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Chapter 1 – Arrival in Garmisch



The train from Munich curved southward through a landscape that seemed to shed its urban skin with every passing kilometre, the grey sprawl of the city giving way first to tidy suburban villages, then to broad agricultural plains dusted white at their edges, and finally — as the Bavarian Alps announced themselves on the horizon like a sentence written in a language one had always meant to learn — to something altogether more serious and magnificent. Grace Whitmore pressed her face close to the cold glass of the window and watched the mountains grow. They did not merely appear; they accumulated, ridge upon ridge, the nearer slopes dark with pine forest and the higher reaches brilliant with snow that caught the thin December light and threw it back in long, slanted gleams. She had seen mountains before, of course. The Dolomites. The Scottish Highlands. The Atlas range in Morocco when she had been younger and considerably more reckless. But the Bavarian Alps possessed a quality she found difficult to name — a kind of theatrical self-assurance, as though they knew precisely what effect they produced and were entirely unapologetic about producing it.

She settled back into her seat and reached for her notebook, a battered green Moleskine that had accompanied her across eleven countries in the past three years and bore the evidence of each in its swollen, ink-stained pages. She had been commissioned by a London travel quarterly — one of the better ones, with a readership that still expected full sentences and original thought — to write a winter feature on Garmisch-Partenkirchen, the famous Bavarian resort town nestled at the foot of the Zugspitze, Germany’s highest peak. It was, her editor had said, an evergreen destination that nonetheless deserved fresh treatment, and Grace had agreed, mostly because she had never been there and found the gap in her geographical knowledge mildly embarrassing for a woman who had spent the better part of three decades writing about the world’s more interesting corners.

She was sixty-three years old, and she travelled alone. This was not a condition she had settled into reluctantly; it was, rather, a preference she had arrived at through a process of gradual and largely painless self-knowledge. She had been married once, briefly, in her late twenties, to a man who had found her restlessness charming until he discovered it was constitutional rather than temporary. The divorce had been civilised. The years since had been productive. She wrote well, she ate well, she slept soundly in hotel beds and railway carriages, and she had long since ceased to interpret solitude as loneliness, the two being as different, in her view, as weather and climate.

The train slowed as it approached Garmisch-Partenkirchen station, and Grace gathered her things with the practiced efficiency of someone who had been gathering things in motion for most of her adult life. She had packed for ten days: two medium bags and a carry-on, none of them oversized, all of them on wheels. She had learned long ago that the quality of a journey was inversely proportional to the weight one dragged through it. Her winter coat was charcoal cashmere, good and warm without being bulky, and she wore beneath it a cream rollneck and dark wool trousers and low-heeled ankle boots that were neither fashionable nor unfashionable but simply sensible, which was, she had concluded, the highest category to which footwear could aspire.

The station at Garmisch-Partenkirchen was small and immaculate in the way that many things in this part of Bavaria were small and immaculate — as though someone had decided, some generations back, that tidiness was a form of civic virtue and the decision had never since been revisited. Grace stepped onto the platform and breathed in cold air that tasted of pine resin and something she could not immediately identify, a faint mineral sharpness that she would later come to associate specifically with high-altitude winter, the breath of glaciers carried down on slow, deliberate winds. She stood still for a moment and simply received it, the cold and the smell and the low winter light that lay across the platform in pale, horizontal bars.

Above the station roof, partially visible between the eaves and the pale sky, the mountains were enormous. This was the thing that photographs never adequately communicated about proximity to truly large mountains: they did not look larger than expected — they behaved differently than expected. They occupied space in a manner that flat horizons did not, taking up not merely the background of one’s vision but the peripheral edges and something above that, some higher register of awareness that was less about seeing and more about being seen. Grace tilted her head back and looked directly at the nearest visible peak, its upper slopes absolutely white against a sky the colour of old pewter, and felt the particular sensation she had felt at the start of every worthwhile journey: a loosening of something habitual in the chest, a slight recalibration of scale.

She collected her bags from the small luggage rack near the platform entrance and made her way toward the taxi rank, where two drivers stood in conversation beside their vehicles, speaking the rapid, rounded Bavarian dialect that was its own thing entirely, distinct from standard German in the way that a local wine is distinct from a commercial blend — recognisable in category, entirely different in character. One of the drivers, a stout man in his fifties with a moustache that might have been ironic in London but was entirely sincere here, took note of her approach and moved to assist with her bags before she had a chance to ask.

“Hotel?” he said, in the shorthand of someone accustomed to the primary desires of arriving travellers.

“The Alpengasthof Zugspitze,” Grace said, pronouncing the German carefully. She had moderate German — enough for transactions and pleasantries and the occasional misunderstanding — and she made a point of using it, finding that the effort, however imperfect, was generally received with goodwill.

The driver nodded and loaded her bags into the boot with practiced speed, and within minutes Grace was in the back of a warm taxi moving through the streets of the town. She looked out the window with the alert, receptive attention she brought to all first impressions, understanding that the first hour in any new place was unrepeatable and therefore valuable in ways that subsequent hours were not. First impressions were unfiltered. They registered things that familiarity would later cause one to stop seeing: the particular angle of the eaves, the colour of the window boxes even in winter — empty now but still painted in optimistic reds and greens — the width of the pavements, the height of the street lamps, the way the mountains appeared at the end of every straight road like a stage backdrop that someone had forgotten to remove.

Garmisch-Partenkirchen was, she was already deciding, a town that wore its purpose honestly. It was a resort, and it knew it was a resort, and it had arranged itself accordingly without apology or disguise. The architecture was emphatically Bavarian — steep-pitched roofs, painted facades with elaborate frescoes, shutters in dark green and ox-blood red, flower boxes and carved wooden details at every threshold. There was a satisfying consistency to it, not the manufactured consistency of a theme park but the organic consistency of a place that had looked a certain way for a long time and saw no reason to change. Shops sold ski equipment and winter clothing and the particular kind of dense, dark bread that Central Europe did better than anywhere else on earth, and the streets were busy with people in padded jackets and heavy boots, their cheeks red from cold or exertion or both.

The taxi turned onto a road that rose slightly toward the edge of town and Grace could see, ahead and to the left, the first of the ski lifts — its cables running up the slope in a long, diagonal line that disappeared into the trees. There were figures on the lower runs, small and brightly coloured against the white, moving with the fluid, practised ease of people entirely at home in vertical landscapes. Grace was not a skier herself. She had attempted it once, in her forties, on a gentle slope in Austria, and had found the experience simultaneously exhilarating and deeply undignified, which was an unusual combination. She had decided, after two days, that skiing was an activity for people who did not mind looking foolish in expensive trousers, and she had retired to the lodge with a pot of coffee and her notebook and found the whole arrangement considerably more satisfying. She was here to observe and to write, which were the things she did best, and which required nothing more athletic than a good pair of boots and the willingness to walk further than strictly necessary.

The taxi slowed. Through the window, Grace caught her first glimpse of the hotel.

The Alpengasthof Zugspitze presented itself at the end of a short gravel drive lined with snow-laden spruce trees, their branches bowed under white weights that occasionally released in small, soundless avalanches as the taxi’s headlights swept past. The hotel was large enough to be comfortable and small enough to be personal — four storeys of painted plaster and dark timber framing, with a steeply pitched roof and deep-set windows that glowed amber in the early winter dusk. Window boxes ran along every floor, empty of flowers now but painted the same hopeful deep red Grace had noticed on the town’s other buildings, as though the whole valley had agreed on a colour scheme and committed to it absolutely. A carved wooden sign above the entrance bore the hotel’s name in gothic script, and beneath it, on a smaller board, someone had written the day’s temperature and the snow conditions on the slopes in neat, hand-lettered chalk: −4°C. Pisten: ausgezeichnet. The slopes, then, were excellent. Grace noted this with the mild satisfaction of someone who would not be using them.

She paid the driver, adding a tip that she calculated mentally in euros rather than the pounds that still occasionally surfaced as her default currency, and stood for a moment on the gravel, looking at the building. Behind it, visible over the roofline, the mountain was enormous and immediate, closer here than it had seemed from the town, its lower slopes rising sharply from behind the tree line. The ski runs were hidden from this angle, but she could hear, very faintly, the mechanical hum of the lift cables carried down on the cold air, and somewhere above that sound, barely perceptible, the occasional distant scrape of skis on packed snow.

A young man in a dark green uniform appeared from the hotel entrance and took her bags with the kind of efficient helpfulness that suggested he had been well trained rather than merely well-mannered, the two being different in ways that guests who had stayed in many hotels learned to distinguish. Grace followed him through the heavy wooden door and into the lobby.

The interior was warm — genuinely warm, not the aggressive, pressurised warmth of a city hotel but the deep, settled warmth of a building that had been keeping the cold at bay for a long time and had become very good at it. The lobby was panelled in pale pine that had darkened to honey at its lower edges from decades of careful polishing. A stone fireplace occupied the far wall, its hearth wide enough to stand in, currently burning two birch logs whose flames moved slowly and gave off a smell of extraordinary quality — clean and sweet and faintly sharp, the smell of winter reduced to its best argument. On the walls hung a collection of framed prints: mountain watercolours, antique ski competition posters, a large topographical map of the Zugspitze massif that Grace immediately wanted to study at length but restrained herself for the moment.

The reception desk was attended by a woman in her forties with dark hair cut severely and reading glasses pushed up onto her forehead like a second pair of eyes. She greeted Grace in German first, then shifted smoothly to English upon hearing the reply, which Grace offered in German of sufficient competence to be noticed but insufficient fluency to be mistaken for a native speaker — a distinction the receptionist registered with a brief, approving nod.

“Frau Whitmore. Welcome to the Alpengasthof Zugspitze. We have your reservation. You are with us for ten nights, yes?”

“Ten nights,” Grace confirmed, setting her small carry-on beside the desk and flexing her right hand, which had gone slightly stiff on the journey from carrying her notebook bag across one shoulder.

“You have room fourteen, on the second floor. It faces the mountain.” The receptionist said this last detail with a particular emphasis, not quite pride but close to it, the pride of someone presenting something they know to be genuinely fine. “The view in the morning is — very good.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Grace said, and meant it.

The room was reached by a wide staircase with a carved banister and a runner of dark red carpet worn pleasantly thin at its centre. Room fourteen was at the end of a corridor that turned once, so that the noise of the stairwell faded before the door appeared, which Grace approved of. She had opinions about hotel corridors. The best ones were quiet and slightly irregular, with floors that did not creak unless you wanted them to.

The room itself was large by European hotel standards and furnished with the undemonstrative good taste that the best Bavarian hotels seemed to achieve without apparent effort: a bed with a headboard of carved pine and a duvet of substantial weight, a wardrobe with wooden hangers and real space inside it, a writing desk positioned at the window, a bedside table with a lamp of warm, amber-toned glass. On the desk, someone had placed a small wooden dish containing two squares of dark chocolate and a card that said, in both German and English, that she was welcome to contact the front desk at any hour.

Grace went to the desk and sat down and looked out the window.

The mountain was right there. It occupied the entire upper portion of the glass, its nearest ridge no more than two kilometres distant, rising steeply through dark forest before breaking clear into open snowfield and then continuing upward into the dim, cloud-edged heights where the Zugspitze summit sat somewhere invisible in the early dark. The lower slopes were still faintly lit — the diffuse, bluish afterglow of winter dusk that lasted longer in the mountains than in the valleys — and she could see the ski lifts as thin dark lines against the snow, and the runs as smooth white paths between the trees, and one or two last skiers descending toward the base in long, unhurried arcs.

She opened her notebook and wrote three words: Mountain. Immediate. Real.

Then she unpacked with methodical care, filling the wardrobe in the order she would need things — the heavier winter layers at the front, the lighter clothing toward the back, her walking boots on the wardrobe floor, her notebook bag on the writing desk where it would remind her, by its presence, of the reason she was here. She arranged her toiletries in the bathroom with the same deliberateness, finding the process of settling into a new room one of the quiet pleasures of her working life. Every hotel room was a fresh arrangement, a temporary domestic situation that she could configure exactly as she liked without the accumulated inertia of permanent habitation. She made her toothbrush and her face cream and her vitamin tablets into a small still life on the glass shelf above the sink and stood back and found them satisfactory.

She washed her face and changed into a clean jumper — dark navy, cashmere again, because she had reached the age at which she saw no reason to wear anything scratchy — and went downstairs for dinner.

The dining room was half full, which was exactly the right amount of full for a hotel dining room in Grace’s opinion — enough people to give the room life, not so many as to make it loud. She was seated at a table near the window, which looked out on the dark garden and the dark shapes of the spruce trees and, above them, the faintest luminescence of snow on the nearer slopes. She ordered the venison goulash and a glass of Riesling and ate slowly, with the genuine and uncomplicated pleasure of a person who has been travelling all day and is now still and warm and well-fed, which is one of the better states available to human beings.

She was awake before six, which was not unusual. Grace had never been a person who slept through the beginning of things, and she had learned to treat the habit as an asset rather than an inconvenience. She lay in the dark room for a few minutes, listening to the hotel’s particular silence — the deep, structural quiet of thick walls and heavy snow — and then rose and went to the window.

The mountain was not yet visible. The night was still fully present, the sky above the tree line entirely dark, and the slopes existed only as an absence of stars, a dark mass against the darker blue where the horizon should have been. But as she stood there in her dressing gown with her hands cupped around a mug of instant coffee she had made from the small tray on the wardrobe shelf, the darkness began, with extraordinary slowness and perfect indifference to any observer’s impatience, to alter.

It was not quite dawn when the change began. It was something earlier than dawn — a kind of atmospheric adjustment, a tilting of the balance between dark and not-dark that preceded actual light by a good quarter of an hour and was, in Grace’s view, the most honest part of the day. The sky over the eastern ridge lightened fractionally, from dense black to something the colour of old iron, and then, as the process gathered its quiet momentum, the snow on the nearest slopes became perceptible: first as texture, then as tone, then as colour — a pale, cold blue that was not quite grey and not quite white but something between the two that had no common name and probably did not need one.

The Zugspitze emerged from the dark by degrees. Its lower flanks appeared first, the forest-covered slopes resolving themselves from the general blackness into individual trees, their shapes recovering from the night like memories returning after sleep. Then the open snowfields above the tree line, vast and unmarked at this early hour, took on the blue-white tone of pre-dawn snow, which is a different thing from the brilliant white of midday snow — quieter, more provisional, as though the mountain were showing its character in private, before the day’s business began. And finally the upper ridgeline appeared against a sky that was now, slowly and unmistakably, becoming lighter, the high peaks catching the first faint warmth of light that had not yet reached the valleys and burning, for a few extraordinary minutes, the most improbable shade of rose-gold against the still-dark sky.

Grace stood at the window for a long time.

She had written about many sunrises. She had described the dawn over Angkor Wat and the first light on the Sahara and the slow appearance of the Matterhorn on a July morning from a terrace in Zermatt. She was wary of sunrises as a writing subject, wary of the temptation toward easy rapture that they invariably provoked, the reflexive reachings for language that was more spectacular than precise. The best writing about the natural world, she believed, was earned by duration and attention rather than by mere exposure. You had to look longer than was comfortable. You had to resist the first formulation that arrived, and the second, and sometimes the third, and wait for the one that was actually accurate rather than merely eloquent.

So she looked, and did not yet write.

After breakfast — good coffee and a soft-boiled egg and bread with two kinds of jam, eaten in the dining room while the light outside made its full commitment to the day — she wrapped herself in her coat and went out to walk. This was her standard procedure in a new place: the first proper walk, unhurried and without agenda, taken as close to arrival as possible, while everything was still genuinely strange. She carried the notebook and a pen and her phone, which she used occasionally for photographs when she needed to preserve something specific for later reference, though she distrusted photographs as primary instruments of travel writing, finding that they tended to replace looking rather than supplement it.

The town in the morning was busy in a purposeful, ski-focused way that Grace observed with the anthropological interest she brought to any self-organised human activity. The pavements were full of people in technical clothing — the bright, engineered fabrics of modern ski gear, which had advanced so far in the past twenty years as to constitute almost a separate aesthetic universe. She saw groups of young people in neon jackets consulting their phones for slope conditions, families with children in padded suits the colour of traffic signals, older couples in more subdued but equally purposeful attire moving toward the gondola stations with the ease of people who had done this many times before. There was a festive quality to the morning crowd that was specific to winter resorts and that Grace, as a non-participant, found entirely pleasant to move through: she was the still point in a current of directed energy, which was a comfortable position.

She walked south along the main street, where the shops were beginning to open, their windows displaying ski equipment and carved wooden souvenirs and the particular brand of alpine confectionery that involved a great deal of marzipan and dark chocolate and was better than it had any right to be. She stopped at a bakery and bought a small pastry filled with cream and some substance she could not immediately identify but which proved to be a tart apple compote of considerable quality, and ate it standing at the counter with a second coffee and felt extremely well disposed toward Bavaria in general.

The town itself repaid close attention. Garmisch-Partenkirchen was, she knew, actually two towns that had been merged under administrative pressure in 1935 in preparation for the Winter Olympics the following year, and something of that dual nature remained perceptible if one walked far enough and looked carefully enough. Garmisch, the larger and more resort-oriented of the two, had the broader pavements and the grander hotels and the more prominent commercial high street; Partenkirchen, a few streets east, was quieter and more residential and retained, in its painted facades and narrow lanes, something of the medieval market town it had once been. Grace walked between the two and found the seam between them — an almost imperceptible shift in scale and character, a change in the feeling of the street — and made a note of it, because the best travel writing was often found in exactly that kind of invisible boundary, the place where two versions of a thing quietly negotiated the terms of their coexistence.

She walked until the town gave way at its southern edge to open ground and the ski area proper, where the gondola terminals and the base stations of the various lifts created a different kind of architecture: functional and honest, all steel cables and concrete platforms and the compressed, purposeful crowd of people about to be carried vertically upward. She stood at the edge of this space for a while and looked up.

The slopes above were magnificent. There was no other word, or rather there were many other words but they all led back to this one. The snow was in superb condition — the chalk board at the hotel had been accurate — and the runs caught the morning sun at angles that made them gleam against the dark verticals of the surrounding forest. She watched skiers descend the nearest runs and felt the particular aesthetic pleasure of watching something done with great skill in a setting of great natural beauty, which was a pleasure she could access regardless of whether she could perform the activity herself, and often found purer for her detachment from it.

She took out the notebook and wrote for twenty minutes, standing at the edge of the base station, letting the morning move around her while she found the words for what she was seeing. The cold made her fingers stiff after a while, and she put the notebook away and thrust her hands into her coat pockets and simply stood, looking up at the mountain.

The Zugspitze summit was clear today, fully visible, the highest point in Germany rising to just under three thousand metres above sea level and regarding the valley below with what Grace could only describe as composed indifference — the particular equanimity of very old and very large things, which have no opinion of the small warm creatures that gather at their feet and find them beautiful. She looked at it for a long time, this old, enormous, indifferent mountain, and found herself thinking, with the slightly illogical certainty of a writer’s instinct, that something interesting was going to happen here.

She did not know what. She did not know when. She simply knew, with the quality of knowledge that has no argument to make for itself, only a fact to report, that the Zugspitze was not merely a backdrop.

It was a setting. And settings, in her experience, eventually produced their events.

She turned and walked back toward the hotel for lunch.
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Chapter 2 – A Perfect Ski Morning




She had not intended to ski.

This was the fact she returned to, later, when she tried to reconstruct the sequence of decisions that had led her to be standing at the top of a beginners’ run at half past nine on a Tuesday morning in December, wearing hired boots that fit reasonably well and holding two poles that she was already fairly certain she would use incorrectly. The intention had been to observe. To walk the perimeter of the ski area, to ride perhaps one of the gondolas to a mid-station for the view, to eat something warm and take notes and produce, in due course, a passage of travel writing that conveyed the atmosphere of a working ski resort from the perspective of an intelligent non-participant. This had been the plan. It had been a good plan.

The plan had not survived contact with Ingrid.

Ingrid was the hotel’s activities coordinator, a tall, cheerful woman in her late thirties with the particular physical confidence of someone who had grown up on skis and could not quite imagine why anyone would choose otherwise. She had appeared at Grace’s breakfast table on the second morning — Grace had been eating her soft-boiled egg and reading a pocket history of the Zugspitze she had found on the hotel’s small bookshelf — and had introduced herself with the directness of someone who considered excessive social preamble a waste of conditions.

“You have not yet been to the slopes,” Ingrid had said. It was not an accusation, precisely, but it had the structure of one.

“I’m not a skier,” Grace had said.

“No one is a skier before they ski,” Ingrid had replied, with the serenity of someone delivering a truth that required no further embellishment. “I have a group lesson this morning at nine. Beginners. The Hausbergbahn run. Very gentle. You should come.”

Grace had said no. Then she had said she would think about it. Then, somewhere between finishing the egg and starting the second coffee, she had said yes, which was, she reflected now, standing at the top of the slope with the cold air moving against her face and the valley spread out below in the particular clarity of a perfect alpine morning, either a moment of late-life flexibility or a temporary lapse in the otherwise sound judgement that had served her for six decades. She had not yet decided which.

The beginners’ run at the Hausbergbahn was, she had to concede, extremely beautiful. It curved down the mountain in a long, moderate arc, wide enough that even the most tentative skier had room to make mistakes without immediately threatening anyone else, and flanked on both sides by snow-laden pines whose branches formed a soft, white corridor that directed the eye down the slope and toward the valley below, where the town was visible as a collection of red and dark-brown rooftops against the white, and beyond it, on the far side of the valley, the opposing range of the Wetterstein massif rose in long, serrated ridges against a sky of such absolute, uncomplicated blue that it seemed almost editorial — the sky a good photographer would have ordered if they had been given the option.

There were six others in the group: two teenage boys from Stuttgart who were clearly not beginners and had been placed in the lesson by parents who considered supervised tuition preferable to unsupervised recklessness; a young Dutch couple who held hands between runs and made the whole enterprise seem romantic in a way Grace found both charming and faintly exhausting; a middle-aged man from Hamburg who had skied once before, twelve years ago, and carried the particular combination of residual muscle memory and current anxiety that this implied; and a small, serious Japanese woman named Keiko who had told Grace, while they were fitting their hired boots in the equipment room, that she had come to Garmisch specifically to learn to ski and intended to accomplish this goal with complete thoroughness before she left, which Grace had found entirely admirable.

Ingrid, at the front of the group, demonstrated the snowplough position with the patient clarity of someone who had done this many hundreds of times and found it no less important for the repetition. Grace watched carefully. The snowplough was, at its mechanical core, a simple thing: the tips of the skis angled inward, the tails spread apart, creating a wedge shape that generated friction against the snow and thereby controlled speed. Grace appreciated the logic of it. She was a person who trusted mechanical logic. It was the translation of the logic into physical action, on actual moving snow, on actual sloping ground, that introduced the variable she had not fully accounted for in the equipment room, which was that the ground was not flat and the snow was not still and the skis, once pointing downhill, had opinions of their own.

“Ready?” Ingrid said, looking back at the group with the calm assurance of someone for whom no answer to this question had ever been genuinely alarming.

Grace pushed off.

The first few metres were, if she was honest, very nearly disastrous. The skis gathered speed with a willingness she had not anticipated, and her instinctive response — to lean back, away from the direction of travel — was precisely the wrong one, as Ingrid had specifically warned her it would be, and which she had understood intellectually and then forgotten completely the moment the slope made its intentions clear. She wobbled badly, the poles flailing at angles that served no aerodynamic or mechanical purpose whatsoever, and for two or three seconds she was quite certain she was about to sit down very hard in the snow, which was exactly what she had told herself she would not do.

She did not sit down. She recovered — clumsily, with no grace whatsoever, in a manner that would not have impressed any observer — by the simple expedient of bending her knees more deeply than she had been doing and pressing her weight forward onto the front of the boots, which was what Ingrid had told her to do and which, applied with sufficient desperation, actually worked. The skis responded. The snowplough held. She slowed, and then she was moving at a speed that felt manageable rather than merely terrifying, and then — gradually, over the next thirty metres or so — something shifted in her understanding of the activity.

It was not grace, still. It was not anything that would have been recognisable to a competent skier as technique. But it was motion. Controlled motion, on snow, down a mountain, in the thin bright air of a Bavarian December morning, with the valley below and the sky above and the smell of pine and cold and her own exertion in her nostrils and the particular sound of skis on packed snow — a dry, compressed scrape that was specific to this activity and no other — filling the air around her. She made it to the bottom of the first run without falling.

Ingrid was waiting there, and said “Good,” which from Ingrid, Grace had already established, was the equivalent of considerable enthusiasm.

They went up on the button lift and came down again, and this time Grace fell — a slow, sideways topple about halfway down that deposited her onto her left hip in the snow with more surprise than pain — and got up and continued, which was, she gathered, the essential skill. The falling was not the problem. The getting up, with skis on, on a slope, was a more interesting mechanical challenge, requiring a particular arrangement of poles and body weight that she worked out eventually through a combination of Ingrid’s shouted instruction and her own trial and error and a certain stubbornness that she recognised as characteristic and found, in this context, useful.

By the fourth run she was not skiing well, but she was skiing. She was going down the mountain under her own control, making the turns when she chose to make them, stopping when she chose to stop, and experiencing, for the first time, the sensation she had heard other people attempt to describe and had privately suspected of exaggeration: the sensation of speed and cold air and the mountain’s gradient working with and against her in equal measure, a negotiation conducted entirely in the body, without language, without thought, in a register of pure physical attention that was, she admitted to herself at the bottom of the fourth run with her chest heaving slightly and her cheeks burning in the cold, extraordinarily good.

She stood at the base of the slope and looked back up at the run and felt the specific satisfaction of having done something she had not known she could do.

“Again?” said Ingrid.

“Again,” said Grace.

By the third hour she had graduated, in Ingrid’s assessment, from the absolute beginner to the merely tentative, which was sufficient progress that Ingrid felt comfortable leaving the group to practice independently on the lower section of the Hausberg run while she attended to an administrative matter at the lift station. The two Stuttgart teenagers had long since defected to a more challenging slope, and the Dutch couple had drifted off together in the direction of the gondola, and so Grace found herself on the run with Keiko and the Hamburg man, whose name was Werner and who had turned out to be extremely good company in the way that middle-aged Germans who had decided to be cheerful often were — with a thoroughness and sincerity that made the cheerfulness entirely convincing.

They made several more runs together, and Grace found her attention beginning to divide between the immediate business of staying upright and the wider visual field of the slope around her, which was her natural state: the part of her that was always, at some level, watching and noting. The mountain was busy now, the morning having reached its peak hours, and the runs above the beginners’ section were full of skiers in continuous motion, the faster ones making long, confident arcs while the more cautious picked their way in shorter turns, and the whole scene had the quality of a very large piece of improvised choreography, everyone moving in the same general direction while each following their own particular line.

It was in the course of this widening attention that she first noticed something that snagged at the edge of her awareness without immediately declaring itself as significant.

On the run parallel to the beginners’ slope, separated from it by a line of orange safety netting and a narrow band of ungroomed snow, there were two skiers who had stopped. This was not, in itself, unusual. Skiers stopped frequently — to rest, to adjust equipment, to wait for companions, to look at the view. But these two had stopped in a way that struck Grace, even at a distance, as purposeful rather than casual. They were standing close together, close enough that their skis overlapped slightly, and they were not looking at the view. They were looking at each other, and the quality of their conversation — which Grace could not hear at this distance but could read, in the way she had always been able to read, in the angle of the bodies and the stillness of the hands — was not the loose, companionable conversation of friends catching their breath. It was tense. Contained. The kind of conversation in which both parties were very aware of being in a public space and were calibrating their behaviour accordingly.

One of them was a man of perhaps forty-five, in a dark blue ski jacket with no visible branding and a helmet of the same dark colour, which combined to produce an effect that was not quite anonymous but was certainly unremarkable, the visual equivalent of a neutral tone. The other was shorter and broader, in a red jacket and black trousers, the hood of a thin thermal layer visible at the collar. Grace could not make out faces at this distance — they were both wearing helmets and goggles — but she could see that the man in blue was doing most of the talking and that the man in red was receiving what was being said with the stillness of someone exercising considerable self-control.

After perhaps a minute, the man in red nodded — once, precisely, without looking down or away, the nod of someone confirming a fact rather than agreeing to a proposal — and pushed off down the slope without looking back. The man in blue watched him go for a moment, then took a phone from the pocket of his jacket, looked at it briefly, replaced it, and followed, on a different line and at a distance that was neither close enough to suggest they were together nor far enough to suggest that they were not.

Grace watched them until the slope’s curve took them out of sight.

It meant nothing. She was fully aware that it meant nothing. Two skiers having an intense conversation on a slope was not, in the general run of human experience, an event of any particular significance. Intense conversations happened everywhere, including mountains. She had had intense conversations in considerably more improbable locations. She turned her attention back to the slope ahead of her and completed the run without incident.

But she noted it. That was simply what she did. She noted things, filed them in the part of her mind that collected observations the way a naturalist collects specimens — without immediate interpretation, in the understanding that significance, if it existed, would eventually declare itself. Most specimens turned out to be unremarkable. The interesting ones were worth having kept.

At the base of the run, she stopped beside Werner, who was adjusting his boot buckles with the expression of a man engaged in a minor but irritating battle.

“Did you see those two skiers on the parallel run?” she said. “The ones who stopped about halfway down.”

Werner looked up. “I did not notice. Why?”

“No reason,” Grace said. “Just watching.”

Werner returned to his boot buckle. “This is what you do, yes? You watch. Ingrid said you are a travel writer.”

“I am.”

“Then everything is material,” Werner said, with the satisfied air of someone who had just correctly summarised a situation. “Even two men on a ski slope.”

“Even that,” Grace agreed.

She turned to look back up the mountain, and something caught her eye a hundred metres up the slope — not the two men, who were long gone, but something else entirely. A dark shape, partly obscured by a shallow ridge of wind-blown snow at the edge of the groomed run, where the prepared piste met the ungroomed margin. It was the wrong shape to be natural — too rectangular, too definite — and it had the look of something that had been dropped rather than placed.

She looked at it for a moment, then looked away, then looked back.

It was still there.

She climbed back up the slope on foot, which was not easy in ski boots and was considerably less dignified than she would have preferred, the boots being designed for an entirely different relationship with gravity than the one required by uphill walking. She took the skis off and carried them under one arm, which Ingrid had shown her was the correct way, and made her way up the edge of the groomed run through the ankle-deep unpacked snow at its margin, which pulled at her boots with each step and twice nearly caused her to lose her balance entirely.

Werner watched her go with an expression of mild curiosity. “What is it?”

“Something on the slope,” she said. “I won’t be a moment.”

The something resolved itself, as she approached, from an undifferentiated dark shape into a specific object: a wallet, black leather, lying at an angle in the snow where it had evidently come to rest after being dropped — or thrown, though that seemed less likely — from the groomed run above. It had been there long enough to acquire a partial covering of snow on its upper surface, a thin rime of crystals that suggested it had lain there through at least one overnight temperature drop or perhaps through this morning’s early grooming run, when the piste machines had passed in the pre-dawn dark and stirred the surface snow into the fine, packed consistency it currently bore. The wallet was not completely buried. Its lower half was clear of snow, and a dark corner protruded from the white at a slight angle, which was what had caught the light in the particular way that had drawn her eye from the bottom of the run.

Grace stood over it for a moment without touching it.

It was a man’s wallet — she could tell this from its size and from the style, which was a simple bifold in plain black leather, no visible branding, no decorative stitching, nothing that indicated origin or cost beyond a certain generic solidity of construction. The kind of wallet that could have been purchased in any of a dozen countries. The kind of wallet that was chosen precisely because it suggested nothing about its owner except that the owner required somewhere to carry cards and money and was not interested in making any statement in the process of doing so.

She looked around. The run above was busy, skiers descending in a continuous stream twenty or thirty metres to her left on the main groomed surface. Nobody was looking her way. Nobody appeared to have noticed her, or the wallet, or to be approaching from either direction along the margin of the slope where she was standing.

She crouched down — carefully, because crouching in ski boots on a slope was its own minor engineering problem — and looked at the wallet more closely without yet touching it. The leather was good quality despite its anonymous character, she could see that now: there was a suppleness to it that cheap leather did not have, a way it had settled into the snow rather than stiffened against it. The snow on its upper surface was undisturbed, which meant no one had touched it recently. The surrounding area showed no signs of a fall or a struggle — the snow was continuous and unbroken except for the slight depression the wallet had made on impact.

She picked it up.

It was heavier than an empty wallet would be. That was the first thing. She turned it over in her gloved hands and felt the weight of it — not coins, which moved, but the solid, distributed weight of cards and folded paper, which did not. Whatever was in it was substantial. The wallet had not been emptied before being lost, which either meant it had been dropped accidentally — a pocket improperly closed, a moment’s carelessness — or it had been disposed of in a hurry, which was a different thing entirely and implied a different set of circumstances.

She opened it.

The first thing she saw was money. A sheaf of euro notes, folded lengthwise, which she did not count but which appeared to be a significant sum — several hundred euros at minimum, possibly more, the outer note a fifty. Beneath the money, in the card slots, there were several cards: a German bank card, its chip surface barely worn; what appeared to be a transit card of some kind; a business card that she glanced at but could not read without her glasses, which were in her jacket pocket; and one more card, the last in the series of slots, which was different from the others.

She took this last card out carefully, between two gloved fingers.

It was not a bank card and not a business card. It was a security pass of some kind — she could see that much from its format, the specific layout of laminated card with a photograph and a series of printed identifiers, the kind of card that opened doors and proved affiliation. The photograph showed a man — she thought it was a man, though the image was small and the light was not ideal — with a sharp, narrow face and pale eyes. The text was in German and in what she believed was Arabic, though she could not be certain, and there was a printed logo in the corner that she did not immediately recognise: a stylised design, compact and geometric, that gave nothing away about the organisation it represented.

She held the card for a moment longer than was necessary.

Then she replaced it carefully in the wallet, closed the wallet, and stood up, brushing the snow from the knees of her ski trousers.

Werner had come up the slope behind her — she had not heard him approach over the sounds of the mountain — and was standing three metres away, looking at the wallet in her hand with the expression of someone who has arrived at a situation and is not yet sure what kind it is.

“A wallet,” he said.

“A wallet,” she confirmed.

“You should turn it in,” Werner said. “The lift station has a lost property office. Or the ski school hut at the bottom.”

“Yes,” Grace said. “I think the ski school hut.”

She looked down at the wallet in her hand, then back up the slope, in the direction the two men had gone. They were long since gone, lost in the continuous movement of the mountain. She could not have said, if asked, whether she believed the wallet was connected to them. She had no reason to believe it. She had the observation, and she had the wallet, and she had the small, precise weight of the security pass inside it pressing against her palm through the leather.

“Shall we go down?” Werner said.

“Yes,” Grace said. “Let’s go down.”

She carried the wallet in her left hand, closed, all the way to the base of the slope. She did not put it in her pocket. She was not sure why. Some instinct — the same instinct that made her keep a separate backup of every notebook she had ever filled, the instinct of someone who understood that objects, once lost again, were lost for good — kept it in her hand, in contact, where she could feel its weight and know it was there.

At the ski school hut at the bottom of the Hausberg run, she pushed open the wooden door and stepped inside, into warmth and the smell of coffee and damp wool and the particular atmosphere of a working ski school between sessions — equipment stacked against walls, a whiteboard with the day’s lesson schedule, two instructors in conversation at a small table who looked up when she entered.

She held out the wallet.

“I found this on the slope,” she said, in careful German. “On the margin of the beginner run. About a hundred metres up from the base.”

The nearer of the two instructors — young, with a cropped blonde beard and the outdoor complexion of someone who spent most of his working life at altitude — rose from his chair and crossed to her and took the wallet with the routine competence of someone who dealt with found property regularly. He opened it, glanced inside. The routine look of a person checking for identification.

The look did not remain routine.

Grace watched his face change. It was a small change — contained, controlled — but unmistakable to anyone paying attention, and she was always paying attention. The colour left his face in a way that had nothing to do with the cold, and his hand, holding the wallet, became very still, and his eyes moved from the interior of the wallet to Grace’s face and then to the other instructor and then back to the wallet, and he closed it very carefully, as though the act of closing it might undo having opened it.

He said something in rapid Bavarian dialect to the other instructor, who stood immediately.

“Please,” the blonde instructor said to Grace, in English now, precisely and quietly. “Please wait here.”

He went to the wall-mounted telephone and lifted the receiver.

Grace sat down on the nearest bench, her ski boots making a hollow sound against the wooden floor, and waited, and watched, and understood that the morning had just become a great deal more interesting than she had planned for.
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Chapter 3 – The Lost Wallet



The bench in the ski school hut was narrow and hard and made of pine that had been worn smooth by decades of ski boots and padded trousers, and Grace sat on it with the particular stillness she adopted in situations that required patience — a stillness that was not passive but attentive, the stillness of someone who understood that watching carefully was itself a form of action. The two instructors were at the far end of the hut now, the blonde one speaking quietly into the telephone with his back partly turned and his free hand pressed flat against the wall beside the receiver, the way people pressed against surfaces when they needed something solid. The other instructor — darker, older, with the weathered look of a man who had spent thirty winters on this mountain — was standing near the equipment rack and doing nothing with great deliberateness, the doing-nothing of someone who has been told to stay calm and is applying themselves to the task.

Grace looked at the wallet in her lap.

She had placed it there when she sat down, without thinking about it particularly, and now it lay against her thigh with its familiar weight — heavier than it should have been, heavier than the money and the cards fully explained, or so it seemed to her, which was possibly a projection and possibly not. She had learned, over the course of a long career that had taken her into a great many situations and a respectable number of genuinely strange ones, to take seriously the physical intuitions that arrived before the analytical mind had caught up. The analytical mind was useful. It was also slower, and sometimes it talked you out of things you should have stayed talked into.

She picked the wallet up and turned it over once, then set it down again. The blonde instructor was still on the telephone. His posture had not changed. Whatever he was saying, or being told, was taking time.

She looked around the hut with the automatic survey she applied to any interior she found herself in for longer than a few minutes. The ski school hut was functional and unpretentious in the way of working spaces that had been arranged for utility rather than impression: the whiteboard with the lesson schedule she had already noted; a row of cubbyholes along one wall containing an assortment of thin gloves and spare goggles and a first aid kit in a red case with a white cross; a small electric kettle on a shelf beside a row of mismatched mugs; a framed photograph of the Zugspitze summit in summer, the rock dark and bare above the snowline, a group of climbers visible as small figures on the ridge. On the table where the two instructors had been sitting, a half-eaten apple and two coffee cups. The apple had been set down without being finished, which suggested the conversation on the telephone had begun with some urgency.

She looked back at the wallet.

The responsible thing — the thing she had already decided to do before any of the current situation had developed, before the instructor’s face had changed, before the telephone call — was to leave the wallet here and go. She had found it, she had brought it in, she had discharged whatever informal civic obligation the finding of a lost object created. Whatever the wallet contained, whatever its significance, it was now in the hands of the appropriate people, and her involvement was complete.

This was the reasonable position.

She was aware, turning the wallet over again with her fingers, that she was not entirely committed to it.

The security pass was the thing. She had looked at it for perhaps four seconds before replacing it, which was not long enough to have formed any reliable impression of its contents, but was long enough for certain things to have registered in the part of her mind that processed visual information quickly and stored it without being asked to. The photograph: a man, narrow-faced, pale-eyed, the eyes looking directly at the camera with the neutral expression that official photographs required and that some faces wore more naturally than others. The text: German and what she had thought was Arabic, though she was not certain enough of Arabic script to be confident in the identification. The logo: geometric, compact, giving nothing away.

She was a travel writer, not an intelligence analyst, and she was fully aware of the distinction. But she was also a person who had spent thirty years moving through the world with her eyes open, and she had been in enough places and encountered enough varieties of human situation to have developed, if not expertise, then at least a functional literacy in the difference between the ordinary and the not-ordinary. The security pass was not ordinary. Its combination with the cash — the quantity of cash, for a wallet that might be lost on a ski slope — was not ordinary. And the instructor’s face, when he had opened the wallet, had confirmed, with the reliability of an involuntary response, that whatever Grace had half-suspected in the margin of the ski run was not simply the product of an overactive imagination.

She took her reading glasses from the inside pocket of her jacket.

She put them on.

She opened the wallet.

She did this carefully and without particular haste, as though she were consulting a reference book in a library rather than examining evidence in a situation that was becoming, with each passing minute, more officially managed. The blonde instructor was still on the phone. The older one was looking at the floor. Neither of them was looking at her.

The money was as she had noted: a sheaf of euro notes, folded once, the outer note a fifty. She did not remove the money. She angled the wallet so that the light from the hut’s single overhead fixture fell across the notes and counted what she could see without disturbing them. She could make out four fifties, and beneath those the edge of what appeared to be a larger denomination — a hundred, possibly two. Conservative estimate: four hundred euros. Possibly considerably more. A quantity of cash that one might carry for a specific purpose rather than as a general travelling reserve. Not so large as to be extraordinary in isolation, but combined with everything else, pointed.

She looked at the bank card next. Standard German bank, the name on the card not visible at the angle she held it. She tilted it slightly. The name was — she adjusted the angle again, the glasses helping but the light not ideal — a name she could not fully make out, the embossed lettering picking up the overhead light inconsistently. She could see the first letter was either K or R, and the surname was longer, seven or eight characters. She noted this without being able to note more.

The transit card was unremarkable. She moved past it.

The business card was her own: one she had placed in the wallet herself, without thinking, when she had first found it on the slope and opened it to look for identification — a reflex, the card going in from her jacket pocket before she had consciously decided to do it, which she now realised had been either very foolish or very useful, and which made the wallet, in a narrow technical sense, partly hers for the duration of her examination of it.

She had not, in fact, placed her own card in the wallet. She realised this a moment after thinking it. She had no card in the wallet. The business card she was now looking at was not hers.

She took it out.

It was a plain white card, the kind printed on heavy stock with a single ink colour, which in this case was a dark charcoal rather than black. On one side, in small, clean type: a mobile telephone number, German format, beginning with the prefix for a prepaid or unlisted line. Nothing else. No name, no company, no address. On the reverse, in handwriting that was small and even and suggested someone accustomed to writing concisely in limited space, a single word in English: Thursday.

Grace looked at this for a moment.

Thursday was three days away.

She replaced the card precisely as she had found it and moved to the security pass.

With the reading glasses on, in the overhead light, the pass was considerably more legible than it had been on the slope. The photograph was clearer: the man was perhaps fifty, with the kind of face that arranged itself naturally into an expression of assessement — not unfriendly, not hostile, but evaluating, as though every interaction were a situation to be read before being entered. The pale eyes she had registered were a light grey-green, and they looked at the camera with a steadiness that she found, even in a passport-sized image, slightly uncomfortable, in the way that very still water is slightly uncomfortable because you cannot tell how deep it is.

The text beside the photograph was in two languages. The German she could read: a name — Farouk Khalid — and beneath it a designation she did not recognise, a compound word in German bureaucratic style that involved the words Sicherheit and Koordination, which translated roughly to security and coordination, which was the kind of designation that could mean a great many things and by its vagueness effectively communicated that it was designed to mean nothing to anyone without prior knowledge of the issuing organisation. The second language was not Arabic, she saw now with the glasses on. It was Farsi. She could not read Farsi, but she had seen it enough times, in Iran and in the expatriate communities of several European cities she had passed through, to recognise its particular script.

The logo in the corner was clearer now as well. She studied it. A stylised design, yes — but not entirely generic. It had a specific quality, a specific arrangement of elements, that suggested it had been carefully constructed to be recognisable to those who knew it and uninformative to those who did not. She looked at it for ten seconds, committing it to the part of her memory she used for visual details, then replaced the pass in the wallet and closed it.

She took off her reading glasses and put them back in her pocket.

The blonde instructor was off the telephone. He was standing with his back to the wall and looking at her with the expression of someone who had received instructions and was now implementing them.

“The police are coming,” he said. His English was good — accented but precise, the precision of someone who had learned the language properly rather than incidentally. “They ask that you please wait.”

“Of course,” Grace said.

She set the wallet on the bench beside her, which placed it technically outside her immediate possession and within the general space of the hut, which was a small distinction but one she felt was worth making. The older instructor had moved to the kettle and was filling it from a water bottle with the focused attention of someone who needed to be doing something with his hands.

“Would you like coffee?” he said, without turning around.

“Very much,” Grace said.

The coffee, when it came, was from a jar of instant — not the extraordinary coffee of the hotel breakfast, but hot and strong and welcome in the way that hot things are welcome when one has been standing in the cold for an extended period. Grace held the mug in both hands and looked at the framed photograph of the Zugspitze and thought about what she had seen in the wallet with the considered, methodical attention she brought to the assembly of any complex piece of information.

The name on the security pass: Farouk Khalid.

She did not know this name. She was reasonably confident she had not encountered it before, which was not particularly significant — there were a great many names in the world she had not encountered, and the absence of recognition was not itself informative. But the security pass, the Farsi text, the German security designation, the quantity of cash, the business card with its single day and its single phone number — individually, each of these things could be explained without difficulty. A security professional losing his wallet on a ski slope was not, as an event, remarkable. Security professionals skied. They lost things. The cash could be a personal preference. The untraceable phone number could be a work contact. The day written on the card could refer to any number of arrangements.

But Grace had spent a professional lifetime writing about the world as it actually was rather than as it might theoretically be, and the world as it actually was had taught her that the correct response to a collection of individually explicable things that nonetheless produced an inexplicable aggregate was not to resolve the aggregate by explaining the parts. It was to look at the aggregate and take it seriously as a thing in its own right.

She thought about the two men she had seen on the parallel run. The one in dark blue and the one in red, stopped in the margin of the groomed piste in their contained, purposeful conversation. She had no reason to connect them to the wallet. The slope had been full of people. The margin where she had found the wallet was not in their direct line of descent. There was no evidence of a connection — no thread she could point to and say: here, this is the link.

And yet.

She had been a writer long enough to know the difference between a mind that was manufacturing significance from coincidence — which was a tendency she was vigilant against in herself — and a mind that was recognising a pattern that genuinely existed. The two felt different. The manufactured significance had a quality of eagerness to it, a reaching quality, the sensation of wanting something to be true and arranging the available evidence to support the wanting. The genuine recognition was quieter and less comfortable and did not feel like discovery so much as obligation — the obligation to acknowledge something that had already announced itself and was simply waiting for you to stop pretending otherwise.

She looked at the wallet on the bench.

Nothing about it, on the surface, appeared suspicious. This was, she had decided in the few minutes available to her before the police arrived, the position she intended to maintain. She had found a wallet on a ski slope. She had brought it in. She had looked inside it, as any person finding a wallet might reasonably do, for identification purposes. She had found a security pass belonging to a man named Farouk Khalid and a quantity of cash and some cards and a business card with a phone number and a day of the week written on it. She had noted these things. She had formed no conclusions. She was a British travel writer on assignment in Garmisch-Partenkirchen, writing a winter feature for a London quarterly. She had been taking a ski lesson. She had found a wallet. That was the complete and accurate account of the situation.

The fact that she had committed the security pass logo and the name and the phone number and the word Thursday to memory was a private matter and would remain so unless someone specifically asked her what she had seen inside the wallet, at which point she would tell the truth, because she was not a person who lied to police and did not intend to begin now. But there was a meaningful difference between lying and volunteering, and she had always believed in that difference.

She drank her coffee.

The older instructor had made one for himself and was sitting at the table again, the half-eaten apple pushed to one side, and he looked at Grace with the expression of someone who had decided she was probably harmless but was reserving final judgement.

“You found it on the slope?” he said.

“On the margin of the beginner run,” Grace said. “About a hundred metres up from the base. On the right side, where the groomed surface meets the ungroomed snow.”

He nodded slowly. “How did you see it? The light is not always good there.”

“The light caught it,” Grace said. “The dark leather against the white. I have good peripheral vision.” She paused. “And I was looking around, which is what I do. I’m a writer. I look at things.”

He seemed to find this a satisfactory explanation and returned to his coffee. The blonde instructor had gone outside — she had heard the door open and close while she was thinking — and was presumably watching for the police.

The hut was quiet now except for the sounds that came through its walls: the mechanical hum of the lift cables, the occasional shush of skis on the nearby slope, the distant voice of someone calling to someone else in German, the words blurred by distance into pure tone. The mountain going about its morning with complete indifference to what was happening inside this small wooden building at its foot.

Grace looked at the wallet. The wallet looked, as wallets do, like nothing at all.

The decision to turn the wallet in had, strictly speaking, been made before she had opened it the second time with her reading glasses. She was clear about this in her own mind and wanted to remain clear about it, because the sequence of events mattered to her in a way that was less about external accountability than internal honesty. She had not opened the wallet and then decided to turn it in. She had decided to turn it in and then, in the interval between that decision and its execution, examined what she had found with more care than was strictly necessary. The decision preceded the examination. The examination did not alter the decision. These were the facts as she understood them, and she was, within the privacy of her own reasoning, satisfied with them.

The police arrived eleven minutes after the phone call. She had counted, not from anxiety but from habit, the same habit that made her note the width of streets and the height of ceilings and the number of steps between floors — the habit of a person for whom the world was perpetually material, perpetually being converted, at some background level of consciousness, into the raw substance of prose.

There were two of them, which was more than she had expected for a report of a found wallet and suggested that the ski school had communicated something more specific than a simple lost property notification. They were in uniform — the Bavarian state police blue, efficient and functional, with the particular authority that uniforms in this part of Germany carried without needing to assert. The first was a woman in her thirties, compact and quick-eyed, with the alert bearing of someone who processed information rapidly. The second was a man of fifty or so, broader, with a deliberate quality to his movement that Grace associated with long experience — the movement of someone who had been in enough situations to have learned that urgency and haste were not the same thing.

They came in and took in the room — the two instructors, Grace, the wallet






































OEBPS/4b372f50e61eb87fd43b8b459943cc6620ec254c_smallRaw.jpg
A GRACE WHITMORE MYSTERY
Po—















