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  Preface



Mont-Saint-Michel has always stood as a paradox—both island and abbey, fortress and sanctuary, isolated yet world-renowned. It rises from the sea like a question carved in stone: What remains hidden in the spaces between the tides?




In Murder at Mont-Saint-Michel, Grace Whitmore returns not just to a place of historical wonder, but into the heart of a centuries-old mystery that challenges her intellect, her courage, and her convictions. This story was born from my love of sacred places, where architecture and atmosphere hold secrets waiting to be uncovered—not just by archaeologists or scholars, but by curious souls willing to listen to the past.




Each book in the Grace Whitmore series stands on its own, yet they are all connected by a larger theme: that truth, no matter how long buried, always finds a way to the surface.




I invite you now to walk with Grace—across the shifting sands, into forgotten vaults, through the labyrinth of time and belief—where danger waits in silence, and revelation comes at a price.




Thank you for reading.




—David Hennessey

Mont-Saint-Michel, 2025
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Chapter One – Arrival with the Tide




Grace Whitmore leaned against the windowpane of the slow-moving train as the countryside of Brittany gave way to salt marshes and wide skies. The final leg of her journey to Mont-Saint-Michel was unlike anything she’d experienced before: a curious tension in the air, as if history itself were holding its breath. Off in the distance, shrouded in mist and sea spray, the island loomed like a cathedral adrift in time—half fortress, half fairytale.




She had read about Mont-Saint-Michel in travel books and seen it in films, but nothing prepared her for the raw presence of it. Perched atop a rocky outcrop and encircled by tides that moved with deceptive speed, it looked both sacred and forsaken. A place where secrets lingered in shadowed corners and the past clung to the stone like lichen.




As the train pulled into the tiny station at Pontorson, she gathered her satchel and suitcase and stepped onto the platform. The air was brisk and wet, briny with the scent of the sea, and gusts of wind tugged at her coat and scarf. A pale sun tried to cut through the cloud cover but only managed a muted glow that softened the landscape to grays and greens.




Waiting near the exit was a shuttle bound for the island. Grace hesitated a moment before boarding, her thoughts still spinning from the message that had drawn her here.




It had been only three days since the email arrived—cryptic and unnerving.

“Mlle. Whitmore, I require your discretion and curiosity. I’ve discovered something beneath the abbey archives that is both priceless and dangerous. Come quickly. We must speak before the tide turns.”

It was signed: Dr. Felix Durand, Historian – Mont-Saint-Michel.




Grace had researched him, of course. Durand was a respected medievalist specializing in lost manuscripts and ecclesiastical history, affiliated with a Paris university but living part-time on the island. Nothing in his academic background suggested melodrama—or danger. And yet, something in his tone had struck a nerve.




The shuttle rumbled forward, crossing the modern causeway that connected the mainland to the island. Around them, the bay stretched wide and shimmering, shallow waters creeping steadily toward the road. In a few hours, the sea would reclaim the land entirely, encircling Mont-Saint-Michel as it had for over a thousand years.




Grace stared out the window as the island drew near. A walled village snaked up the hill in tight spirals, ending at the soaring spire of the abbey, which pierced the sky like a sword. But what truly caught her attention were the gulls. They circled in restless patterns, louder and more erratic than she expected, their cries sharper than mere birdsong. Something in the air felt unsettled.




As she stepped off the shuttle and onto the cobbled entrance to the island, the wind picked up again, forcing her to tighten her coat. She followed the narrow street past shops peddling postcards and caramel sweets, past pilgrims with walking sticks and photographers jockeying for the perfect shot.




But Grace wasn’t here for sightseeing. She was here because someone had asked for her help. And now he wasn’t answering.




The inn was tucked along a quieter side lane, far from the crowds. L’Auberge Saint-Gildas, a creaky stone structure with a slanted roof and faded shutters. The door creaked as she entered, the scent of old wood, lavender, and something slightly damp greeting her like a memory.




Behind the counter stood a wiry woman in her sixties, with a tight bun and an expression that suggested she’d once run a boarding school for unruly boys.




“Bonsoir. You must be Mademoiselle Whitmore.”

Grace nodded. “Yes. Grace Whitmore. I have a reservation.”




The woman handed over a brass key with a wooden tag attached. “Room three. The stairs are narrow, mind your step.”




“I was told Dr. Felix Durand arranged the booking.”




The innkeeper’s eyes narrowed slightly. “He did. He also told me to expect you yesterday.”




“I took the night train from Avignon. Had to reroute through Paris.” Grace hesitated. “Is Dr. Durand in?”




Madame Rousseau looked past her, as if checking the doorway. “No. He has not returned since yesterday morning.”




“Returned from where?”




“That is the question.” The innkeeper lowered her voice. “He said he was going to the abbey. He left just before the tide rose. But no one’s seen him since.”




Grace felt a chill, though the room was warm. “Was that unusual?”




“For him? Very.” Rousseau leaned closer. “Dr. Durand was punctual. He kept to his routines. Always returned before nightfall. Never stayed out in the fog. He knew how dangerous it can be.”




“Dangerous?” Grace echoed.




Madame Rousseau nodded gravely. “The tides are swift. The stones slippery. And the abbey is… how do you say… uncooperative. Rooms change. Doors close on their own. Even the monks used to say that some parts were cursed.”




Grace’s hand curled around the brass key. “Has anyone gone to look for him?”




“The police were notified this morning. A local officer came and asked a few questions, but they think perhaps he just took a personal trip. You know how it is with scholars. They disappear into books.”




But Grace wasn’t convinced. She had the envelope in her coat pocket—a thick bundle of pages mailed two days before she arrived. Durand had left behind maps, handwritten notes, and half-translated Latin passages with scrawled margin comments like “confirmation?” and “dangerous if true.”




It didn’t feel like a man planning a vacation. It felt like a man trying to pass the torch before the fire reached him.




Grace climbed the winding staircase to Room Three and unlocked the door. The room was small but cozy—beamed ceilings, a window overlooking the rooftops, and a desk tucked beneath a reading lamp. She placed her satchel down, then opened the window. The tide had risen; the causeway now stood in water. The island was, for the time being, cut off from the world.




In the distance, the abbey loomed. Its spire vanished into mist.




The bells tolled.




Something was waiting.
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Chapter Two – The Historian’s Last Clue




The abbey bells still echoed in Grace’s ears as she sat at the narrow desk in her room, the evening light slanting through the leaded windowpanes. Outside, the tide had fully surrounded the island. The tourists had thinned, their footsteps now silent in the cobbled streets. What remained was the hush of stone and sea—and the weight of the mystery that had summoned her.




She carefully untied the thick envelope she’d received from Dr. Felix Durand. Its contents had been haunting her since the moment she first opened it on the train. Spread across the desk were half a dozen sheets of aged parchment, several notepad pages scribbled with rushed handwriting, and a photo—grainy, slightly blurred—of what looked like a hollowed recess in a stone wall, barely larger than a breadbox.




Her eyes kept returning to the notecard clipped to the top. It read:




“The truth was buried by monks, then forgotten by time. But the manuscript exists. I found the chamber.”

— F.D.




Grace exhaled slowly. She had seen her share of mysteries—solved murders in small French villages, outwitted liars and thieves—but this was something else. This was a riddle cloaked in centuries, the kind of enigma that tangled itself in legend and resisted illumination.




She read through the notepad pages again. Durand’s notes were a mix of Latin and French, peppered with abbreviations and underlined passages. He referenced an obscure 13th-century monk—Brother Alain du Cloitre—who claimed to have hidden “a record of judgment and heresy too dangerous for even the Holy See.” The final lines chilled her:




“If what I’ve deciphered is accurate, this isn’t just a lost manuscript. It’s a confession. Possibly from a pilgrim who never left the island alive.”




She needed more context. She needed to know where this supposed chamber was—and whether Durand had actually gone there before vanishing.




The inn had grown quiet. Madame Rousseau had disappeared into her quarters. The street outside her window was empty. Still, Grace felt watched. Or perhaps… anticipated.



OEBPS/40652a05adbd871011ed34dcbd041462c96924a9_smallRaw.jpg
A GRACE WHITMORE MYSTERY — BOOK FOUR








OEBPS/images/40652a05adbd871011ed34dcbd041462c96924a9_smallRaw.jpg
A GRACE WHITMORE MYSTERY — BOOK FOUR













