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​The Slope That Held

The alarm didn't wake Greta. She was already up.

She had been standing at the window for twenty minutes, watching the dark bleed out of the sky above Kettle Pass, the ridgeline going from black to grey to the kind of cold blue that meant the day was serious. This was her favorite part. Before anyone needed anything. Before the radio crackled and the crew needed direction and the mountain needed reading. This was hers.

She pulled on her base layer in the dark, not wanting to wake Tobin. He slept the way he always slept, deep and still, one arm thrown across her side of the bed like a habit his body hadn't caught up to yet. She looked at him for a moment. Just a moment. Then she finished dressing and walked out into the cold.

By the time Greta reached the staging area, Ren was already there, blowing into his hands and looking personally offended by the temperature. He was twenty-six, built like someone had stacked two refrigerators and given them opinions, and he had been Greta's second on the crew for three seasons. He trusted her the way you trust a person who has never once been wrong about something that mattered.

"Morning, boss," Ren said, his breath coming out in a cloud. "You look cheerful."

"I'm always cheerful." Greta pulled the charge kit from the truck without looking at him. "You look cold."

"It's four degrees. I am cold. How are you not cold?"

"Experience." She handed him the radio and nodded toward the ridge. "Let's go."

The rookie, a kid named Paulsen, was waiting at the base of the climb with the kind of wide-eyed alertness that meant he'd either had too much coffee or hadn't slept at all. Greta looked at him for exactly one second. She knew the type. Eager, careful, still a little terrified that he would make a mistake in front of her. That was fine. Fear kept people paying attention.

"Paulsen," she said. "Today you watch. You don't touch anything, you don't recommend anything, you ask questions after. Understood?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"Don't call me ma'am."

"Yes, Greta."

That was better.

The climb up the ridge took forty minutes in the dark, headlamps cutting narrow paths through the predawn black. The snow was firm underfoot, compacted and trustworthy, the kind of surface that felt safe. Greta knew better than to trust surfaces. She kept her eyes moving, reading the terrain with the kind of attention most people reserved for things they loved. She did love this. That was the truth of it. She loved the mountain the way other people loved music or water. It had language she could read. It made sense in a way that very few things did.

At the crown of the ridge, with the valley still sleeping three hundred meters below and the first pale light cracking the eastern ridge, Greta knelt and began working. Her hands moved quickly, no hesitation, every step of the charge setup done from a place of deep muscle memory. Ren handled the detonator line. Paulsen watched.

"Can I ask something?" Paulsen said, after a few minutes.

"You can," Greta said, not looking up.

"The slope looks stable. From down there it looked fine. How do you know it isn't?"

Greta paused. Not because the question annoyed her, but because it was the right question and it deserved a real answer. She sat back on her heels and looked down at the run they were about to clear. The snow lay smooth and undisturbed, a white sheet, flawless from above. A beautiful lie.

"The weak layer," she said. "It's always the one you can't see." She pointed toward the mid-slope where the pitch steepened. "It's been sitting there all winter. Quiet. Waiting. Every snowfall loads it a little more, and from the surface everything looks held together." She looked at Paulsen. "But underneath, the structure's failing. It's been failing since the first hard freeze. One more thing lands on top, and that's it. The whole thing goes."

Paulsen nodded slowly, chewing on that.

"How do you find it?" he asked. "If you can't see it?"

Greta looked back at the slope. "You dig for it. On purpose. You go looking because if you wait for it to show you, it'll show you by coming down on someone's head."

She went back to the charge.

Ren caught Paulsen's eye and gave a small shake of his head that meant, very clearly: don't push it. Paulsen went back to watching.

When the setup was done, the three of them retreated to the safe line, and Greta keyed the detonator. The charge went with a sound like a door slamming at the end of a very long hallway. Then the slope moved. A clean, controlled fracture line opened across the crown, and the snow released the way it was supposed to, fast and total, the whole slab dropping into the run below with a sound like low thunder.

Greta watched it settle. She always watched it settle.

"Clean break," Ren said.

"Clean break," she agreed.

"You ever miss a call?" Ren asked it casually, the way he asked everything, but she knew him well enough to know he was watching for her answer.

Greta kept her eyes on the cleared slope. The snow sat quiet now, honest now, no hidden pressure left in it. "Once," she said. "I'm still paying for that one."

Ren didn't ask what she meant. He had learned not to push at the things she said in that particular tone. The three of them packed the kit in silence, and the morning opened fully around them, pale and cold and indifferent, the way the mountain always was.

Greta didn't explain the once. She never did. Some things you carry not because you want to but because they're yours, because they attached themselves to you in a moment of real terrible weight and they have not let go since. She had gotten very good at carrying things. The weight had become familiar. She sometimes forgot it wasn't normal.

The radio crackled on the way down. Route two, a secondary slope off the north face, was showing instability. They redirected and worked through the morning. By the time the crew broke for water and a little warmth, the light was full and gold and the pass below was starting to stir, vehicles moving through on the newly cleared road, the valley waking up and trusting the forecasters to have made it safe.

Paulsen came up beside Greta while she was checking the morning's reports, standing close enough to ask a question but far enough to be polite about it. "How long does it take?" he asked. "Before you stop being nervous up here?"

"You don't stop being nervous," Greta said. "You just get better at being useful while you're nervous."

He thought about that. Nodded like she'd handed him something he'd think about for a long time.

Ren laughed softly from behind them. "She means it. Day one I thought she was the calmest person I'd ever seen. Took me two seasons to figure out she's just the best at not showing it."

"I'm standing right here," Greta said.

"I know," Ren said cheerfully. "That's why I said it."

She was almost smiling by the time the radio called them back. Almost. It was a good morning. The kind of morning that reminded her why she chose this work, why she chose this cold, this ridge, this particular life up above the treeline where the world simplified down to the language of snow and physics and honest danger. No ambiguity up here. No reading between the lines. The mountain told the truth or it killed you.

She preferred that to most alternatives.

On the drive back down toward the crew station, Greta let herself feel it for a moment, the good solid weight of a morning done right. The radio on the dash, the tire chains biting the packed snow, the smell of cold air coming through the vents. She felt fully herself at times like this. Competent and necessary and awake.

She did not know, driving back down the mountain on that clean morning, that the last ordinary day she had was already behind her.

The house was quiet when Greta got home.

Tobin's truck was in the drive. Dinner was on the counter, covered, still warm enough that he must have heard her on the gravel and turned the stove off. He did things like that. Small domestic things that had always said, in the language they'd built over twelve years, that she mattered. She lifted the cover, looked at what he'd made, and set it aside. She wasn't hungry.

She showered. Changed. Sat in the low chair by the bedroom window for a while, reading field notes from the north face run, marking corrections in the margin. Tobin slept. She could hear his breathing, slow and regular, from the bed. The room was dark except for the reading lamp, and the window held the last of the evening's blue.

By eleven she turned off the lamp and got into bed beside him.

She lay still for a while. The familiar weight of him beside her, the warmth that radiated from his side of the bed. She had been cold all day, and his warmth was right there. She was aware of the few inches of mattress between them the way you're aware of a sound you can't quite place. Present. Slightly wrong.

She turned onto her side. Closed her eyes.

Sleep didn't come.

Around one in the morning, his phone lit the ceiling.

It was a faint blue-white rectangle, thrown up by the screen on his nightstand, and in a completely dark room it was loud, visually. Greta blinked. The phone buzzed once, the notification settling, and Tobin didn't stir. He was too deep. He slept like a man with a clear conscience and that thought moved through Greta's mind and then she let it go, because she had never had reason to hold onto it.

She reached across to silence the screen.

Her fingers found the phone. She turned the screen face down. Then she didn't let go.

She wasn't thinking when she flipped it back. She wasn't suspicious, not exactly. She was tired and the light had woken her and she was going to put it to sleep. That was all. That was all it was until the screen showed her a name.

Ines.

A message notification. From a thread.

Greta's brain registered it the way the brain registers the first fracture line in a slope: very fast, very quiet, followed immediately by the understanding that what comes next is going to be large. She didn't breathe. She looked at the name. She looked at the timestamp on the message. Old. Two winters old. A saved thread, not a new one. Old enough that she might have looked at this phone a hundred times in two years and not seen it.

She tapped it open.

The thread loaded slowly, the way old things do. Greta read the most recent message first, habit, the same way she read field reports. Then she read back. Then she kept reading. The bedroom was completely silent except for Tobin's breathing and the quiet thud of her own pulse climbing into her ears.

The messages were not what she expected.

There were no photographs. No propositions. No language that would look obvious on a screen and make this easy. What there was, instead, was two winters of Tobin's inner life, poured into a thread with another woman's name at the top, a thread Greta had never known existed.

His real thoughts about the accident. His grief, raw and unmanaged, the kind she had never seen on his face. His fear that he was failing as a husband. His terror that Greta's strength was actually a wall and he could not get through it. His relief, repeatedly mentioned, that he could say things to Ines that he couldn't say at home.

She stopped on one message.

She read it twice.

"I can't say this to Greta. I can only say it to you. Some nights I lie next to her and I feel like I'm lying next to the accident."

The phone was cold in her hand. Her hands were cold. Everything was cold very suddenly, the kind of cold that has nothing to do with temperature. It starts in the middle of the chest and moves outward. Greta recognized it from exactly one other moment in her life, which she did not let herself think about.

She got up.

She didn't decide to get up. Her body just refused to stay in that bed with that information and that man's breathing and the warmth coming off his side of the mattress like nothing had happened. She stood, crossed to the bathroom, and closed the door quietly behind her.

The light was very bright. She blinked against it. The bathroom was small and she knew every inch of it and right now it felt like the only room she could trust to be exactly what it appeared.

She sat down on the cold tile floor.

She still had the phone.

She sat there with it in both hands, the screen dimming and then going dark, and she did not make a sound. Not because she was controlled. Because she was too far under for sound. The feeling was like falling into water, the way the world above the surface goes wavery and far. She was reading the same line again even though the screen was dark. She had memorized it.

"Some nights I lie next to her and I feel like I'm lying next to the accident."

She thought about the word "lying." She thought about how many ways that word could work in a single sentence.

Her ears were ringing.

There was a taste in her mouth like copper, like something bitten through. She pressed the back of her hand against her lips and breathed through her nose, slow and very deliberate, the way she breathed on a difficult slope when the work required her full attention and panic was not an option. This required her full attention. Panic was not an option.

She stayed on the floor until the ringing in her ears settled.

The timeline rearranged itself.

That was the only way to describe it. Greta sat on the bathroom floor and the last two years of her marriage shifted, the way the ground shifts in a tremor, small and certain and deeply wrong. Things that had been one shape were suddenly another. Explanations she had accepted, quietly, privately, because she had needed an explanation and that one had been available.

Grief, she had told herself. It's the grief. Men close off. Everyone said so. Everyone nodded and said it was normal, that men processed it differently, that she had to give him space.

She had given him space. She had given him the whole bed.

She thought about the first time she had reached for him after losing Aksel. How her hand had crossed the mattress and found his back, his warm familiar back, and how he had not turned. He hadn't pulled away dramatically. There had been no push. He had simply not responded, lying there breathing steadily, and she had decided he was asleep and pulled her hand back.

She had told herself he was asleep for two years.

She thought about the night three months after, when she had been wearing the grey sleep shirt he'd always liked, and she had said something to him in the kitchen, something light, nothing, and reached past him for the kettle, and his eyes had passed over her like she was a piece of furniture. She had gone back to the bedroom and changed into a heavier shirt. A less hopeful one.

She had stopped wearing the grey one.

She thought about the night she stopped sleeping bare. How long she had thought about it before she made the change. How she had turned it over and over, lying awake in the dark beside him, feeling the vulnerability of her own skin in a cold bed, feeling the exact particular loneliness of being naked next to someone who wasn't looking. How she had finally put on a shirt because lying there without one felt like asking a question she already knew wasn't going to be answered.

She had spent two years thinking the question was hers.

She had spent two years thinking something was wrong with her body. Her grief. Her desirability. The way she carried the loss. She had combed through herself looking for the fault, the thing she'd done or not done, the way she had stopped being the kind of woman a man turned toward in the dark. She had found evidence everywhere and manufactured it where she hadn't found it. Because the grief must have done something to her. She must have become too heavy, too hard, too much the accident itself.

Those were the words he had used. Lying next to the accident.

She had made herself into the accident in his eyes and she hadn't even known she was doing it.

She got up from the floor.

The mirror over the sink showed her face. She looked at herself for a long time. She looked at the woman who had climbed a ridge in the dark this morning and set a charge and read a slope and made everyone around her safe. She looked at the woman who had spent two winters quietly doubting whether her own husband still wanted her and deciding the answer was no and absorbing that conclusion like it was weather. Inevitable. Hers to survive.

Her jaw was tight. Her eyes were dry. She was shaking, she realized, a fine tremor in her hands, and she pressed her palms flat against the cold edge of the sink and let the shaking run until it slowed.

She looked at her own face in the mirror and said it quietly, barely a breath. "I thought I'd stopped being a woman he wanted." Her voice was even. She was proud of it for being even. "You just stopped being here."

The silence in the bathroom pressed back.

She set the phone down on the sink. She reached up and touched her own face, one palm against her cheek, the way you'd touch someone who'd been through something. Then she took her hand back.

She thought about going back to the bedroom and waking him up. She imagined the scene, how she would stand at the foot of the bed and say his name and watch him surface from sleep, watch his face rearrange itself toward her, still warm, still easy, still a man who thought the world was where he'd left it. She thought about what his face would do when she put the phone in his hand.

She didn't go back yet.

She wanted a few more minutes of this. Of being the only one who knew. Because the moment she told him, the story stopped being hers alone, and she was not ready to share it. It was the only thing she had at that moment, the knowing, the specific private anguish of seeing the full picture and understanding its shape. She wanted to hold it a minute longer.

She thought about Ines.

The name meant nothing, at first, the way all names mean nothing until they don't. Ines was an abstract, a name on a screen, a thread on a phone. But the name was also real. The name belonged to a real person. A person who had received two winters of her husband's inner life, his honest fears, his grief, his confessions, the things he couldn't say at home.

The person he had made safe enough to be broken in front of.

She thought about what that meant. That she, Greta, had not been safe enough. That she had been too strong, he had written that, her strength was the reason he had gone elsewhere. She was supposed to sit with that. She was supposed to understand. She pressed her palms harder against the sink and breathed.

She was not going to throw anything. She had decided that on the bathroom floor. She was not going to wake him up screaming. Not because she was calm. She was not calm. There was something moving fast in her chest that did not have a name she was willing to give it yet. But she was going to be in control of this. She was going to choose how the next twelve hours went.

She reached down and picked up the phone.

She looked at the thread one more time. She read back past the message that had stopped her, further, into the earlier months, the first winter after the lake. His first message to Ines was three days after the funeral. Three days. She was still wearing the black dress in her mind, still hearing the sound of frozen ground, and he had already found the person he was going to take his grief to.

Greta set the phone back on the sink.

She turned off the bathroom light.

She stood in the dark for a moment, letting her eyes adjust. Then she opened the door and walked back into the bedroom. The room was warm. Tobin's breathing was slow and regular, the breathing of a man in a deep and uncomplicated sleep. She stood at her side of the bed and looked at him in the dark, the shape of him, the familiar slope of his shoulder.

She thought about how many nights she had lain beside him and felt alone and decided it was her fault.

She thought about the grey shirt.

She pulled back the covers and got into bed. She lay on her back and looked at the ceiling and listened to him breathe. She was very still. She was the kind of still that takes effort. The kind that holds something in. She breathed steadily, quietly, and she did not reach for him and she did not speak.

She was going to let him sleep.

She was going to let him have one last morning of not knowing that she knew. She was going to watch him make tea and kiss her hair and say something easy and gentle, and she was going to look at his face and know what she knew, and she was going to let him not know it yet. Just for a little while. Just long enough to be sure of her own ground before the slope broke open beneath them both.

The ceiling was dark.

Her hands, flat on the blanket, finally stopped shaking.

She lay there until she heard birds, the first faint ones, distant and indifferent.

She did not sleep.
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​The Man Who Didn't Know

The morning came the way mornings do after the worst nights.

Slow and ordinary, light pushing through the curtains, the sound of the house settling in the cold. Greta was already awake when Tobin stirred beside her. She had been awake for hours. She heard him move, heard the familiar sounds of a man who had no idea what was sleeping next to him, and she kept her breathing even and her eyes aimed at the ceiling.

He got up quietly. He always got up quietly. He thought she was still sleeping and he moved around the room like a man trying not to disturb something fragile. That had always made her love him. The care of it. The way he tucked that particular consideration into the ordinary fabric of a morning without thinking about it. She lay there and watched him through her eyelashes and felt the love and the fury sitting inside her like two things in the same container that had no business being together.

He padded out to the kitchen. She heard the familiar sounds. The kettle. The particular scrape of the ceramic mug she preferred being pulled from the shelf. The small domestic geography of a man who knew her habits. Her throat was tight. She swallowed against it and got up.

By the time Greta walked into the kitchen, Tobin was at the counter with his back to her, doing the tea exactly the way she took it. He didn't put too much water in. He knew the steep time. He had been making it this way for twelve years and the knowledge lived in his hands. She stood in the doorway and watched those hands and thought, this is the same man who wrote those words, and the two facts sat in her like ice and fire occupying the same space.

He turned around and saw her and his face did what it always did. Opened up. Warm and easy, the kind of face that had nothing to hide. "Morning," he said. "You look like you had a rough one."

"I'm fine." She crossed to the table and sat down.

He brought the mug over and set it in front of her. Then he bent down and pressed his lips to the top of her head, a gesture so ordinary, so embedded in the daily rhythm of them, that it nearly undid her entirely. She sat very still. She breathed in through her nose and out through her mouth and stared at the mug.

He sat down across from her with his own coffee and picked up the morning report she'd left on the table from the previous week. He liked looking at the numbers. He wasn't a forecaster but he'd been married to one long enough to follow the language.

"You didn't sleep," he said, not looking up from the report. It wasn't a question.

"No." Greta wrapped both hands around the mug. The warmth was good. It gave her something to focus on that wasn't his face. "I was thinking about weak layers."

Tobin looked up at that, smiling the small private smile he had for her particular obsession with her work. "You and that snow," he said. "I swear you think about the mountain more than you think about anything else in your life."

Greta looked at him over the rim of the mug. She looked at him for one long, steady moment. "You'd be surprised what's under it."

"Under the snow?"

"Under anything that looks stable," she said. "You ever notice how a slope can hold all winter and then just decide one morning that it's done?" She set the mug down. "No warning. No obvious sign. It just goes."

Tobin was watching her now with a slightly different quality of attention, the kind she recognized as him deciding whether she was talking about work or something else. He did this, always had, tried to read her when she went a little distant, tried to find the door in. On any other morning she would have appreciated it. This morning she watched him do it and thought, you are reading the surface. You have no idea what's underneath.

"Are you sure you're all right?" he asked. His voice was careful. Genuinely careful.

"I told you. Fine." She stood and took her mug to the window. Outside the pass was grey and still, the overnight snowfall sitting fresh and undisturbed on the slopes. Beautiful and deceptive, the way surfaces always were. "What time are you in today?"

"Eight, maybe eight-thirty." He was still watching her. "I can push it if you need me to stay."

"I don't need you to stay." She kept her voice level. "Go to work, Tobin."

There was a pause that lasted maybe three seconds. She felt it on her back like a hand. Then she heard the scrape of his chair and the sound of him moving toward the sink with his mug. He rinsed it the way he always rinsed it. He dried it and put it back.

"I'll pick up dinner on the way home," he said. "Unless you're late."

"Don't wait on me." She turned around and offered him a look that was close enough to normal that it would read as normal, she was sure of it. She had spent the last six hours practicing normal. "I have readings to finish before the afternoon report."

He nodded. He picked up his jacket. He stopped at the kitchen door and looked back at her the way he sometimes did, a long quiet look she had once thought was just love, the ordinary warm look of a man regarding his wife in the morning kitchen. Now she stood inside that look and felt the full particular weight of knowing something he didn't. Every second she held it was a second she chose. This was her ground. She was not ready to give it up.

"Greta," he said.

"Tobin," she said back, voice even.

He held her gaze for a moment longer. Then he picked up his keys and walked out. She heard his truck start. She heard the tires on the gravel. She stood at the window and watched the truck back out and turn and move down the road until the road curve took it.

Then she put both hands flat on the counter and stood there, breathing.

The kitchen was very quiet.

She had been twenty-four years old the first winter she worked the Kettle Pass line.

The memory arrived the way certain memories do, not invited but certain, the kind that know when they're needed. She was standing at the kitchen window watching the empty road, and then she was also somewhere else, the way grief and its cousins can split a person between two moments at once.

The crew that winter had been eight people. She'd been the only woman, not that it mattered, she'd made sure early on that it didn't matter, by being better than everyone else at everything that could be measured. What she hadn't anticipated was Tobin. He had been on the same crew for two seasons already when she arrived and he was good, genuinely good, which was the only quality she had ever found actually attractive in a person. He read terrain the way she did, with a kind of attention that was almost physical, almost affectionate. She had noticed him the way you notice someone who speaks your language in a place you expected to be alone in.

She hadn't liked that she noticed him. She was there to work.

But the mountain has its own ideas about timing.

Six weeks into that first winter, they were roped together on a technical section of the north ridge, moving across a mixed face in poor visibility, and Tobin stopped to check her harness at the last anchor. She had not asked him to. She could have told him not to, she was perfectly capable of checking her own harness, but something about the way he did it stopped her objection before it formed. He was not being patronizing. He was being thorough. He checked his own with the same attention, no hierarchy in it, just care distributed evenly across the problem of keeping two people alive on a mountain.

His hands were quick and sure, and when he checked the carabiner at her hip he didn't look at her, he looked at the equipment, but his hand rested at her waist for one second longer than was strictly necessary to verify the clip. Just one second. Neither of them said anything about it.

"You're good," he said, stepping back.

She told herself later that nothing had happened. She had been telling herself that for about three days when he appeared beside her at the gear locker and said, very quietly, "You're going to be trouble for me, Halden."

"I'm not a Halden," she'd said, not looking at him, sorting carabiners.

He had been quiet for a moment. She'd heard the small smile in it before she looked up and confirmed it on his face. "Give it time," he said.

She had not responded. She had finished sorting the carabiners and walked away. But she was aware, with every step across that gear room, of the fact that she was smiling and she had not decided to smile. Her face had done it without her permission.

That was how it started. Not with a declaration. Not with a grand moment. It started with a man who checked her carabiner with the same respect he gave his own equipment, and who somehow knew, without her telling him, that that was exactly the approach she required.

The first time he kissed her was three weeks later, at the end of a long day on the ridge, everyone else already back at the vehicles. He had simply stopped walking and turned to her and kissed her like it was something he'd been thinking about carefully for some time and had finally decided was the right call. She had kissed him back without thinking about it at all. Her hands went to his jacket, her cold fingers curling into the front of it, and she pulled him in instead of away, and when they broke apart the cold air hit her face and she thought, oh, I'm done for.

She had been right about that.

She thought about those early years now, standing alone in the kitchen of the house they'd built together, and the warmth of the memory was real and the ache of it was real and both arrived at the same time without apologizing for the collision. She thought about how easy they had been together in the body. How naturally they had occupied each other's physical space. There had been a season early in the marriage when they could not pass each other in a small room without one of them reaching, a hand at the lower back, fingers catching a wrist, a kiss pressed to a shoulder without either person breaking stride. It had been a constant low current between them, easy and alive and entirely mutual.

She thought about the grey shirt.

She thought about the morning she had stopped reaching across the bed.

The memory of that first winter stood against the truth of the last two like a before photograph, the kind you look at after something has gone wrong and ask yourself when, exactly, when did this stop being us? She had never had a precise answer. It had not stopped at once. It had stopped the way a slope fails. Quietly, secretly, layer by layer, until the structure that had looked solid finally wasn't.

She poured the rest of her tea down the drain and rinsed the mug.

She had work to do. She was going to do her work. That was the one thing she could be certain of today, that the mountain still needed reading, that the data still required her attention, that there was a version of herself that existed outside the kitchen and the bedroom and the wreckage of what she'd found in the dark.

She was going to need that version of herself very much today.

By midmorning the house had grown too small.

It happened like that. The walls of a place where something is wrong have a way of pressing in, quietly, without drama, until the air feels different and every object in every room is carrying something you didn't ask it to carry. Greta worked at the kitchen table for two hours, field notes and afternoon data and the logbook from the north face readings. She was accurate and thorough. Her work was always accurate and thorough. It was the one place she never failed.

But by eleven the table felt like a trap and she got up.

She made a circuit downstairs. Not restless, exactly. More like someone taking inventory of a place before something changes about it. She moved through the kitchen and the sitting room and the small study where Tobin's outdoor gear was stacked and sorted, the study that smelled like him, rubber and cold air and something warm underneath she had no precise name for. She stood in that doorway for a moment and then she kept moving.

She ended up in the mudroom.

It was a practical room. Boots and poles and two sets of waterproof trousers and the hook rack for outerwear. The
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