takes his place. You’ve given so much to that company for so many years.”
         

         
         “And ‘that company’ has given so much to me.” To us. She tried to say it without any censure in her tone, in a way that wouldn’t offend her mother’s robust sense of pride.
         

         
         It didn’t work. “I know. I know,” her mom said quickly, turning away and aggressively stirring the pot of oats she cooked
            every morning. As usual, her mother could hear what Cara left unsaid: “that company” had put a stable roof over their heads
            and was the reason her dad was going to be able to retire next year.
         

         
         She sighed. She was being prickly because being prickly was easier than being disappointed. She had a tendency to lash out when she was feeling vulnerable. She started over. “I have to go because this is a big, important project that we’ve already put four months of work into, and I’m the one who knows it best, after the guy with the broken hip.” She was his boss, and that’s what you did when you were the boss. At least that’s what you did when you were a senior associate who was someone’s boss. She reminded herself that she loved her job. She loved the travel that came with it, too. It gave her a feeling of freedom, of expansiveness, of amazement, honestly, that she had carved out such a life for herself. Or at least it used to. 

         
         She’d been on the road so much lately; she’d only gotten back yesterday from a two-week stint in San Diego. She was tired—like,
            in-her-bones tired. She just needed some sleep, and she’d be done with this weird maudlin mood. Honestly. She’d missed holidays
            before, if not Thanksgiving, and she could do it again. Her annual performance reviews always made mention of her reliability.
            She was a team player. A respected leader. Those adjectives accreted. She had worked hard for those adjectives. Someday, she
            would make partner because of those adjectives.
         

         
         “I just . . .”

         
         Argh! Cara wanted to scream at the way her mother trailed off performatively, her back still turned as she tended her oats.
            “You just what?” Which refrain was Mom going to pull out? I just don’t know how you’ll ever have time to meet someone when you’re working so hard. I just don’t know how they can expect
               people to work that hard and also have families. I just, I just, I just . . .

         
         “Honestly, I’d never even heard of Eldovia before last week,” her dad said good-naturedly, setting down his copy of the Post. As was his endearing way, he was oblivious to the undercurrents swirling around Cara and her mother—or maybe he chose to ignore them. 

         
         Either way, she was grateful for the reset. “I don’t think a lot of people have.” And that included the partners at CZT, aka
            “that company,” before they’d been invited to bid on the job. Cara had heard of Eldovia, but only because she had memorized
            every country and its capital for the seventh-grade geography bee, back when she was in a particularly aggressive education-is-the-way-out-of-poverty
            phase. “It’s tiny. It doesn’t do much.” Except make luxury watches, and her parents were not luxury watch–type people. The
            small Alpine nation didn’t even make that many watches anymore. Hence the big, lucrative contract. And the Thanksgiving trip.
         

         
         Cara’s mom set a bowl of oatmeal in front of her dad, her eyes shiny. Damn it. Cara didn’t want to miss Thanksgiving any more
            than her mother wanted her to. She didn’t want to spend her flight cramming—though she knew this file, she hadn’t been heavily
            involved in the day-to-day details of the project in the last couple weeks because Brad had been ramping up for the trip.
         

         
         Cara told herself Thanksgiving was just a day. Like the Post-it was just a piece of paper. The sentiment attached to Thanksgiving
            wasn’t unique to the fourth Thursday in November.
         

         
         A tear escaped the corner of her mom’s eye.

         
         Fucking Brad. On her good days, Cara thought of Brad as a management challenge. He existed, she told herself, to remind her
            of her Mr. Spock maxim. Change is the essential process of all existence.
         

         
         Cara had no role in hiring Brad, even though he reported to her. He’d been parachuted in to Cara’s manufacturing operations team by one of the partners, who was friends with Brad’s dad. Cara was forever having to adapt to Brad’s low-key bullshittery. But that was okay, because that meant she was forever adapting. The summer intern complains about Brad aggressively complimenting her outfits all the time? Have a conversation with Brad about it and rewrite the team’s sexual harassment policy. Brad breaks his goddamn hip at age twenty-eight because he drunkenly falls off a rooftop patio in the Hamptons? Cara’s off to Eldovia for Thanksgiving. 

         
         “We’ll FaceTime on Thursday,” she told her parents. “We’ll FaceTime constantly. And I’ll be back for Christmas.” Barely, but
            she would make it. She was scheduled to fly out of Eldovia the morning of Christmas Eve, and with the time change working
            in her favor, she’d be home in time to cook dinner.
         

         
         “I’m gonna miss you, lassie,” her dad said as he stood and wrapped her in his arms. She let him hold her for longer than she
            normally would have, thanking her lucky stars that Patrick Delaney had chosen to claim her as his own. When she broke the
            hug, she avoided eye contact with both parents. “When I make partner, I won’t have to travel so much.” Partnership. The brass
            ring. The dream she’d had since her first day of work at CZT as a twenty-year-old intern. Once that happened, she would stop
            having to do Thanksgiving duty when someone fell off a freaking roof. She could be more selective about which projects she
            got personally involved in, and choose where, when, and how much she traveled. You paid enough dues, you stopped having to
            prove yourself.
         

         
         She assumed.

         
         That was the plan anyway, and she’d come too far not to stick to the plan.

         
         “And when do you think you’re going to make partner?” her mom asked.

         
         Cara huffed a short, frustrated sigh. They had talked about this many times, and the answer hadn’t changed. “Hopefully by
            the time I’m forty.” No one had ever made partner younger than that. Her mother knew that, which meant her question had been
            a loaded one, a windup to what she really wanted to say.
         

         
         “Do you ever . . .”

         
         There it was. A spark of annoyance ignited in Cara’s chest. Which was fine, actually. It would make it easier to leave. “Do
            I ever what?” She steeled herself for a conversation about the condition of her uterus.
         

         
         Do you ever think about freezing your eggs? Do you think you’d be open to adoption later, if it ends up being too late for
               you?

         
         “Nothing, nothing,” her mother said, coming over and wrapping Cara in a hug.

         
         That was a twist. Usually, Mom would not have hesitated to finish her thought. Cara was careful not to squeeze as hard as
            she wanted to, for fear of aggravating any joints. Her mom’s rheumatoid arthritis had been flaring up the last few days. She
            inhaled the familiar baby-powder scent that was her mother and felt it physically relax her. She associated that smell with
            being tucked into bed at night, which long ago had meant books and lullabies, and, as Cara had grown older, the sharing of
            confidences. Her mom didn’t tuck her in anymore, but when Cara was home, they often had a cup of tea together in the evenings
            before Cara climbed the stairs to her bedroom.
         

         
         “I’m sorry,” her mom whispered in her ear. “I’m being terrible. I’m so proud of you. You travel safe, okay?”

         
         Damn it. Now Cara was actually going to cry. “I love you, Mom,” she croaked.

         
         “I love you, too, my girl, my greatest thing,” her mom said, her voice back to its usual lilting warmth as she pulled away.
            My girl, my greatest thing. Her mother had appended that refrain to every good night and goodbye that had passed between them for as long as Cara could
            remember, whether Cara was leaving for a day at school or for a month in the Eldovian Alps. “We’ll light a candle for you
            on Thanksgiving.”
         

         
          

         As much as he didn’t want to, Matteo decided at the last minute to go to the airport himself. He could have sent a car. There
            was no reason he personally had to make the trek to Zurich and hold up a sign that said “Ms. Cara Delaney” in order to welcome
            the woman who would be Eldovia’s undoing. He did it anyway.
         

         
         When the king charged you with making sure that the hotshot American management consultant was properly welcomed, you didn’t
            send a staff member; you went to the airport yourself. Matteo would freely admit that he was the sort of person for whom duty
            mattered. No, that wasn’t it. That made him sound like a protocol droid. It was more that tradition mattered. And since Americans were so woefully underprovisioned when it came to tradition, Ms. Delaney was going to be welcomed
            by a representative of the Eldovian Crown whether she cared or not. He cared, was the point.
         

         
         He scanned the arrivals terminal, his gaze snagging on a child standing alone crying. He hurried over to the boy. “Is everything
            all right, my friend?”
         

         
         “I’m lost!” the boy, who looked to be about five or six, wailed.

         
         “Well, let’s get you un-lost, shall we?” Matteo offered his hand, the boy took it, and together they made their way to an information desk. 

         
         Within minutes, the boy’s parents, who had been paged, were descending on them. Matteo smiled at their thanks and nearly tripped
            over a suitcase. “I’m sorry!” a teenager girl exclaimed. “The zipper broke!”
         

         
         He bent down to help her repack the bag, and it turned out the zipper wasn’t broken, just malfunctioning because the bag had
            been overstuffed. What chaos there was at the airport today. Matteo helped the girl shuffle some items to a backpack.
         

         
         He had only just sent her on her way when, speaking of the forces of chaos, a woman burst into his field of vision, suddenly
            there when she had not been before. She was wearing a black pantsuit and the highest heels he had ever seen on a woman in
            Eldovia in the winter, or perhaps ever. He saw her catch sight of his sign, and she headed toward him at an impressive speed,
            given those shoes, pulling a small rolling suitcase behind her. The staccato clacking of her heels joined the steady buzzing
            made by the bag’s wheels to create an ominous, crescendoing symphony. Her dark, almost black, hair was pulled into a severe
            chignon, and along with the black suit, provided a stark contrast to her skin, which was nearly as pale as the snow falling
            outside and seemed almost aglow, like a pile of that snow had accumulated and was glinting under the moonlight. She looked
            like an angel.
         

         
         He huffed a self-disgusted exhalation. Honestly. He needed to take the hyperbole down a notch or several. Cara Delaney was not bringing good tidings of great joy. If she was an angel, she wasn’t a good one. He arranged his mouth into the shape of a smile but took care that his eyes did not convey any warmth. “Ms. Delaney?” 

         
         “Yes.” She stuck out her hand in that aggressive way Americans had. Her nails were varnished in a red so dark it was almost
            black.
         

         
         “I am Matteo Benz.”

         
         “A pleasure to meet you,” she said in a tone that suggested there was in fact nothing whatsoever pleasurable about making
            his acquaintance as she attempted to break his fingers.
         

         
         “Likewise,” he murmured, squeezing her hand equally hard. It was ridiculous, these displays of dominance, when everyone, except
            perhaps American management consultants, knew that when it came to getting what you wanted, soft power was a great deal more
            effective than brute force. Bone-crushing handshakes and shoes that should be subject to EU weapons regulations were not only
            empty signifiers, they suggested an underlying lack of confidence that could be exploited.
         

         
         He made a mental note.

         
         “I know you’d been working closely with Bradley Wiener to prepare for his arrival,” she said. “I hope getting me instead isn’t
            too much of a disappointment.”
         

         
         He was supposed to rush to assure her that she could never be a disappointment. Instead, he kept his face expressionless.
            “I do hope Mr. Wiener’s recovery is continuing apace?”
         

         
         Ms. Delaney did not address Matteo’s inquiry about her colleague’s condition. “I can assure you that Brad has oriented me
            to the file.”
         

         
         The file. As if an entire nation, its well-being and prosperity, could be reduced to something so pedestrian as a file. But he needed to remember that in her mind, it could. It already had been.
         

         
         “I didn’t realize you would be meeting me,” she said.

         
         He did not know if she was remarking on the fact that he hadn’t merely sent a driver—as he should have—or if she was complaining
            that the king himself was not on hand to roll out the red carpet. “The king regrets that he could not be on hand this evening
            to personally welcome you. He had some last-minute business to attend to in Riems, which you may or may not know is on the
            other side of the country. He is—”
         

         
         “Yes. There’s a secondary Morneau factory in Riems,” she said, interrupting him.

         
         Though why should he expect anything less from someone like her? He practiced his breathing. In through the nose, out through the mouth. Just once, though, so he didn’t look a fool. It helped. He picked up where he’d left off, not acknowledging the substance
            of the interruption. “He is, however, looking forward to meeting you tomorrow. In the meantime, I am equerry to His Majesty.
            Are you familiar with the role?” He asked because many people weren’t. Americans in particular often thought he was a butler.
            Not that there was anything wrong with being a butler. It was an honorable way to make a living performing an important service.
         

         
         “Yes. I’ve seen The Crown.”
         

         
         God preserve him. His impassive facade almost slipped. In through the nose, out through the mouth.

         
         “As far as I can tell,” she went on, “being an equerry is like being an executive assistant. Everyone thinks you’re a secretary,
            but really, you make the entire ship go.”
         

         
         “The ship? I beg your pardon?”

         
         “It’s a Star Trek metaphor. The captain can talk a good talk, but the person who actually makes the ship go is the engineer. If the engineer can’t make the ship go—or doesn’t want to—it’s not going, no matter what the captain says.” 

         
         Hmm. What a curious, and unexpected, analogy.

         
         “But choose your metaphor,” she went on. “The wind beneath your boss’s wings. The man behind the throne.” She cracked a smile,
            which she held for a beat, clearly trying not to laugh. She lost the battle and let loose a high, musical, delighted laugh
            that seemed at odds with her crushing-handshake, rudely-interrupting, corporate-goth persona. “Which I guess is not a metaphor
            in this case, because you literally are that.”
         

         
         “Well, not literally.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “I don’t literally stand behind the throne.” There wasn’t even a literal throne, at least not in the way she imagined.

         
         She rolled her eyes ever so slightly. He would have expected “Don’t roll one’s eyes at the client” to be a basic principle.
            “You may not be aware,” she said, “that many English-language dictionaries have revised the definition of literally to include in effect, or virtually.”
         

         
         He tried not to bristle overtly. He spoke English as well as or better than your average educated American, thank you very
            much. “I am aware, but that doesn’t mean I approve. A word cannot also mean the opposite of itself simply because enough people
            agree.” Another fact of which he was aware: he shouldn’t be speaking to her like this, not when the king had expressly asked
            him to see her comfortably settled.
         

         
         She stared at him for a beat too long before saying, “I see how this is going to be.”

         
         “Do you?” He was still doing it. He couldn’t seem to stop.

         
         “I do.” Her voice had taken on a tone—probably to match his—and her eyes, which were the deep, dark blue of a mountain lake, flashed. 

         
         All right. Enough. He had one task here, one simple task, and that was to welcome Ms. Delaney. He had other, more important
            work to do, so he was anxious to tick her off his list. “Shall we go collect your bags?”
         

         
         She nodded at the small suitcase of doom she’d been pulling behind her. “This is it.”

         
         “That is all you have for such a long stay?”

         
         “I travel a lot. I have packing down to a science.”

         
         She probably had everything reduced to “a science,” including how she planned to strip Eldovia of its identity and traditions.
            She was likely a card-carrying member of some efficiency cult or other that had a lot of Greek letters in its name but really
            did nothing more than teach you how to write a to-do list and drill into you the discipline to carry it out. “Well then, shall
            we?”
         

         
         “We shall.”

         
         In through the nose, out through the mouth.

         
          

         “Maybe we can use this time to get started?” Cara asked once they were settled in the back seat of a black BMW and Mr. Benz—he
            kept calling her Ms. Delaney, so she was thinking of him as Mr. Benz—informed her that the trip from the airport to the palace
            would take almost two hours. “I thought we could go over a few things.”
         

         
         “I believe your contract commences tomorrow.”

         
         “Right. Regardless, I’m fine to start informally now. Can we get up to speed?”

         
         “Get up to speed?” he echoed, a quizzical expression on his face. He nodded toward the driver, who was separated from them by a clear plastic partition. “I assure you that Mr. Walmsley is as expeditious a driver as you could hope for and, more critically for when we begin our ascent into the mountains, a careful one. He’s former Eldovian army.” 

         
         “That was an idiom. To get someone up to speed means to catch them up.” Was that a bad way to explain it? Another metaphor
            that might not make sense to a non-native English speaker?
         

         
         “To ‘orient them to the file,’ you might say?”

         
         “Yes, exactly. To teach them what they need to know as they start something.”

         
         “And here I thought you were already oriented to the file.” He looked at her evenly. This Mr. Benz guy had a great poker face
            most of the time. Occasionally, though, he would do this thing where he flared his nostrils and pursed his lips—but only for
            a second, and then the poker face would be back.
         

         
         It was a surprisingly handsome face, regardless of which mode it was in. He had gold-flecked green eyes, close-cropped dirty-blond
            hair, and stupidly full lips. His jaw looked like it had been chiseled out of granite—it looked like it could chisel through granite, actually, and also all kinds of bullshit. It was odd: if you really looked at Mr. Benz’s face, he was probably in his thirties, but his general demeanor brought to mind someone older. It was partly his suit, which was clearly well-made but was a three-piece style—not something you saw much of these days. There was even a watch chain attached to one of the vest’s buttons that disappeared into a small pocket. His formal way of speaking, which she suspected went beyond the fact that they had different native tongues, also contributed to his old-soul aura. He looked like a millennial dressed up as a boomer. A fancy boomer. With a great poker face. 

         
         A great poker face that occasionally slipped, and she knew what those slips signified. He was pissy about her being here.
            She hadn’t expected that. To be fair, she hadn’t expected anything. She knew this file—she had taken the lead on the pitch
            and had been checking in on it since CZT won the contract. But Brad, given his background as a mechanical engineer and his
            fluency in German, had been the project lead—and the point person for the Eldovians.
         

         
         So Cara was going into this trip without a bead on any of the players, which was suboptimal but couldn’t be helped.

         
         But she knew clients. There were only so many types of clients. The source of Mr. Benz’s ire was almost certainly one of two
            things. First, it could be plain-old sexism. He could be annoyed that he’d been working with Brad but now had to deal with
            a girl.
         

         
         The second option was that it wasn’t personal, that he was pissed anyone was here. This happened sometimes when CZT had been tasked with coming in and cleaning house. Cara was here to begin an overhaul
            of the operations of Morneau, a historic luxury watch company in the vein of Rolex but smaller and, depending on who among
            the old-money set you asked, more exclusive. The royal family owned two-fifths of the privately held company, and Morneau’s
            history and that of the throne were intertwined, so she could appreciate that hers was a delicate task.
         

         
         As she understood it, Mr. Benz was the man behind the throne, even if he didn’t like to phrase it like that. She had seen the royal family’s org chart. Mr.
            Benz was his own, high-level box on that chart, but a whole lot of people had dotted-line reporting relationships to him. He had his hand in every department from the kitchen to public relations. And perhaps more importantly, he had, according to Brad, the king’s ear and his unwavering trust. Cara knew the king wanted her here. He, in his role as chair of Morneau’s board, had personally been involved in the vetting of firms vying for the job. What she didn’t know was if anyone else wanted her here. Just because a boss wanted something didn’t mean the rest of the team did, even if—maybe especially if—that boss was a hereditary monarch. 

         
         Was she going to be facing a lot of resistance? Were people going to help her? Undercut her? These were the kind of behind-the-scenes
            questions she couldn’t answer until she was on-site, and she’d been hoping Mr. Benz might have some insight on the politics
            of the situation. And whatever happened, when heads did have to roll, this guy’s wasn’t going to be on the chopping block.
         

         
         “I am oriented to the file on paper,” she said carefully, returning to Mr. Benz’s remark. “But as I’m sure you can appreciate,
            that’s quite different from having boots on the ground in a place.”
         

         
         “Boots on the ground,” he echoed quizzically.

         
         “Sorry, that’s another idiom. It means—”

         
         “It’s a military metaphor.”

         
         “Yes. I was hoping you might be able to give me an insider’s view of the company and the context in which I’ll be operating.”

         
         “And in this metaphor, you are an invading army?” He looked off into space and smirked as if at something amusing only he
            could see.
         

         
         “Not at all. I’m merely—”

         
         “What does that make me?” he went on, ignoring her, still entertained by his private joke. “The poor, backward village you’re here to pillage?” 

         
         “Of course not,” she snapped before she could think better of it. Damn. She hated that he was getting to her. She extra-hated
            that thanks to that snippy tone she hadn’t been able to rein in, he would know that he was getting to her.
         

         
         He turned his head slowly, finally giving her his attention. She really did think his jaw could cut granite. Or, okay, maybe
            just a very soft shale. But still. There was challenge in his gaze. “What does it make me then?”
         

         
         Oh, for god’s sake, this man was a lot. “You should give yourself some credit. You don’t really seem like the backward-village
            type to me. Maybe you’re actually a guerrilla fighter. Or a spy.” She was trying to lighten the mood.
         

         
         It didn’t work. “Ms. Delaney, I am not on the board of Morneau, and as such am not privy to any, as you say . . . insider
            information.”
         

         
         Jeez. He acted like she was talking about insider trading. But okay. Whichever was the explanation for his standoffishness,
            sexism or a more generalized animosity—and it could be both—it was unfortunate. But she was adept at rolling with the punches.
            Change is the essential process of all existence, right? Her job now was to make sure Mr. Benz remained a neutral party rather
            than a saboteur. To do that, she needed to disarm him, to stick with the military metaphor. To do that, she needed to figure out what exactly the stick up his butt was made of.
         

         
         But not literally.

         
         Ha. Too many metaphors.

         
         “Is something amusing, Ms. Delaney?”

         
         He wanted to start tomorrow—Monday. Maybe he was a work-to-rule type who had a more European sense of work-life balance. She was aware that those sorts of people, and cultures, existed. Once on a job in Spain, the entire company shut down for two hours over lunch—and they’d hired CZT to find inefficiencies in their processes. 

         
         To test her theory, she asked, “What is there to do in Witten on weekends? I was just laughing to myself because I understand
            that Eldovia is known for its skiing, but I’m not a skier.” She was most decidedly not a skier. She pushed away those memories. She was not that girl anymore. “I’m actually extremely talented at finding myself
            in places where I’m not able to partake in a signature activity. I once spent a month in Barbados without knowing how to swim.”
         

         
         “If you’re interested in learning to ski, I can arrange lessons for you. But there are numerous other distractions this time
            of year. There’s a skating rink in the village.” She made a face, and he said, “I gather from your expression that you don’t
            skate, either.”
         

         
         “I never had a chance to learn.” Which was true about skating, if not technically about skiing.

         
         She should not have brought up skiing.

         
         “Workaholic, as the Americans say?”

         
         “Something like that.”

         
         “There’s some architecture of note in the village, particularly St. Matthew’s church.”

         
         “Oh! Is there a Catholic church in Witten?” That had come out a little too vehemently. She’d been thinking that maybe she’d try to find one on Thursday. It wasn’t Thanksgiving here, of course, but she could still go and light a candle, do a little dorky, transatlantic communing with her mom. “If you can’t tell by my very Irish name, I’m Catholic. But not really.” 

         
         “Cara Delaney,” he said slowly, letting the syllables stretch out. It felt like his voice was caressing her name. Which was
            absurd. “How does one manage to be Catholic but not really?”
         

         
         “By having extremely Catholic parents you love. By finding the traditions of the Catholic Church comforting, even if you don’t
            agree with all—or most—of their takes.” By having had her elementary Catholic school tuition paid for via scholarships that,
            unlike her high school scholarships, had enabled a good, solid education without marking her as the poor kid.
         

         
         “I see. I’m sorry to report, then, that St. Matthew’s is Lutheran. There is, however, a small Catholic congregation in Witten.
            I’ll get you details on location and service times, though it’s a French-speaking parish. Regardless, might I suggest that
            St. Matthew’s is worth a visit? It’s a rare example of modern architecture in the village, and it’s really quite striking.”
         

         
         She continued to question him, not because she cared about what there was to do on the weekends in Witten, but because it
            felt as if he were starting to thaw a bit. She was starting to sense a pride of place in him, a streak of nationalism. Getting
            Mr. Benz talking might help her understand both him and the place that would be her home for the next month.
         

         
         “There are a few restaurants in the village,” he said, after she’d asked about local food, “the best being Imogen’s, which
            serves pub fare, but impeccably done. There is a more upscale restaurant, which is usually of interest to expense-account
            types. But the food isn’t any better than at Imogen’s.”
         

         
         Expense-account types. That was rich coming from Mr. Pocket-Watch-Fancy-Pants. “Is Imogen the name of the proprietor or the pub?”
         

         
         “Proprietor. The pub is called the Owl and Spruce. She’s called Imogen O’Connor.”

         
         “Imogen O’Connor!” Cara exclaimed, and immediately regretted the girlish enthusiasm in her tone. She didn’t do girlish enthusiasm
            on the job. Or in front of men. Or in front of men on the job. She tried again, more sedately. “That’s a proper Irish name.”
         

         
         “Yes. Her father was Irish.”

         
         Somehow, though Mr. Benz answered all Cara’s questions cordially enough, they didn’t have the effect she’d been going for—getting
            him to relax. Maybe even start trusting her. Was a two-way conversation too much to ask for? Yes, apparently. Every time she
            asked a question, he answered, and they lapsed into silence until she asked the next one.
         

         
         Fine. She gave up. For now. Silence was better than invading armies or whatever they’d been doing before.

         
         But then, after a good ten minutes, he suddenly spoke. “Witten is in a valley, and the palace sits atop a hill next to the village proper. When we clear this peak”—he leaned over and pointed out the window on her side—“we’ll make our way down the other side of the mountain on a series of switchbacks. That will be your best view of the palace.” He retreated to his side, but his scent lingered. He smelled . . . minty? Well, minty but with a darker, deeper undertone she couldn’t quite place. She wondered if his minty aroma was a seasonal thing. He seemed like the kind of guy who might have seasonally rotating cologne. Mint for Eldovian winter. What would summer be? Alpine wildflowers? Edelweiss, maybe! Ha! 

         
         “Should you care about such things,” he added, looking at her quizzically.

         
         Right. Get it together, Delaney. She did care about such things. She’d worked in a lot of places, mostly pedestrian but occasionally glamorous—the Barbados gig, for
            example, had been for a company that owned resorts. But an actual palace? That was new. Like a lot of people raised on modern,
            Disney-inflected culture, she’d undergone a serious princess phase as a girl, in parallel with her still-going-strong Star
            Trek phase. She still remembered the day her mom brought home a hand-me-down Belle costume from one of her housecleaning clients.
            It had been one of those cheap, packaged, polyester Halloween costumes, but it might as well have been a priceless, hand-beaded
            gown, as much as her seven-year-old self loved it.
         

         
         But Mr. Benz did not need to know any of that. She twisted to look out the window. The castle was something to see. It was
            indeed perched on the top of what she supposed counted as a hill here—that’s what Mr. Benz had called it—nestled as it was
            against the backdrop of much bigger snow-capped peaks. But it was orders of magnitude bigger than any hill she’d ever seen.
            The castle itself was cream-colored with a dark roof studded with circular turrets. It looked like someone had dropped a castle-shaped
            meringue on the tip of a miniature mountain.
         

         
         “It is rather lovely, isn’t it?” Mr. Benz said with the hint of a smile that actually seemed genuine.

         
         She was pretty sure her latest theory was correct. Mr. Benz was house proud—country proud. So she would keep hammering away on that front. “What a beautiful castle. How old is it?” 

         
         “It’s not a castle; it’s a palace.”

         
         Well, la-di-da. “And if I ask you what the difference is, will you think me a boorish American?”

         
         “A castle is a defensive structure.”

         
         “Ah, meaning castles have moats and drawbridges and those little holes to shoot arrows through?”

         
         “Those ‘little holes’ are called embrasures, but yes. A castle might be home to royalty, but it needn’t be. Regardless, its
            original purpose would always have been fortification.”
         

         
         “So this joint isn’t fortified.”

         
         “This . . . joint is not fortified.” Mr. Benz’s poker face was slipping in favor of that nostril-flaring thing again. It was like a sniff of
            disapproval that stopped short of being an actual sniff. It wasn’t audible, and he didn’t stick his nose in the air or anything,
            but somehow he was doing an internal sniff.
         

         
         God help her, this man was a lot.

         
         “The palace is newer than you might think,” he added as he raised the poker-face drawbridge again. “It was built in 1867 by
            the king’s great-grandfather. A palace, if you haven’t gathered from context, is the home of royalty.”
         

         
         “I have gathered, thank you.” She paused. Once again, that had come out too snippily. She tried again on the making-friendly-conversation
            front. “It looks like a more realistic version of Cinderella’s palace at Disney World.”
         

         
         “Indeed. I spend more time than you might imagine denying requests from film crews.”

         
         “Why would you deny them?”

         
         “Why wouldn’t I?”
         

         
         Because you need money. She didn’t say it like that, and of course Mr. Benz personally did not need money—although his suit was a little old-fashioned
            in terms of its cut, at least to her American eyes, it clearly wasn’t actually old. Dark blue and paired with a lavender raw-silk
            tie, it was elegant and fit him to a degree of perfection that could only be attained by a tailor. And she assumed that not
            only did the equerry gig pay well, it was the kind of job you got by being a fancy person to begin with. Eldovia needed money, though. That was the whole reason she was here, even if these posh Europeans would never put it so plainly.
            The luxury watch industry was in decline, and this was a one-industry country. Unemployment was up, and GDP was contracting.
            Mr. Benz didn’t need money, but his country sure as hell did.
         

         
         As they wound their way up the hill, the palace disappeared from sight due to the steepness of the incline and the forested
            landscape surrounding it. When they emerged onto a gravel-lined approach, it appeared again, monumental yet delicate. It was
            imposing but somehow, at the same time, welcoming. A castle of contradictions.
         

         
         She smiled to herself as she issued a mental correction. A palace of contradictions, though that was not as pleasingly alliterative a phrase. A palace of paradox?
         

         
         Mr. Benz said something to their driver in German before turning to her. “Is something amusing?”

         
         That was the second time he’d asked her that. She needed to rein in the smiling along with the sniping. “I’m merely happy
            to have finished my journey. I don’t think I’ve recovered from the jet lag from my last trip.” On cue, she yawned.
         

         
         “The best thing to do is to force yourself to stay up until a reasonable hour locally, as difficult as it may be, and retire for the evening at a normal time.” 

         
         For some reason, an anti–jet lag lecture from this dude annoyed her. “I’m aware.” She was back to being snippy, but she couldn’t
            help it. “I travel a lot for work.”
         

         
         “Do you now.”

         
         She was noticing this tendency of his to say something that should be a question—Do you now?—but to make it a declarative statement, and one that conveyed subtle, snobbish disapproval. “After this trip, I’ll have logged
            more than two hundred days on the road this year.”
         

         
         “Mm,” he said as they came to a stop in front of the palace. He opened his door, and she did likewise. The driver was extracting
            her suitcase from the trunk. “Your bag will be delivered to your suite if that suits?” Mr. Benz asked, making an “after you”
            gesture in the direction of a stone staircase that led to an oversize wooden double door.
         

         
         “Yes, thank you.” She made her way up the stairs, and the door opened to reveal a man and a woman. The man wore a plain black
            suit and the woman a black dress. Servants. They were servants. They probably didn’t call them that anymore, and hopefully
            they made a decent living and had dental benefits and all that, but they looked like they could have come from the set of
            Downton Abbey.
         

         
         “Ms. Delaney, welcome,” the man said. “I am Ernst, and this is Frau Lehman.”

         
         Cara had no idea how she was supposed to greet them, but she stuck out her hand. Maybe that wasn’t done, but she came from humble origins herself and she always made a point to be nice to service staff. Hell, her mother had cleaned houses—normal houses—for a living until her rheumatoid arthritis got bad enough that she’d had to stop. 

         
         Each of them shook Cara’s hand in turn, with no indication that to do so was unusual. “The princess and the king are so sorry
            they could not be here to greet you in person,” Ernst said as they made their way into an enormous foyer with marble-tiled
            floors and gleaming wood-paneled walls. There was a fireplace at one end with a massive, elaborately carved mantel over which
            hung a portrait of a very pretty woman. “Though I’m sure Mr. Benz has welcomed you in their stead,” said Ernst.
         

         
         “Yes,” she said, though she wasn’t sure welcome was the word she would use.
         

         
         “I trust you will see Ms. Delaney settled to her satisfaction and to the high standards for which we are known,” Mr. Benz
            said to Frau Lehman.
         

         
         Ernst answered, apparently speaking on behalf of Frau Lehman. “Yes, of course.” Cara wondered if Ernst was his first name
            or last name. Did Eldovians do the British-style one-name butler thing? She had read up on royal protocol on the flight but
            hadn’t learned anything about servants. Servants! It still boggled the mind.
         

         
         “You’ve had a delivery, Mr. Benz,” Frau Lehman said. “Several boxes. I had them sent to your office.”

         
         “Thank you, Frau Lehman,” Mr. Benz said warmly, and with a curt nod in Cara’s direction, he set off down a corridor.

         
         What a curious man. On the surface of things, he had been the picture of decorum, but there had been a disconnect between
            the actions he performed and the emotions that seemed to lurk beneath them. And he definitely had a tone problem.
         

         
         But to be fair, so did she, apparently. He brought it out in her.

         
         Cara gave up her attempts to make sense of Mr. Benz when they reached her room. Rooms, plural. It wasn’t unusual for a client
            to put up a consultant on-site when the project was in a remote locale, but as far as she knew, never in the history of CZT
            had anyone been accommodated in a palace. As Ernst showed her around, she reasoned that theoretically, the space wasn’t that
            different from a hotel suite. There was a bedroom, a sitting room, and a bathroom—a glorious bathroom featuring a large, freestanding
            soaker tub. Cara loved nothing more than to luxuriate in a hotel bathtub at the end of a long day. Her house in New York had
            only a small shower stall, so she considered hotel bathtubs a major perk of all her work travel.
         

         
         Outside, the sitting room was broken up into four zones—a sofa and chairs arranged around a fireplace, another seating area
            in a corner centered on a television, an office alcove with a desk and a charging station, and a nook housing a coffee machine,
            microwave, and minifridge.
         

         
         But everything was so much fancier here than a hotel room would be. Not the princess-fancy of her girlhood imagination, or that she might have expected when
            she first got a load of the Sugar Plum Palace, but understatedly elegant. Instead of being painted or wallpapered, the walls
            were paneled in a dark wood. The gray marble floors were veined with a subtle pattern, and antique-looking lamps and chandeliers
            cast the space in a warm glow. The minifridge was full of drinks of all sorts including half bottles of champagne. And there
            was a display of chocolate truffles she’d been told were a local specialty.
         

         
         If all that weren’t enough, before he left, Ernst showed her a long tasseled cord hanging in a corner—like, literally the kind people pulled in movies set in ye olden days to summon servants—and told her to pull it if she wanted anything. He presented her with a menu and told her that the kitchen could produce anything on it at a moment’s notice and that if she wanted anything not on it, she merely needed to inquire and they would do their best.
         

         
         Clearly, Mr. Benz, in his sermon about what there was to do in Witten on the weekends, had forgotten to mention “take baths
            while gorging on royal room service.”
         

         
         Her phone dinged. It was an incoming FaceTime from her mom. “How was the trip?” her mom asked.

         
         “Fine. Just getting settled in. Get a load of this place.” Cara reversed the camera and conducted a quick tour of the suite.
            Her mom made cooing noises over everything and directed her to zoom in on the marble floors. “Those are gorgeous.”
         

         
         “Add it to the list.” Cara and her mom kept a half-joking wish list of features their future duplex would have. After a lifetime
            of bouncing around apartments, Cara had saved enough to buy their current house three years ago. But it was merely a planned
            stop along the way. The end goal was a duplex. She’d live in one side and her parents the other. According to her calculations,
            with the equity in the current place plus projected raises at work, she’d have enough for a down payment in about four years.
         

         
         “I bet those floors are cold on your feet, though.”

         
         Cara took her shoes and socks off to test the theory. “Yep, freezing. I wonder if there is such a thing as heated marble floors—add
            that to the list.”
         

         
         “I’m sorry I made things difficult for you this morning.”

         
         Cara took the phone into the bedroom and studied her mother. Her brow was furrowed, but Cara was pretty sure it was from guilt, not arthritis pain. “Aww, Mom. It’s okay. We were all bummed I had to make this trip.” 

         
         “I just don’t want you to kill yourself working because you feel like you need to take care of us. We’re fine.”

         
         “I like working.” And they were fine. Cara knew that. They had beaten back the specter of financial ruin, which had loomed on the not-so-distant horizon
            for most of her childhood. But they weren’t done. Cara wasn’t done. Not until she had the duplex and partnership at the firm.
         

         
         “I know. You always were so diligent. But you should be having fun, too. You’re young. You should be dating.” Her mom held
            up a hand. “And before you get your feathers ruffled, I’m not talking about getting married and having babies, although I’m
            not going to lie, I wouldn’t be mad at any of that. But when was the last time you went on a date?”
         

         
         Cara didn’t date. At least she didn’t date in the way her mom meant, which was going to the movies and, Cara didn’t even know . . .
            probably sharing a milkshake at the Crosstown Diner. In some ways, Mom was a mystery to Cara. She was super-Catholic and,
            frankly, came off as kind of naive. But she’d gotten pregnant with Cara as a twenty-year-old, when she still lived at home
            with her own super-Catholic parents—who had kicked her out. She’d been four months pregnant and living in a shelter when she
            met Cara’s dad. So it wasn’t like she didn’t know how the world worked.
         

         
         “I don’t think people date the way you think of it anymore,” she said, hoping that would be the end of it.

         
         “How do they date?”

         
         Nope. They weren’t having this conversation.

         
         Cara couldn’t bring men home, since she lived with her parents—though she supposed that since she paid the mortgage, it was
            more accurate to say that her parents lived with her. Either way, she had roommates, roommates who took a particular interest
            in her comings and goings. Well, one of them did. Her dad could and did sleep through anything, but Mom had supersonic hearing
            and would be all over Cara if she sneaked in late at night. Not that it had to happen at night. Theoretically there was nothing
            stopping her from, say, taking a long “lunch.” It was more that . . . her mom would know.
         

         
         Which was, logically, absurd, because her mother was the one all over her to “meet someone.” She just didn’t want Cara to
            meet someone the way people actually did in the modern world. So it was only on Cara’s trips that she could get a certain
            itch, an itch that healthy, single, thirty-five-year-old women had, scratched. It was an arrangement that suited her. She
            was happily married to her job right now, but the odd casual hookup on the road reminded her that she was alive.
         

         
         But there would be no itch-scratching on this trip. It wasn’t like she could bring a dude into the freaking royal palace of
            Eldovia for the purposes of hooking up. “Mom, I gotta go. I have to do some prep work for my meeting with the board tomorrow.”
         

         
         “Sleep tight, my girl, my greatest thing.”

         
         After Cara finished unpacking in her bedroom, she took her suitcase out into the living room, intending to unpack the rest into the office alcove, but the sofa looked so comfy. Deciding to allow herself a moment of respite, she flopped down on it and thought of Mr. Benz and his sniffing. Maybe it wasn’t so much that he disapproved of her; maybe he had a secret cocaine problem. Or maybe— 

         
         No. Why was she thinking about Mr. Benz right now? She was supposed to be relaxing.
         

         
         Though he certainly wouldn’t approve of this. She might accidentally fall asleep and violate the Anti–Jet Lag Protocol.
         

         
         Okay, enough. Mr. Benz did not deserve this much mental real estate. She would worry about him tomorrow. She unpacked her
            sudoku book. Time to turn her thoughts to an easier puzzle.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         Matteo had only just started climbing the stairs to his suite when Torkel Renner, the former head of palace security, called.
            “Good evening,” Matteo said, unlocking his door and kicking off his shoes. “What did you find?”
         

         
         “Not much. Thirty-five years old. Born in the Bronx, New York, to Saoirse Delaney-nee-McGrath. Adopted at birth by Patrick
            Delaney.”
         

         
         Hmm. That Ms. Delaney had been raised by a man who was not her biological father was not relevant for Matteo’s present purposes,
            but it was an interesting fact. He filed it away.
         

         
         “Both parents are Irish, obviously. Irish-Irish in the mother’s case—she came over as a child. The father is third-generation.
            He’s a longshoreman; there’s no employment record for her.”
         

         
         Such a working-class background did not accord with his image of Ms. Delaney, with her designer suits, stilettos, and bruising
            handshakes. But Matteo of all people should know that appearances could be deceiving.
         

         
         “They all live together in a house in the Woodlawn Heights section of the Bronx. It was purchased three years ago. The deed is in her name. Before that they moved a lot—seven times in the previous ten years. Always apartments, always in the same neighborhood.” 

         
         Matteo had to weave around the boxes covering most of the open space in his apartment as he made his way to the kitchen. He
            would be glad when Christmas was over. “Anything else?”
         

         
         “She graduated top of her class from Dutton, which is a prestigious private high school in Manhattan.”

         
         Matteo wondered how that had happened given her apparently modest background. But again, he had to check himself. People were always more complicated
            than their circumstances would suggest.
         

         
         “She has a BA in economics from Hunter College, where she was part of the Army ROTC, and she did two years in the military
            after graduating.”
         

         
         “I beg your pardon?” Ms. Delaney was military? He thought back to that ridiculous little argument about nothing they’d had earlier, with all the military metaphors.
         

         
         “Reserve Officers’ Training Corps. It’s a U.S. military program that pays for university in exchange for—”

         
         “I know what it is. I’m just . . . surprised.” Matteo cleared his throat. “Go on.”

         
         “After she was discharged, she returned to CZT, where she’d spent a year interning while still in school, and she’s been there
            ever since. She did an executive MBA at Columbia part-time, finished two years ago.”
         

         
         Matteo put the phone on speaker and attempted to pour himself a scotch, but the bottle was nearly empty. He ended up with less than a teaspoonful. “Boyfriend? Or”—he shouldn’t make assumptions—“girlfriend?” He assumed she wasn’t married. He would have noticed if she’d been wearing a ring—her red-varnished nails had drawn his attention several times. 

         
         “Not that I can tell.”

         
         “So that’s it?”

         
         “I can dig a little deeper, but that was what I could find on a quick first pass. Honestly, I don’t know what you were expecting.
            She’s a management consultant, not a jewel thief with an Interpol red notice.”
         

         
         Matteo sighed. He hadn’t been expecting anything, not really, and ultimately none of it mattered. It was just that he preferred
            knowing with whom he was dealing. And since Ms. Delaney had been dropped in at the last minute to substitute for her injured
            colleague, he hadn’t done any homework on her. Hence the favor called in to Torkel, who had quit the palace last year to go
            to work for the House of Aquilla. Torkel’s boyfriend, Sebastien von Hansburg, was the younger brother of the Duke of Aquilla.
            Princess Marie was always laughingly accusing Matteo of having underworld connections, and while he did have a number of people,
            some of them tending toward the unsavory, on whom he could call for all manner of things, the true source of most of his knowledge
            had been Torkel.
         

         
         He missed Torkel, and not only because of the man’s connections. He and Torkel had spent many a day working side by side,
            first in the army, and later to protect and advance the interests of the royal family. Like Matteo, Torkel understood that
            a life devoid of higher ideals was an empty exercise.
         

         
         He shook himself out of these fruitless thoughts. “How is life in Riems? How is Mr. von Hansburg?”

         
         “He’s well.” Matteo could hear the smile in Torkel’s usually gruff tone. “I could use your help with something, actually.”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         “I want to, uh . . . propose.”

         
         Matteo held back a laugh. Torkel was normally so unflappable. Huge and stoic, he looked like Hollywood’s stereotype of a bodyguard,
            right down to the severe black suits and mirrored aviator sunglasses he favored. “That’s wonderful.”
         

         
         “Indeed, but I, uh . . . don’t know how to do it.”

         
         “I believe the tradition is to procure a ring,” Matteo teased.

         
         “I know that,” Torkel said with a snappishness that would be off-putting if Matteo didn’t know him so well. “I even know what
            ring I want—what kind he would want. The ring is not the problem. I just . . .”
         

         
         Matteo sobered. This was the first time Matteo had ever known Torkel to be uncertain. “You want it to be special.”

         
         “Yes, and you’re good at this sort of thing.”

         
         He was. At handling everything and fading into the background. From ensuring the king’s victories in parliament to giving
            Princess Marie the nudge she needed to marry Leo Ricci, the interloper who had been entirely unsuitable yet singularly capable
            of making her happy. And Matteo enjoyed his job. There was satisfaction in being able to take credit for things running smoothly
            in the lives of the royal family.
         

         
         “I realize it’s a bit out of your scope,” Torkel said.

         
         Matteo made a dismissive noise. “I interpret my scope broadly. You know that.” The way he thought of it was he had his official mission, and he had his extended mission. 

         
         “Indeed. How are the baskets coming this year?”

         
         “Slowly.” Matteo regretted the word as soon as it was out of his mouth. It would activate Torkel’s guilt complex.

         
         “I’m sorry I’m not there.”

         
         “It’s not that. It’s this tiresome American management consultant come to upend Morneau. I can tell that she’s going to be
            very . . . time-consuming.”
         

         
         “Well, if you need any help, you need only call on me. I can come down for a few days and you can put me to work.”

         
         “But what excuse would you use?” Wait. “Have you told Mr. von Hansburg about the Christmas baskets?” Matteo understood that
            he couldn’t very well ask Torkel to keep secrets from his partner, but the fewer people who knew about the baskets, the better.
            That number was currently three—possibly four—and he strongly preferred to keep it that way.
         

         
         “I haven’t. And I’d think of something.”

         
         “Well, we don’t need you. We have it in hand. Now, back to your proposal.”

         
         “Right. I was thinking about how you were responsible for getting the princess and Leo together, and about how you helped
            Daniela and Max after the late duke died. I don’t need that much help. I just need . . . an idea.”
         

         
         “Allow me to give the matter some thought.”

         
         “Thank you.” Torkel paused. “How are you?”

         
         Tired. He always was this time of year, but this was more than that. He felt existentially tired, though he wasn’t sure why. Nothing about this year was different from any of the previous, except of course the presence of Ms. Cara Delaney. But being visited by a corporate-goth management consultant bent on dismantling Morneau, while annoying, was not a sufficient explanation for this degree of weariness. 

         
         “I’m fine,” he said in answer to Torkel’s question, and he even sounded reasonably convincing. “Life unfolds apace.”

         
         “As it always does with you at the helm.”

         
         “Mmm.”

         
         After they hung up, Matteo loosened his tie, took his scotch, such as it was, to the window, and tried to put his mind to
            Torkel’s proposal, but thoughts of Ms. Delaney intruded. Matteo’s apartment, at the top of the original stable, faced west,
            and the days were so short now that the sun was already starting to set even though it wasn’t yet five o’clock. Sunset over
            the mountains was always spectacular, and he made a point to observe it as often as he could. He cued up a record and sank
            into the chair he kept angled next to the window for this very purpose. He should have told Ms. Delaney to look for the sunset
            out her windows. He had told Frau Lehman to put her in the green-wing guest room specifically because it faced west. Not alerting
            Ms. Delaney to the wonders that lay outside her window hadn’t been very hospitable of him.
         

         
         Neither had been taking his leave earlier
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