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  Preface



Zermatt. A jewel of the Swiss Alps, where majestic mountains meet charming chalets—and where secrets can freeze beneath the snow.




In this latest installment of the Grace Whitmore Mysteries, our intrepid American sleuth embarks on a scenic train ride aboard the Glacier Express. But what begins as a leisurely Alpine escape quickly descends into mystery when a fellow passenger ends up dead beneath the looming shadow of the Matterhorn.




Drawing inspiration from real Swiss landscapes and the timeless elegance of rail travel, Murder Beneath the Matterhorn combines suspense, wit, and a dash of European charm. Whether you’re a returning reader or new to the series, prepare yourself for a chilling ride through secrets buried deep in snowdrifts—and deeper still in the human heart.




– David G. Hennessey
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Chapter One - The Glacier Express




The Glacier Express wound its way like a scarlet thread through the pristine white of the Swiss Alps, a gleaming red lifeline against the snow-draped silence of the high mountains. Inside the warm, wood-paneled carriage, Grace Whitmore settled into her plush window seat and exhaled a long breath of contentment. The rhythmic hum of the electric locomotive soothed her nerves after a hectic few days of travel, and the panoramic glass walls offered a view that no painting could ever capture.




It was a picture of perfection: quaint villages nestled like gingerbread houses in snow, icy rivers that snaked through valleys, and pine forests dusted in powder. Occasionally, a pair of skiers would flash into view, vanishing again behind frosted trees. It was the kind of winter fantasy she had only seen on travel posters—until now.




Across from her sat an older gentleman, distinguished and silent, nose buried in a German-language newspaper. To her right, a honeymooning couple whispered and giggled, their cheeks rosy from the altitude. And just a few rows back, a young man with wire-rimmed glasses typed frantically on a laptop, occasionally glancing up as if afraid to miss a moment of the view. Every passenger, it seemed, had their story.




Grace’s story? It had begun in Tuscany, unraveled through Provence, and now, after a brief detour in Milan, had brought her to the snow-kissed realm of Switzerland. She had been writing again, slowly, healing herself with words. But if she was honest, part of her had also been running—from loss, from grief, from questions she still didn’t have the strength to answer. And now, she was hurtling through the Alps on a train that promised silence, solitude, and scenery.




But Grace knew better. The quietest places often held the loudest secrets.




The train slowed as it approached a towering viaduct, the Landwasser Bridge, a marvel of engineering that curved high above a frozen gorge. Cameras clicked and heads turned. Grace lifted her phone to take a photo but paused when she caught a flicker of movement in the reflection of the window. Someone was walking down the aisle—not a steward or conductor, but a woman in a charcoal gray coat, her face partially obscured by a wide-brimmed hat and dark glasses.




The woman moved with purpose, her eyes scanning each row of passengers. When she passed Grace’s seat, a faint trace of perfume lingered—something floral with an edge of clove. The woman paused momentarily as if recognizing someone, then quickly moved on.




Grace turned slightly in her seat to watch her go. Odd, she thought. The woman didn’t seem to belong. There was a stiffness to her movements, a guardedness. She wasn’t a tourist, that was for sure. Perhaps Swiss, perhaps not. But whoever she was, she didn’t want to be noticed—and in Grace’s experience, that was always worth noticing.




A steward rolled a silver cart down the aisle, offering coffee, hot chocolate, and delicate pastries. Grace chose a cinnamon roll and a steaming mug of thick Swiss cocoa. As she sipped, the snow outside began to fall more heavily, soft flakes blurring the landscape into a dreamlike haze.




“Quite the view, isn’t it?” the man with the newspaper suddenly said, lowering the paper to reveal intelligent gray eyes and a faint British accent.




Grace smiled politely. “Breathtaking.”




“First time on the Glacier Express?”




“Yes. And you?”




“Third,” he said, folding the paper carefully. “Retired geologist. My wife used to say I’d trade a good view for a good book. I say, why not both?”




Grace chuckled. “I’m Grace.”




“Jonathan Talbot,” he replied, offering his hand. “Pleasure.”




They exchanged a few more pleasantries, but Grace’s attention was drifting again. Something about that woman. She looked down the aisle, but the figure in gray had disappeared, either into the next carriage or perhaps into the restroom. Still, Grace felt the faintest prickle of unease.




The Glacier Express continued its climb, winding past icy tunnels and steep ravines. As the elevation rose, the temperature dropped, and Grace pulled her coat tighter. She leaned her head against the glass, letting her eyes scan the white wilderness.




Then, like a discordant note in a symphony, she heard it—a thump. Soft, but distinct. Somewhere in the next carriage.




She sat upright. So did Jonathan.




“Did you hear that?” he asked.




“I did.”




It could have been a suitcase falling. Or a door slamming. But neither explanation quite settled her growing sense of dread.




Moments later, a conductor entered the carriage briskly, whispering to a steward near the service area. The steward’s eyes widened, and he nodded before hurrying off.




Grace’s instincts flared. Something had happened.




The conductor turned to the passengers. “Ladies and gentlemen, we’ll be making a brief stop just ahead for an unscheduled inspection. Please remain seated. Your cooperation is appreciated.”




Jonathan raised an eyebrow. “Unscheduled?”




Grace didn’t respond. She was already rising from her seat.




“Excuse me,” she said. “I think I’ll stretch my legs.”




She made her way toward the rear of the carriage, feigning casual interest. As she stepped through the vestibule and into the next car, the scene ahead stopped her cold.




A crowd had gathered near the lavatory. A steward stood with arms out, trying to keep people back. Grace could see the lower half of a figure sprawled across the narrow floor. A leg jutted out—elegant trousers, heeled boot, a smear of red against white tile.




It was the woman in gray.




Grace felt a shiver not from the cold, but from certainty.




Her Alpine escape was over.




The mystery had already boarded the train.
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Chapter Two - A Stranger in Carriage Four




The Glacier Express had come to a halt between stations, the hush of the snowy wilderness outside mirrored by the stunned silence inside. Grace stood near the door of Carriage Four, her breath visible in the cooler vestibule air, eyes fixed on the lifeless body now partially hidden by a makeshift privacy curtain hastily hung by the conductor.




The woman in gray. Still. Crumpled like a forgotten coat. Her wide-brimmed hat lay several feet away, its rim bent, her sunglasses shattered on the floor nearby. The red Grace had seen before wasn’t lipstick—it was blood, pooled darkly beneath the woman’s head, smeared across the white tile.




Grace’s first instinct was to move forward, to kneel, to see if anything could be done. But one look at the conductor’s expression confirmed what she already suspected. It was too late.




The steward who had first found her—young, shaken, trying to appear calm—stood with his back to the wall, murmuring into a radio handset. Passengers behind Grace whispered and craned their necks, trying to get a better look.




“She collapsed,” the steward said, voice cracking as he turned to the conductor. “I—I thought she was just—just sick, maybe fainted. But then I saw the blood.”




The conductor turned toward Grace. “Madam, please return to your seat. We’ll be requesting the local authorities in Zermatt. The train must remain secure.”




“I understand,” she said, not moving.




“I’m serious,” he said more firmly. “We’ve called ahead. The police will meet us as soon as we reach the station. Until then, no one moves through the train unless absolutely necessary.”




“She was in my carriage,” Grace said quietly. “She walked past me not twenty minutes ago.”




His expression changed at that—less irritation, more consideration. “Did you notice anything unusual about her behavior?”




“Yes,” Grace replied. “She seemed nervous. She was looking for someone, or avoiding someone.”




The conductor nodded slowly, then gestured toward the aisle. “Please, madam. Let us handle this.”




Reluctantly, Grace returned to her seat in Carriage Three, her thoughts racing. Jonathan Talbot was still there, sipping lukewarm tea, a deep frown furrowing his brow.




“Was it her?” he asked.




Grace nodded. “The woman in gray.”

“What happened?”




“She’s dead. Blood on the floor. I don’t think it was natural causes.”




Talbot pursed his lips. “Tragic. And you think it was… what? Foul play?”




Grace stared out the window at the blanket of snow. “I don’t know. But if it was, then someone on this train is responsible.”




The train shuddered, then slowly resumed its journey. Outside, the Swiss countryside rolled by, untouched and serene. But inside, a sense of unease hung in the air like steam from a teacup.
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