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Bernard skied off the top of the lift and slid to a gentle stop overlooking the landscape before him.  A beautiful trail with modest pitch followed the contours of the mountain below.  He stood in the bright sunlight, breathed in the crisp air, and took in the breathtaking view of the Eiger looming in the near distance, a sheer-faced peak that overlooked snow fields, forests, and the extensive resort of Grindelwald.  

The trail directly in front of him had been heavily skied in the morning, leaving large moguls and slick icy spots along much of the run.  An alternative route, to the left, was steeper but still had fresh powder.  Bernard adjusted his goggles, put the straps of his ski poles around his wrists, and pushed off.  He carved a few quick turns and then turned left, feeling the adrenaline rush through his body as he leaped over the ridge and made carefully edged turns on the steeper slope.

Soon he was making smooth parallel turns, a rhythmic dance across the snow, turning one direction then swiveling to the other.  The trail curved and divided, one fork leading to the bottom of the lift and the other through a forest to another set of lifts and trails.  Bernard headed toward the forest, making a few quick carved turns before entering the narrower path.  

In the distance, he noticed a pink jacket in a thicket of trees at the side of the trail.  As he approached, he realized a young girl had fallen into a ravine.  He skidded to a stop at the edge of the trail and yelled to her in German, “Bist du verletzt – are you hurt?”

The little girl, about eight, was crying.  She nodded yes.  

“Kannst du aufstehen – can you get up?” he inquired.

She tried to stand, but fell quickly back into the deep snow and nodded no.

Bernard’s heart raced as he realized how serious the girl’s situation was.  Bernard kicked off his skis and walked toward her.  “Wie heiβt du?” he asked as he reached her.

She replied her name was Zoe, Zoe Decker.  Bernard asked where her parents were, and she began to cry.  “Ich bin verloren – I am lost.”

Bernard asked if he could touch her leg, and Zoe nodded yes.  “Tut es weh?” he asked whether it hurt.  Zoe nodded yes again.  

Bernard pulled out his cell phone and dialed the emergency number for the ski patrol.  An operator answered, and he explained that he had found a girl hurt on the run to Tschuggen and that she needed help right away.  He gave the operator her name in case her parents were looking for her, and he said he would wait for the patrol with her.  

Bernard slipped his phone into his vest pocket and then asked Zoe, “Darf ich dein Bein berühren?”

Zoe nodded that he could touch her leg.  Some of Bernard’s friends had convinced him several years earlier to take a course in Reiki, a form of energy healing.  He was skeptical at first, but during the seminar, he found he was more intuitive than he had imagined and seemed to have had a gift for healing.  He traced some Reiki symbols on his hands and held her leg at the place where it looked injured.  

He could feel a warm tingling pass through his hands, and heat begin to radiate around the wound.  The gentle touch made Zoe relax, and Bernard wondered if the pain was subsiding.  A few moments later, two ski patrols showed up with a sled and walked through the heavy snow toward them.  They asked some questions and then lifted her up and laid her on the sled, wrapping her snugly with blankets.  

One patrol turned to Bernard and said in English, “Thanks for stopping to help her.  Her parents have contacted the dispatch office, and they are going to meet us at the clinic in town.  We can take care of things from here.”

In German, Bernard replied, “If you don’t mind, I would like to stay with her and make sure she’s okay.”

“That’s fine,” one of them replied.  “By the way, your German is excellent.  What’s your name?”

“Bernard, Bernard Williams.”

“You can follow us.  We’ll ski down to the Grund train station, where an ambulance is waiting.”

Bernard stepped into his skis and followed the patrol, who carefully skied down the trail with Zoe in tow.  At the station, the patrol laid Zoe in the back of an emergency vehicle, and Bernard took a seat next to her and laid his skis down on the floor.  She looked up at him in fright.  He placed his hand on her arm and said, “You’re going to be fine. We will see your parents in just a few minutes.”  She smiled.

As they pulled up to the small clinic, Bernard noticed through the ambulance window two frantic parents standing on the curb next to a nurse holding their hands.  All three peered into the windows of the vehicle to get a glimpse of Zoe.  The driver parked and opened the back hatch.  The two parents ran to the car and yelled, “Zoe, Zoe – are you okay?  We’re so sorry we lost you.  Oh, darling.”

Zoe’s mother wiped tears from her eyes, and her father held the woman’s hand, an anxious look on his face as the nurse helped the driver unload the stretcher.  They wheeled Zoe into the reception of the clinic, where a physician approached Zoe and examined her.

He touched her gently, feeling the contours of her legs.  Sliding the bottom of her ski pants up, the doctor shook his head and said, “I’m afraid this looks like a fracture.  I’d like to get some x-rays, and then we will know better what needs to be done.”

The parents nodded as the physician and nurse wheeled Zoe through some doors deeper into the clinic.  They then turned to Bernard and said, in English, “Thank you so much for finding our daughter and making sure she got care.  We’re so grateful.”

In German Bernard responded, “I’m glad I showed up shortly after she fell.  There were hardly any others on the trail so late in the afternoon.”

The man, now looking intently at Bernard, said, “Oh, you speak German.  I thought you were American.”

“I am,” Bernard said, extending his hand.  “I am Bernard Williams.”

“Theo, Theo Decker,” the man said in reply, shaking Bernard’s hand forcefully.  “And this is my wife, Jules.”

Bernard nodded to them, feeling slightly intimidated by the tall, imposing Swiss man.  His black and red ski jacket, dark pants, and gray ski boots made him look even more formidable.  He had intense, deeply set hazel eyes, an angular face, and dark blonde tousled hair.  His round nose, full lips, and dimples softened his other features, giving him a teddy-bear look.  

Jules looked more French than Swiss.  She had caramel skin, shiny brunette hair, and dark brown eyes, made more alluring by her arched brows and long lashes.  She wore a stylish light blue and turquoise jacket and dark blue pants.  

“Are you here on a ski holiday from the States?” Theo asked.  

“Yes, I’ve just been here a couple of days.”

“Your German is impeccable.  Do you come here often?”

“No, this is only my second time in Grindelwald.”

“Where did you learn German so well?”  Jules asked.  

“In school and with my work.”

Theo gave an inquisitive look, encouraging Bernard to continue.

“I was a recruiter of foreign students for a university in Boston,” Bernard elaborated.  

“And what do you do now?” Jules pressed further.

Bernard hesitated.  It was a painful question, having just been laid off after 20 years of service. “I’m in between jobs at the moment,” he said stoically.

“Oh,” Jules replied apologetically for having touched upon what seemed like a sensitive point.  

Theo wrung his hands nervously as they waited for the physician to return with Zoe.  Jules hung onto his arm, trying to calm him.  Bernard noticed their distress and tried to continue the conservation, “So, are you from here?”

Theo seemed relieved to be given the chance to talk more. “We’re from Bern.  Or, I should say, I am from Bern, and my wife is from Geneva, though her parents are from France.”

“And do you come to Grindelwald often?”

“Yes, we have a home here.”

“That must be nice!” Bernard noted with a smile.

“Yes, we’re very fortunate to be able to enjoy the mountains.”

“And what do you do?” Bernard inquired, looking at them both.

“Jules works with a pharmaceutical company, and I’m in the government,” Theo said.

Bernard’s brows arched upward, and he asked, “What do you do there?”

“I’m in special international relations.  We foster collaborative relationships with other governments around politics, economy, cultural exchanges, and things like that.”

“That’s fascinating!”

“It sounds more interesting than it is,” Theo said playfully.  

At that point, the physician came out into the lobby with Zoe in a wheelchair.  Theo and Jules turned attentively to him, waiting for his diagnosis.

“Well, Mr. and Mrs. Decker, your daughter is fortunate.  The x-rays show no evidence of a fracture.  In fact, I’m a little dumbfounded.  Even the bruising seems to have subsided since her arrival here.  There are some scrapes where she hit a tree, and the initial report of the patrol suggests that she should have had a fracture.  But I’ve taken several images, and I see nothing.  It’s great news.  She should ice the area and then heat it.  Do you have a heating pad and ice packs at home?”

Theo nodded yes.

“Apply ice, then heat, and repeat.  Keep her off her feet for the first 24 hours and then let me know if there are any complications.  Otherwise, I think all she needs is a new jacket and a new pair of ski pants!”  He smiled at Zoe.

Zoe smiled back, and then nodded warmly toward Bernard, acknowledging his role in her good outcome.  

“Well, young lady,” Bernard began in German, holding Zoe’s hands, “it was a pleasure to meet you, although I wish the circumstances had been different.  I hope to see you on the slopes again – but on the trail, not off!”

She laughed, and Theo and Jules smiled.  Theo looked over at Jules with an inquisitive look. She nodded and Theo asked, “Bernard, if you are free this evening, we’d love to invite you to our place for dinner – to thank you.”

Bernard hesitated, and Jules jumped in, “Sorry, we’d also like to invite your wife as well.”

“Thank you, but I’m recently divorced.  I’m here on my own.”

“Well then, you must come.  We insist!” she added enthusiastically.

Bernard paused and then said, “Okay.  Sure.  What can I bring?”

“Nothing.  You’re our guest!  What’s your phone number?  I’ll text our address,” Theo said.

Bernard gave him his number and, a few moments later, a text from Theo popped up with their address.  “Is 6:30 good?” Theo asked further.

“Perfect, see you then.”

Bernard shook their hands, pressed his hand on top of Zoe’s, and winked at her. He left the clinic, grabbed his skis outside, and walked to his apartment.

The sky had become overcast and darker, and a light snow began to fall, specks of white and gold caught playfully in the glow of streetlights.  Wooden chalets and hotels lined the main street where, on the first floor, brightly lit ski shops displayed colorful jackets, equipment, and accessories.  The sidewalks were full of skiers heading home or meeting friends at local bars.  From time to time, breaks in the clouds made it possible to see the peaks that towered over the town center – a curtain of glacier studded crests that were the draw for so many tourists.  

Bernard took a small path up the hill, clinging to a handrail to prevent slipping on the compacted snow and ice.  As he got farther from the town center, it became quieter, and he could hear the snowflakes landing on his jacket.  He arrived at a traditional Swiss chalet – a four-story wooden structure with carved balconies and a beamed roof - where he had rented an apartment on the top floor.  He climbed the interior stairs and slipped the key into the door of his unit.  Once inside, he slipped off his ski boots, hung his skis on the rack, and walked into the living room, turning on a few table lamps.

The apartment was spacious, with large glass windows overlooking the Eiger Mountain.  The unit was furnished in upscale Swiss décor - carved wooden chairs, a comfortable sofa, and thick area rugs.  On one wall, there was a sizeable stone fireplace with an alcove full of freshly cut wood.  To the left of the living area, there was a generous dining table set in front of a window looking out over a grove of fir trees laden with snow.  The unit had a modern kitchen and a utility area replete with a washing machine and space to hang clothes.

Bernard walked down the hall and went into the marble bathroom.  He looked into the mirror and used his fingers to put a few errant locks of dark hair back in place.  His face had already begun to tan in the mountain sun, and he rubbed some cream around his dark brown eyes to reduce the growing creases.  He slipped off his sweater and the underlying thermal layer and turned sideways to check his physique.  He was in good shape for 50.  He had a well-defined hairy chest and taut abdomen.  He was lean and muscular but preoccupied with the advancing signs of middle age – a few strands of gray hair around his temples and the loss of muscle mass here and there.

He walked into the large bedroom that faced another range of peaks and rummaged through the armoire for a fresh pair of jeans, shirt, and sweater.  He changed clothes and went back into the living room, poured himself a glass of wine, and sat down to check emails.  

His daughter, Angela, had sent questions about train connections. She was planning a visit in a week during one of her college breaks.  His ex-wife, Susan, had sent some more documents for him to sign, bringing to a close the arrangements for their divorce.  

It had been a difficult summer and fall.  The university where Bernard had been an effective recruiter for foreign students from the Middle East and Europe wanted to shift direction and recruit more from Asia.  They brought in new younger staff with language and cultural expertise more suitable for finding students in China, India, Japan, and Indonesia.  Just after losing his job, his wife announced she wanted a divorce, moving in shortly thereafter with a professor from another college.  

Bernard hadn’t anticipated how reassuring a mountain vacation would be for him. The looming peaks rising from the valley floor reverberated a sense of solidity and strength, a feeling of impregnability and permanence during a time when everything had been kicked out from under him and was in flux.

He always worried that Susan would meet someone overseas during business trips for the aerospace company she worked for.  He never noticed the friendliness between her and Charles.  In fact, she seemed bored when he, a political scientist, began tortuous analyses of political issues.  Charles was thin, frail, and bookish.  Susan was typically attracted to more athletic types.  Bernard had been surprised when she first flirted with him, Bernard, at a gathering of colleagues in Cambridge twenty something years ago.  He still remembered the unusual warmth of a mid-September evening, people spilling out onto a stone patio, sharing stories of summer travels.  He had combined a recruiting trip with a week’s vacation along the Turkish coast and was busy describing new Roman excavations at Ephesus with an archaeologist from Harvard.  Alan had an exotic allure - tousled sun-bleached hair, a perpetual two-day growth of a beard framing a handsome face, and an imposing body that filled a room with warmth and energy.  Bernard noticed Susan from across the patio, convinced she was interested in Alan.  He was used to being the invisible one, overlooked by beautiful women drawn to more handsome and professionally intriguing men.  For once, he found that the woman everyone was staring at was interested in him and, much to his chagrin, the man was, too.  It was almost comical how they vied for his attention.  By the end of the evening, he had numbers for both and called Susan the next week.  

They began to date.  He expected her to lose interest, to find him too vanilla, to want more than he could give.  He was sexually awkward, never at ease in his own body, much less with someone else’s.  Unimaginative sexually, Bernard let Susan lead, her arousal contagious.  Gradually, he felt more confident and self-assured.  

Now he wondered what would have happened had he called Alan.  At the time, he hardly gave it a consideration.  He was neither daring nor unconventional.  Alan was handsome, and the idea of a man’s body wasn’t entirely disgusting, but whenever he considered the notion, he felt an unsettled stirring in the pit of his stomach.  Later, Alan came back from Turkey with a boyfriend – intense and combustible.  They fought, and Ahmed was sent back to Istanbul.  At the time, Bernard was grateful for stability and convention, now he longed for something a little more adventuresome.

Susan was an avid skier, perhaps even more accomplished than Bernard.  It was their common interest that helped solidify their relationship and kept it fresh.  Early in their romance, they escaped to Vermont and New Hampshire to ski, meeting friends on the slopes and snuggling in front of a crackling fire at the end of the day.  When their daughter Angela was three, they gave her ski lessons.  She loved winter adventures with her parents and took well to the sport.  She was so cute in her little ski jacket, gloves, helmet, and skis.  She was intrepid, racing down expert slopes with aplomb.  

As years progressed, weekends in the mountains became larger gatherings of families – all with kids.  Out went the romantic evenings by the fire.  Instead, exhausted, they fell into bed only to rise to a house full of guests, pancakes to make, and gear to organize before the shuttle to the slopes.  Bernard embraced the idea that lovers could become friends, companions, and partners and that their sex lives would become less important, intermittent.  As Angela and her friends matured, Bernard and Susan could again enjoy quieter dinner parties with friends and more focused time with each other.  Until the end, their lovemaking had been regular, even if not particularly creative or passionate.  Now overlooking this idyllic alpine setting, Bernard still couldn’t make sense of her abrupt departure – the indifference and antipathy that invaded what had seemed to be a happy and satisfying marriage.  

When he announced that he was going to Switzerland for two months, friends were worried about his emotional health and made plans to join him later.  Sure, he felt sad, even melancholy, but he looked forward to a new start, a chance to live abroad, cross over to another world, step into a new identity – whatever that might be.  He had nothing holding him back, no ties except his daughter, a blank canvas waiting to be painted.  

Bernard grabbed a bottle of wine from the side table and put on his jacket, hat, and gloves, and headed out the door and down a winding path toward Theo’s and Jules’ apartment near the town church.  He rang their bell, and Zoe opened the door, grinning with excitement.  

“Good evening, Zoe.  How are you feeling?”

“Better, thank you.  We applied ice and heat to the leg, and it feels much better.”

“I’m glad to hear.”

Theo walked up behind her and offered to take Bernard’s coat.  Bernard handed him the wine and shook his hand.

“Welcome.  We’re glad you could make it.”

Jules entered from the kitchen and walked over to Bernard, giving him a traditional warm welcome of kisses on both cheeks.  “Bienvenue, Bernard!”  A subtle fragrance lingered.  She wore tight jeans and a soft low-cut merino wool sweater revealing full round breasts.  

“Merci pour l’invitation,” he said in reply. 

“Ah, vous parlez français?”

“Oui, bien sûr.  Tu peux me tutoyer,” he said, inviting her to use the familiar form with her.

“No need to thank us for the invitation.  We’re so grateful for what you did for Zoe this afternoon.  Please, come into the living room,” Theo said, pointing toward a large living area.

A crackling fire cast an orange glow on a sofa and two comfortable chairs encircling a low coffee table in front of the stone mantle.  Theo invited Bernard to take a seat, and Jules brought in a platter of cheese and crostini.

“Some wine?” Theo asked Bernard.

“Yes, please.  Perhaps red?”

Theo reached for an open bottle on a narrow oak sideboard and poured him a generous glass.  He was wearing a dark pair of jeans and a black stretch pullover with the arms pulled slightly up his forearm.  As he handed Bernard the glass of wine, the contours of his muscular arms and shoulders became more pronounced, pressing against the stretchy fabric.

“Salute!” they all said in unison.

“So, are you here by yourself or with some friends?” Theo began.

“By myself.  I needed a break after the divorce and the sudden employment change.”

“What a great place to escape,” Jules said with a heavy French accent.  “How long are you here?”

“For a couple of months,” Bernard said as he reached toward the cheese platter to take a small slice of Gruyere.

“Wow!” Theo said excitedly.  “Now that’s a ski trip!”

Bernard nodded, taking a sip of the wine.

“So, you recruit foreign students?” Jules continued.  “That must be why you are so good at languages.”

“Well, it has been a good way to use my language skills.”

“So, are you looking at other schools for a new position?” Theo asked.

“Yes, and I’m considering similar work in other venues.”

“We might have to recruit you,” Theo said, winking at Bernard.

“Hmm,” Bernard murmured.  “I’m not sure how that would work.  I’m too old to start a new profession.”

“What do you mean, too old?  You look like you’re in your forties – a good age for our kind of work.”

“I’m 50!”

Theo’s brows arched up.  “I would have never guessed.  Well, we’re always looking for mature candidates.”

The word ‘mature’ stung as Bernard processed its implications.  

“Thanks, but no thanks,” Bernard said and then added, “Politics was never my thing.”

Theo didn’t reply, but he seemed to ponder the idea, staring into the fire.  Jules then said, “And do you have children?”

“One daughter, Angela.  She’s at Brown University.  She’s coming for a visit next week.”

“We’d love to meet her.  Maybe we can introduce her to some of our neighbors’ children who are also college age,” Jules said excitedly.

“That would be nice, but I don’t want to bother you.”

“It’s not a bother,” Jules said warmly.  

As Jules and Bernard discussed Angela and her plans, Theo observed Bernard carefully.  He had inherited his English parents’ dark hair, high cheekbones, perfectly proportioned nose, and a lean frame.  His maternal grandmother was Italian, so he had a darker complexion than most New Englanders.  A dark stubble circled his mouth and lined his chin and jaw.  As the conversation continued, Bernard was more and more aware of Theo’s gaze and looked over from time to time, catching his eyes.

They moved into the dining area where Bernard sat across from Zoe, who continued to grin at him and rock her legs under the table with joy.  Theo sat to Bernard’s left, and Jules shuttled between the kitchen and the table, bringing in a large platter with a pastry-encrusted pork tenderloin surrounded by roasted vegetables.

“This looks and smells amazing,” Bernard said.

“It’s one of my favorites.  I coated the pastry on the inside with three types of mustard and a variety of freshly chopped herbs and then sealed it around the meat,” Jules explained.  She sliced a portion for everyone, and people cut into the tender meat.

“Hmm,” Bernard expressed warmly as he took a bite.  “Delicious.”

“Yes, dear.  You did good,” Theo said to Jules, raising his glass in a toast.

“So, Jules, you work in pharmaceutics.  Do you do much work in Boston?”

“The company I work for is headquartered there – in Cambridge.  We have done a lot of work in designing protocols for testing people during epidemics.  It’s been a lucrative business, given what has transpired the last couple of years.”

“What a coincidence, my wife’s company had a chance to move in the direction of health care technology, too, but declined and remained in aerospace.  It’s too bad for them.  Arms purchases have declined in favor of environmental infrastructure and health care.  They are still doing well as the government supports them, but I imagine they could have done a lot better had they pivoted,” Bernard explained.

“Yes, we are surprised the Americans haven’t done more to invest in green infrastructure and technology.  Everyone else is, and their economies are booming,” Theo noted, looking intensely at Bernard.

Theo became noticeably more animated, enthusiastically engaging Bernard in a variety of topics around international culture and politics.  Jules became annoyed and decided to wrestle control of the conversation away from Theo. “So, Bernard, why Grindelwald?”

He turned toward her and said, “I came here with some colleagues a couple of years ago, and I couldn’t believe it.  It is the quintessential Swiss experience – skiing between several car-free villages, stopping at terraced restaurants overlooking some of the most beautiful peaks in the Alps, and enjoying an extensive network of lifts and runs that never gets boring.  When I asked myself where I would want to spend two months, this was the place!”

“We don’t get too many Americans here in the winter,” Theo noted, drawing Bernard’s attention back to him.

“Most Americans gravitate to Colorado or Utah, maybe even British Columbia, for skiing.  The Alps are appealing, but most think it’s too difficult to get here and too expensive once one has arrived.  But I’ve found it’s just as easy getting from Boston to Switzerland than going to Utah, and the prices are actually cheaper here.”

“I told you!” Theo exclaimed, looking over at Jules. Then he turned toward Bernard and said, “I’m definitely going to recruit you for our international relations efforts.  You’re a great spokesperson already!” 

Bernard blushed.  

They eventually finished dinner. Theo and Bernard took plates into the kitchen while Jules helped Zoe get ready for bed.  Bernard remarked to himself how oddly familiar and intimate it was standing near Theo, rinsing dishes, loading the dishwasher, and drying pots and pans – as if they had been friends for years.  He observed him – an intensely masculine person with a thick muscular frame – yet also warm, friendly, and at ease doing domestic chores.  

When Jules returned, she looked preoccupied, glancing at her computer.

Theo took note and said, “Bernard, would you like an after-dinner drink?  I think Jules has some emails she has to attend to, but we don’t want you to rush off.”  

“Are you sure?” Bernard inquired.  “I don’t want to keep you from your evening.”

“We’re sure,” Theo said without equivocation.  He led him into the living area and offered him a brandy.

Theo sat on the sofa and Bernard on an adjoining chair, both glaring into the orange embers of the fire.  They clinked glasses, and both took an unhurried sip of the brandy.

Theo got up, reached for the fireplace iron, threw several new logs onto the fire, and then stirred the glowing embers.  He squatted in front of the mantle, and Bernard couldn’t help but notice his firm, round buttocks pressed against the stretchy fabric of his jeans.  He got back up and settled into the sofa, stroking the dark blonde hair on his upper arm and swirling the amber liquid in his glass.  

“I’m sorry to hear of your divorce,” Theo began.

“Yes, it was unexpected.  We had been together for 20 years.”

“Were there any warnings?”

“None.  Everything seemed fine, stable, happy.”

“That must have been awful to lose your job and your marriage all in a matter of a few months.”

“Indeed.  That’s why I’m here.  I need time to regroup, think, and imagine the future.”

Theo smiled and nodded, as if he understood Bernard’s dilemma.

An awkward silence ensued until Jules walked in.  “Hey men, I just finished my work.  Can I join you?”

Both nodded.  Jules poured herself a glass of brandy and then settled close to Theo on the sofa.  She leaned into his body and put her arm around his shoulder, stroking the back of his head.  She took a sip of the brandy and tilted her head toward Bernard with her body still pressed firmly against Theo’s.  Bernard thought it was a very territorial gesture, almost as if she were warning him against making a move on her husband.

The gesture made him wonder if he had been giving mixed signals over dinner.  He found Theo very appealing.  He had a commanding presence and a gentle spirit – a killer combination of fierce virility and warm thoughtfulness.  He was affable, spoke with a sexy British accent, wore stylish clothes, had an intense gaze, and could carry on interesting conversations about a broad range of topics.  

Actually, he had been worried that Theo would find his furtive glances at Jules problematic.  He was charmed by her French accent, her pursed lips, luminous skin, and the beautiful brunette hair that laid gently on her sexy shoulder.  

In reality, he found them both intriguing, and that unnerved him.  Since his divorce, his interest in sex had waned, perhaps a self-protective survival strategy.  But as the evening progressed, he felt a wave of sensations rush over him – the solidity and power of Theo’s body and the pleasing scent and grace of Jules’s.  He felt as if he were a vintner who had opened two different bottles of wine and was trying to identify complex textures, colors, and flavors. Both were pleasing, corpulent, and worthy of savoring.  

They finished their drinks, and Bernard excused himself, sarcastically trying to convince his hosts that he had a busy day ahead of him. 

“Before you leave,” Jules began, “I wanted to ask you something.”

Bernard nodded.

“Zoe told me you had held her legs earlier on the slopes, and the pain went away.”

“Ahh,” Bernard nodded.  “I did.”

“And the doctor was surprised there wasn’t a fracture and that the bruising had already subsided.”

Theo looked at Bernard with intrigue as Jules continued her questions.  Bernard stared back as if to affirm his suspicions and
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