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White Mountain
Adventure



About this book

When eight-year-old Sarah finds a faded trail map tucked inside
her grandmother’s old recipe book in Boston, an ordinary
Saturday turns into the start of a brilliant adventure. Her best
friend, also called Sarah, is delighted by the mix-up
possibilities, and together the two girls race through
brownstone streets, harbour wind and family stories to uncover
why Grandma has kept the map secret for so long. The clue
points far beyond the city, to the towering White Mountain,
where Grandma once lost something she never stopped hoping
to find.

But the journey is not just a fun trip out of Boston. As the three
set off with a squeaky rucksack, a stubborn picnic basket and a
list of puzzling landmarks, the mountain trail tests the girls’
courage, patience and friendship in surprising ways. Grandma
knows more than she is saying, and when the two Sarahs
discover a hidden marker carved with their shared name, they
realise this adventure may be connected to their families in a
way heither expected. What exactly is waiting for them at the
top of White Mountain?
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The Map in the Recipe Book

Rain tapped at Grandma's kitchen window in a neat, determined
rhythm, and the whole room smelt of cinnamon, butter and wet
coats drying by the radiator. Sarah stood on a wooden stool
beside the table, sifting flour into a yellow bowl while the other
Sarah leaned over the recipe book and tried to read Grandma's
handwriting upside down. Outside, Boston looked grey and
shiny, with the brownstones across the street blurred by drizzle.

Whenever Grandma called Sarah, both girls answered, which
usually led to biscuit dough on the wrong sleeve or spoons
being handed to the wrong person. That morning the muddle
was especially silly because both girls had rolled their sleeves
up to the elbows and dusted their noses with flour without
noticing. Grandma said the kitchen had more Sarah per square
foot than any room in Massachusetts, and the two girls nearly
laughed the eggs off the table.

The recipe book was older than either of them had ever asked
about. Its red cover had faded to a tired brick colour, and
several pages were swollen from years of steam, splashes and
hasty hands. When Sarah turned one page too quickly,
something thin and crackling slipped from the centre and
floated to the floor. It was not a recipe card at all, but a folded
piece of paper the colour of weak tea, creased so many times it
looked like a little square of bark.

Other Sarah snatched it up before a drip from the washing line
could reach it, and together they unfolded it with the sort of
care usually reserved for baby birds and old Christmas






ornaments. A mountain trail had been sketched in pencil across
the middle, with sharp zigzags climbing towards a blunt,
white-capped peak. In one corner, in ink faded almost to smoke,
were the words White Mountain, and beneath them a list of
landmarks written in smaller, hurried letters.

Grandma had been reaching for the sugar tin. At the sight of the
map, her hand stopped in the air. The spoon she was holding
made a tiny metal tap against the bowl, and for a moment the
rain seemed louder than before. Sarah had never seen Grandma
look frightened of paper, but that was exactly how she looked
now, as though the map might spring up and say something she
had spent years trying not to hear.

Sarah bent closer. There were odd notes around the edge: bent
birch, laughing brook, stone like a whale, ladder ridge. On the
back, where the paper had been folded against itself, there was
a flour thumbprint far older than the fresh flour on the table.
Someone had once written Do not lose heart before the
wind-turn, then crossed out one word so hard the pencil had
almost cut the page.

Naturally, the two girls decided at once that this meant treasure.
Other Sarah suggested a crown, a pirate chest or at least an
emergency chocolate supply hidden decades earlier by brave
mountain bakers. Sarah thought it was more likely to be a letter,
a family secret or a mysterious key. Grandma did not smile at
either guess. She took off her spectacles, cleaned them slowly
on her apron and put them back on, which usually meant she
was buying time.



It is an old trail map, she said at last, though her voice sounded
too careful for something ordinary. Very old. Older than my best
mixing bowl and perhaps older than my good sense. She
reached for it, then stopped again, as if touching it might wake
the memory properly. Sarah noticed that Grandma's fingers had
begun to curl inwards the way they did when a story wanted to
come out but had not yet decided whether it trusted the room.

The other Sarah, who was rarely polite when adventure was on
offer, asked straight away why a trail map was hiding in a recipe
book. Grandma looked towards the window, where the rain had
thinned enough to show the dark line of rooftops and a slice of
distant harbour sky. She said some things are easier to tuck
beside sponge cake instructions than to leave in drawers,
especially if you do not wish to think about them every day.

Sarah picked up the map again and felt its crisp edges against
her fingertips. It did not feel frightening. It felt expectant, like a
hand raised in class waiting to be chosen. When Grandma
finally looked back at the girls, her face had softened, though
the surprise had not left it entirely. She closed the recipe book,
set the bowl aside and said that if the map had decided to
appear after all these years, perhaps it was time she told them
what White Mountain had once taken from her.



Two Sarahs and One Secret

By the next morning the rain had gone, but the city still gleamed
as if it had been polished overnight. Sarah hurried down the
brownstone steps with her notebook tucked into her jumper,
while Sarah Reed bounced behind her carrying two pencils,
three hair clips, a magnifying glass and no sensible reason for
any of them. The air coming off the harbour was sharp and
bright, and both girls walked as if the pavement itself were
asking them to hurry.

Grandma had set the kitchen table as though expecting a
serious meeting. There was tea for herself, milk for the girls,
toast in a blue rack and the folded map placed carefully on a
clean tea towel. She had even moved the mixing bowls away,
which made Sarah understand that this was not one of
Grandma's cheerful stories about burnt puddings and stubborn
seagulls. This one required elbows off the table and proper
listening.

She began with a summer when she was twelve, long before
Boston traffic sounded the way it did now and long before she
had any grandchildren to fuss over. Her own best friend had
been a girl called Sarah Carter, lively, stubborn and clever
enough to make any plan sound reasonable. The two of them
had climbed White Mountain with a youth walking group and too
much confidence. Grandma said they were so certain of their
ability that the mountain probably laughed behind its trees.






On the second day of that old trip, she explained, Sarah Carter
had hidden a small tin near the summit. It was meant to be a
surprise they would open together after lunch, a silly ceremony
for the end of their grand climb. But weather rolled in faster than
the leaders expected. There was fog, then rain, then shouting,
and in the confusion the group was hurried down a different
path. The tin was left behind, and the exact place was lost.

Other Sarah asked what had been inside. Grandma rubbed her
thumb against the rim of her teacup before answering. A brass
compass that had belonged to her mother, she said, a
photograph of the two girls, a card with a recipe for cloud
biscuits, and something else. At that, her voice thinned a little.
Sarah saw that this last thing mattered most. Grandma admitted
it had been a letter from Sarah Carter, one she had never had
the chance to read.

That was why the map had ended up in the recipe book. She
had copied the trail from memory when she was older, then
tucked it away with the recipes because the biscuit card was
part of the story and because kitchens are where unfinished
feelings go when people do not know where else to put them.
She tried more than once to go back, but life kept interrupting
with jobs, iliness, rent, family and all the ordinary noise that can
smother a promise.

Sarah looked down at the pencilled landmarks and imagined a
letter sitting in darkness for decades, waiting in a tin while
seasons piled leaves and snow above it. That felt too strange to
be sad in a normal way. It felt like a clock had been forgotten
under the ground and was somehow still ticking. Other Sarah
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said it was completely unreasonable to leave an unread letter on
a mountain for half a century, and then, more softly, asked if
Grandma still wanted to find it.

Grandma admitted that she did, though she had long ago
stopped believing she deserved to. She had quarrelled with
Sarah Carter the morning of the storm over something silly and
sharp. It might have been about a shortcut, or about who was
always supposed to lead, or perhaps about pride disguised as
practicality. The details had worn away, but the feeling
remained. She had carried the weight of that unfinished moment
for years like a stone in an apron pocket.

The girls exchanged a glance that only best friends can
manage, full of agreement before any words arrive. If a
mountain was holding an unread letter and a recipe for cloud
biscuits, then clearly action was required. Grandma noticed at
once. She tried to say the trail was too long and the weather too
changeable and that adventurous ideas often look smaller from
the safety of a kitchen. Yet even as she listed objections, Sarah
could hear the weakness in them.
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By the time the toast rack was empty, a plan had formed almost
in spite of Grandma's caution. They would go the coming
weekend, drive out of Boston at dawn, take proper supplies and
treat the climb as a family expedition rather than a wild charge
into legend. Grandma insisted on sensible shoes, waterproofs
and obedience. Other Sarah insisted on sandwiches and victory
biscuits. Sarah, holding the map flat beneath both palms,
thought that for the first time the secret looked less like a
burden and more like a path.
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Preparations and Promises

The week before the journey stretched and zipped past at the
same time, as exciting weeks always do. In school, Sarah found
herself drawing tiny mountain outlines in the corners of her
maths book whenever she was meant to be dividing numbers.
Other Sarah passed notes suggesting dramatic expedition
names and emergency codes for when one Sarah was needed
but both arrived. By Thursday they had settled on Blue Sarah
and Red Sarah according to their rucksacks, although they
changed their minds every hour.

After lessons, they met Grandma in the Public Garden with the
map protected in a clear folder and a library book about
mountain safety balanced on top. Ducks cruised across the
pond as if they personally disapproved of poor planning.
Grandma took the task seriously. She showed them how
contour lines meant steepness, why weather on a mountain
could change faster than weather beside the Charles, and how
a path that looks short on paper can feel very long when it
points upwards.

At home, Sarah spread everything she might possibly need
across her bed: socks, plasters, torch, notebook, two pencils,
one lucky marble, a raincoat and three hairbands for reasons
that made sense only to her. Her mother helped her choose
what was practical and what was simply hopeful clutter. The
lucky marble had to stay behind. The notebook did not. Sarah
slipped the map copy between its pages and felt suddenly
official, like a junior explorer with very tidy handwriting.
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Other Sarah approached packing with less caution and more
volume. By Friday evening she had filled half a bag with snacks,
a scarf she called mountain dramatic, a tiny whistle, a rubber
frog and a torch the size of a loaf. Grandma made her empty the
whole thing onto the kitchen table and explain each item. The
rubber frog was rejected immediately. The scarf was allowed.
The torch stayed after proving it could actually light a dark
cupboard instead of merely looking heroic.

Grandma found an old green rucksack at the back of her
hallway cupboard, one she said had survived weather, trains,
picnics and one regrettable incident involving raspberry squash.
Every time the top buckle moved, it gave off a high squeak like
a mouse objecting to responsibility. The girls adored it at once.
Grandma said it was not adorable, only serviceable, but even
she smiled when Other Sarah made it squeak in reply to every
instruction as if the bag were joining the conversation.

The picnic basket proved far less cooperative. It had a lid that
never shut cleanly unless someone sat on it, and its handle
leaned to one side like a stubborn elbow. Grandma refused to
leave it behind because, according to her, good food prevents
at least half the mistakes people make outdoors. She packed
sandwiches, apples, cheese, cloud biscuits and a flask of soup
with the solemn concentration of an engineer constructing a
bridge. Sarah suspected the basket weighed more than either

girl.

On Friday night Grandma brought out a photograph from a
biscuit tin in her dresser. It showed her at twelve, all elbows and
determination, standing beside another girl on a rocky path. The
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second girl's face had been bent beneath the corner of the
picture and worn pale with age, but the shape of her smile was
still visible. Sarah knew at once that this must be Sarah Carter. It
felt peculiar to look at a person who was both completely
unknown and already important.

Grandma did not say much as they studied the picture. She only
smoothed the edges with one finger and admitted that some
memories become so precious you stop touching them, for fear
they might crumble. Sarah wanted to ask whether the letter
might explain the old quarrel, whether Sarah Carter had forgiven
her, whether one unread page could matter for so long. Instead
she asked if the mountain would remember the way. Grandma
answered that mountains remember everything, but they are
not always in a hurry to tell.

Before bed, the three of them sat at the kitchen table and
copied the landmark list onto fresh paper in case the original
map tore on the trail. Bent birch. Laughing brook. Stone like a
whale. Ladder ridge. Wind-turn. White cairn. The names
sounded half like directions and half like parts of a spell. Other
Sarah read them aloud in a booming explorer voice until
Grandma threatened to send her up the mountain with only
celery and common sense.

When Sarah finally climbed under her duvet, she did not fall
asleep at once. She could hear city sounds drifting through the
cracked window: a late bus, footsteps on wet pavement, the
faint thrum of traffic beyond the neighbourhood. Somewhere
beyond all that waited trees, granite, wind and an unread letter
older than her parents. She lay awake smiling into the dark, not
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because she was certain of success, but because the adventure
had become real enough to make the ordinary ceiling above her
look temporary.
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Out of Boston

They left Boston before sunrise, when the streets were still
yawning themselves awake and shop windows held only faint
reflections of streetlamps. Grandma drove with both hands
steady on the wheel, the map folder tucked safely beside her
and the green rucksack squeaking every time the car went over
a pothole. Sarah sat in the back with Other Sarah and the picnic
basket between them like a difficult third passenger. The city
slid past in strips of brick, steel, traffic lights and bakery steam.

As they crossed out of the denser streets, Sarah turned for one
last look at the skyline. It looked smaller than usual, softened by
pale morning mist, and she suddenly understood how strange it
was to be following a clue beyond all the places she knew by
heart. Other Sarah pressed her nose to the glass and
announced every interesting thing they passed, including a
truck full of oranges, a dog in a raincoat and one sign
advertising maple sweets so large it nearly caused her to miss
an entire bridge.

Grandma did not hurry. She liked long drives done properly,
with clear directions, well-timed stops and no foolish attempts
to save three minutes by becoming lost for forty. The girls soon
learned that this kind of travelling had its own rhythm. They
watched neighbourhoods give way to wider roads, roads give
way to stretches of trees, and trees deepen from city edging
into genuine forest. The air at each service stop felt cooler and
cleaner, as though they were steadily climbing into a different
sort of day.
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For a while they talked only about ordinary things. Which
sandwich would be best on a mountain. Whether squirrels
judged people. Whether clouds looked more important from
above. Then Grandma began to tell small stories from the old
trip, not the painful parts but the bright scraps she could carry
without flinching. She and Sarah Carter had sung nonsense
songs, argued about the best path, shared boiled sweets and
once been told off for trying to rename three boulders after
schoolteachers.

The more she spoke, the younger she seemed, not in face but in
voice. Sarah could hear a quickness there, a memory of the girl
in the faded photograph. Other Sarah noticed it too and went
quiet for a little while, which was rare enough to count as
weather. Grandma said she and Sarah Carter were the sort of
friends who made everything slightly louder and slightly more
possible. Sarah glanced at her own best friend and felt the
sentence settle warmly inside her.

By late morning the road had narrowed and begun to curl. Hills
rose into mountains with shoulders of dark fir and bare rock
catching the sun. White Mountain appeared first as a pale shape
beyond closer ridges, then as something enormous and solid
that made the map seem suddenly very small. Sarah had
imagined it many times during the week, but imagination had
never given it this much height or this much silence.

They stopped at a trailhead car park where a wooden board
held maps, weather notes and a cluster of leaflets flapping in
the breeze. A ranger in a green jacket greeted them and
reminded everyone that mountain weather changed quickly,
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that paths should be respected and that picnics must be packed
in and out. Other Sarah nodded with such great seriousness that
Sarah suspected she was pretending to be an assistant ranger
for the occasion. Grandma asked a few practical questions in a
tone that made it clear she had not forgotten how to prepare.

Boots laced, water bottles checked, hats found and then lost
and then found again, they stood for a moment at the edge of
the path. The trail led beneath tall trees whose trunks rose like
pillars into cool green light. Somewhere deeper in, unseen water
ran over stones with a sound too lively to be called quiet. Sarah
felt a fizz of nerves under her ribs. Excitement in Boston had
been tidy and bright. Here it had become bigger, wilder and
harder to hold.

Grandma locked the car and adjusted the strap of the squeaky
rucksack over her shoulder. The noise it made in the mountain
air was absurdly cheerful. She looked from one girl to the other
and gave instructions that had clearly been rehearsed in her
head: stay together, say if you are tired, keep an eye on the sky,
and no heroic dashing ahead for the sake of a dramatic story
later. Other Sarah saluted. Sarah promised properly. The picnic
basket tilted in disagreement.

Then they stepped under the trees, and the morning seemed to
change shape around them. The road, the signs and the parked
cars slipped behind. Pine scent replaced petrol, birdsong
replaced traffic, and the ground beneath Sarah's boots stopped
being pavement and became root, earth and stone. She had
expected the adventure to begin with some grand trumpet
feeling. Instead it began with a cool breath of forest air and the
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simple knowledge that they were no longer merely talking about
the map. They were inside it.
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The Trail Begins

The first part of the path climbed gently enough to make
everyone feel optimistic. Sunlight slipped through the branches
in bright patches, and the girls took turns matching the map to
whatever appeared ahead. When they found the bent birch
marked on the list, it looked exactly as promised, leaning over
the trail with a pale trunk twisted like a dancer’'s arm. Other
Sarah bowed to it as if greeting an elderly aunt, and even
Grandma laughed.

Soon after came the laughing brook, which earned its name
honestly. Water rushed over stones in quick silver leaps, making
a sound so lively that Sarah understood why whoever wrote the
clue had chosen that word. A narrow plank bridge crossed it,
dark with damp and just wide enough for one careful person at
a time. The girls went first under Grandma's watchful eye, then
turned to cheer her across with such enthusiasm that a nearby
squirrel bolted up a tree in alarm.

Beyond the brook the climb steepened. Roots ribbed the
ground, and the air felt cooler under the pines. The picnic
basket began to reveal itself as a villain with a woven handle. It
knocked against Grandma's leg, caught on branches and once
attempted to tip itself downhill when Other Sarah set it on a
sloping rock. Grandma said that if it misbehaved again she
would leave it with the first respectful marmot they met. Sarah
loved the idea of a marmot taking charge of soup.
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At a clearing filled with ferns, they stopped for water and
checked the map again. The pencil line ran onward towards the
stone like a whale, which sounded either obvious or impossible.
Sarah studied the slope above them and tried to think the way
the long-ago girls might have thought. Which rock would a child
remember years later? Which shape would stay bright in the
mind? The mountain no longer felt like a puzzle on paper. It felt
like another person, giving clues in its own language.

They found the whale by accident and then believed, as often
happens with clues, that they had known it all along. It was an
enormous grey boulder pushed out from the hillside, rounded at
one end and split by a white streak that looked like a grin. Other
Sarah climbed onto the lower side and declared herself captain
of the granite whale, setting sail for cloud biscuits and glory.
Grandma told her to come down before the whale rolled into
legal trouble.

With each landmark, Grandma's expression changed. She still
looked cautious, but some of the tightness around her mouth
had eased. Sarah noticed that her grandmother no longer
handled the map as though it might burn her fingers. Instead
she traced the pencilled route with something close to wonder.
Once, when the girls ran a little ahead and then turned back,
Sarah caught Grandma looking up the trail with a face full of
recognition, as if an old tune were being played after years of
silence.

By midday they reached a patch of sun-warmed rock where
they decided to eat. The basket finally proved its worth by
producing sandwiches that had remained miraculously flat,
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apples polished bright against the cloth and cloud biscuits that
tasted of lemon and sugar. The girls ate with the fierce appetite
that only walking seems to produce. Even Grandma admitted
that the basket had perhaps earned one more hour of
employment.

During lunch, Other Sarah asked what Sarah Carter had been
like when she was cross. Grandma considered this and said she
had gone very quiet, which was more alarming than shouting.
Sarah tried to picture a silent version of her lively friend and
failed completely. Grandma smiled at that. She said every good
friend carries a few surprises, and the trick is not to stop loving
them when you discover they are not built exactly like you.

After lunch the trees thinned and the path became stonier. Wind
moved more freely across the slope, carrying the smell of sun
on granite and distant rain somewhere too far away to matter
yet. Sarah felt tired for the first time, a pleasant heaviness in her
legs that also made her proud. She was not merely on an outing.
She was climbing a mountain that had once held part of her
grandmother’s life out of reach.
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When the trail forked around a scrubby bank, the map offered
only a smudged line and a faint arrow. Grandma hesitated.
Other Sarah favoured the steeper branch at once, mostly
because it looked dramatic. Sarah crouched beside the ground
and noticed scuffed earth, older stones set like steps and a
faded blaze on a trunk higher up. She pointed left. Grandma
looked, nodded and said that this was exactly why expeditions
require more than enthusiasm. Sarah glowed all the way to the
next bend.
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The Birches, the Brook and the
Argument

The higher they climbed, the more the mountain demanded
attention. The path narrowed along a slope of loose stones, and
conversation came in shorter pieces between careful steps.
Wind kept tugging at hats and hems as though testing which
things were firmly attached to the world. Other Sarah loved the
exposed feeling of it and moved ahead whenever she thought
no one was watching. Sarah preferred to notice where her
boots landed and disliked how quickly the drop beside the trail
had begun to matter.

At first their differences were useful. One girl spotted
possibilities; the other checked them. One made jokes
whenever the climb grew stern; the other kept count of water
breaks and remembered where the map was folded. But useful
differences can start to grate when everyone is warm, tired and
slightly hungry at the wrong hour. When the path reached a
patch of scrub and split into three faint tracks, Other Sarah
insisted the topmost line was clearly the right one because it led
upwards with confidence.

Sarah disagreed. The map showed a curl near the ridge, not a
straight strike. She pointed to a line of older stones
disappearing through the middle track and argued that people
had walked there before. Other Sarah said that old stones could
belong to anything and that not every correct path looks tidy.
Sarah said not every dramatic path deserves admiration. The
words were not terrible, but they were sharper than either girl

29






meant them to be, and once sharp words begin, pride tends to
fan them.

Grandma let the quarrel run for perhaps ten seconds before
stopping dead and planting the picnic basket on a boulder with
enough force to silence even the squeaky rucksack. She did not
raise her voice. That made it much more effective. She said the
mountain was not interested in hearing which Sarah was
cleverest and would happily trip both if they preferred
competition to cooperation. Then she took a deep breath and
admitted that pride had once muddled her own judgement too.

That confession changed the air. Sarah stared at her boots.
Other Sarah pulled a face at the bushes as if apologising to
them. Grandma pointed out that both girls had good reasons.
One was reading the ground; the other was reading the
mountain’s shape. So they tested all three possibilities together.
On the highest track, the soil gave way quickly to rough brush.
On the lowest, muddy prints led downhill. The middle line
curved upwards exactly as Sarah had guessed, but it opened
onto a ledge Other Sarah had noticed from below.
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Once the right path was chosen, no one said | told you so. That
was perhaps the most grown-up decision of the day. Instead
they walked on quietly until Other Sarah nudged Sarah'’s
shoulder and muttered that dramatic paths occasionally have
their uses. Sarah replied that old stones do too. The apology
was clumsy, but it worked. By the next bend they were sharing
a packet of raisins and inventing a new rule that any argument
lasting longer than a minute must be interrupted by snacks or
silliness.

The ledge ahead gave them a wide view across folds of
forested hills and far-off blue ridges layered like painted paper.
Even Sarah, who had been cross, forgot herself and stared. The
wind was stronger there, clean and wild, and the clouds now
moved faster than they had below. Grandma checked the sky
longer than before. She said they still had time, but the
mountain was reminding them not to dawdle. Other Sarah
promised not to dawdle dramatically.

Near the end of the ledge they found another clue without
realising it at first. A birch stump, long dead and silvered by
weather, stood beside a cluster of stones. At its base was a
rusted tin peg hammered into the ground at an angle. Grandma
crouched with surprising speed and brushed away grit. She
remembered it then, she said. Their walking leader had marked
a rest point there on the old trip. Sarah felt a thrill rise through
her tiredness. They were not only following a map now; they
were crossing actual footprints of the past.
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Yet the discovery made Grandma thoughtful again. She sat on
the stump and gazed upslope as if listening to voices no one
else could hear. Sarah wondered whether returning to an old
place was always like this, part comfort and part ache. Other
Sarah, gentler after the quarrel, offered her a biscuit without
making a joke first. Grandma took it and smiled. She said
mountains can keep memories folded into them the way houses
keep warmth in walls.

By late afternoon the trail entered a band of fir trees so dense
that the light turned mossy and cool. The ground was springier
there, muffling footsteps, and the sky vanished except for thin
strips overhead. According to the map, a shelter used by
walkers long ago should lie somewhere nearby. Sarah felt
relieved at the idea of a roof, however simple. The day had
been full, the climb had grown serious, and somewhere above
them waited not only the missing tin but also the moment when
old mistakes and new courage would have to meet.
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Rain on the Ridge

The shelter appeared just as the first cold drop landed on
Sarah’s wrist. It was not much more than a wooden lean-to
backed against a rise of stone, but to the three travellers it
looked as grand as a castle. They ducked inside as the drizzle
thickened into proper rain. The roof rattled, the wind swung
needles from the fir branches and the world outside blurred into
silver threads. Other Sarah announced that she had always
trusted this shelter completely, despite never having met it
before.

Grandma set the picnic basket down with a groan and began
checking everything for damp. The girls shook out their sleeves,
peeled off wet hats and sat shoulder to shoulder on the rough
bench. Rain on mountain wood sounded different from rain in
Boston. In the city it tapped windows and guttering. Here it
hissed through trees, drummed on the roof and seemed to
come from every direction at once. Sarah found the sound both
cosy and slightly alarming, as if the mountain were muttering
around them.

For a while they drank soup from small cups and pretended this
was all part of an elegant plan. Then thunder rolled somewhere
distant, not fierce yet but serious enough to deepen the pause
between everyone's sentences. Grandma looked at the map
and then at the rain. She said they would wait, perhaps for an
hour, perhaps longer, and no one argued. Outside, the trail they
had climbed was already turning dark and slick. The decision
felt obvious and wise.
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Perhaps because waiting leaves room for old thoughts,
Grandma began speaking again in a quieter voice than before.
She said the storm on her childhood climb had sounded much
like this at first, only farther away, easy to ignore if you were
busy pretending you knew everything. She and Sarah Carter
had quarrelled earlier that day about the hidden tin. Sarah Carter
wanted the surprise to remain a surprise until the summit.
Grandma wanted to peek straight away. Both had been certain
their own way proved good sense.

The quarrel was silly, she admitted, but silly quarrels can swell
when pride feeds them. By the time the clouds broke, the girls
were walking apart and saying very little. Then leaders began
calling everyone down, and the chance to mend the mood
vanished into urgency. Grandma had never learnt what the
unread letter said because she and Sarah Carter were
separated during the scramble to descend. Shortly afterwards
Sarah Carter's family moved away so suddenly that no proper
goodbye ever came.

Sarah listened with the alert stillness that difficult truths create.
She had imagined the lost letter as a sad object, but not the
sharpness around it. It was not only about a missing tin. It was
about a sentence never heard, an apology never made, a
friendship stopped in the middle of itself. Other Sarah leaned
forward and asked the question Sarah had been holding back.
Had Grandma ever blamed the mountain? Grandma thought for
a moment and said no. She had blamed silence more.
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The answer hung in the shelter with the smell of wet wool and
pine. Sarah looked at her grandmother’s face and noticed how
tired honesty could make a person seem, and also how much
lighter. Other Sarah said, very matter-of-factly, that then they
were definitely finding the tin because silence had already had
far too many years. Grandma laughed, a proper laugh this time,
and the sound cut through the rain like a lamp switched on.

As the shower eased, Sarah wandered to the edge of the shelter
and peered out. Mist curled between the trunks. Drops clung to
every needle and twig so that the whole forest glittered without
sunshine. Near the path she noticed a flat stone half hidden by
moss, marked with a groove that might once have been
deliberate. When she brushed water away, the line looked
almost like the tail of an S. She called the others over, but the
rain had darkened everything too much for certainty.

Grandma knelt beside the stone and touched the moss with
unexpected tenderness. She said perhaps tomorrow would
show them more clearly. The sky by then was brightening in
torn patches, and the thunder had moved away. They agreed to
stay the night in a nearby walker's cabin lower down the slope,
then set off again early. Sarah was secretly glad. She wanted
the search to continue, but she also wanted to meet the next
clues in proper light, not in a forest that kept turning itself to
silver and shadow.

When they reached the cabin at dusk, the storm had rinsed the
air so clean that every pine smelt sharper and every rock looked
newly made. The girls rolled themselves into sleeping bags
while Grandma hung damp things to dry and checked the map
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one last time. As Sarah drifted towards sleep, she heard the
squeaky rucksack complain softly from its hook and the wind
move over the roof. Somewhere up the mountain, beneath moss
or stone or memory, an unread letter had survived another wet
night. One more would not defeat it.
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The Name on the Stone

Morning arrived clear and bright, the sort of mountain morning
that makes yesterday’s storm seem like a story told by someone
else. Water still dripped from branches, and the path steamed
faintly where sunlight reached it. The girls set off after a quick
breakfast, boots damp but spirits sharp. Sarah felt the steady
thrill of returning to the half-seen stone from the previous
evening. Some clues, once noticed, tug at the mind until they
are properly looked at.

When they reached the spot beside the shelter, the moss-dark
rock was easy to find. In daylight the groove was not random at
all. It curved and bent with intent, and as the girls brushed away
more moss using twigs and patient fingers, three more letters
emerged. S. A. R. Then, lower down and more worn than the
rest, the beginning of another A. The name was not complete,
but it was unmistakable enough to make both girls gasp at once.

Other Sarah was the first to laugh. She said the mountain clearly
knew how to get attention. Sarah felt a shiver run through her
that was not fear exactly, but something close to recognition. To
see her own name cut into stone on a trail she had never walked
before was wonderfully odd. Grandma sat back on her heels
and covered her mouth with one hand. She looked startled, then
deeply moved, as though a voice from years ago had spoken
not through words but through shape.

She explained that Sarah Carter used to carve her name onto
scraps of driftwood and fallen bark whenever they went
anywhere adventurous. Not to claim places, she said, but to
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prove they had laughed there. She had forgotten that habit until
now. The half-buried marker must have been made during the
old climb, perhaps at a rest stop, perhaps as a private joke
pointing the way to the hidden tin. Other Sarah ran a finger just
above the carving without touching it, suddenly respectful.

Beside the stone, wedged under roots, Sarah noticed something
else glinting. It was only a small brass tack, green with age, but
when Grandma wiped it clean on her sleeve the head showed a
tiny stamped compass rose. Her breath caught. She said it
matched the little compass inside the missing tin, a set bought
at a museum gift shop when she and Sarah Carter had been
saving up courage for the trip. The mountain, it seemed, was no
longer offering hints. It was offering evidence.

The marker changed their mood completely. No one doubted
the map now. They followed the next section with renewed
attention, climbing through scrub and over pale slabs where
lichens made maps of their own. At one point the trail crossed a
seam of open rock, and the girls had to spread out to search for
blazes. Sarah found a faint scratch on the stone, shaped like an
arrow or perhaps just weather. Other Sarah found a cairn hardly
taller than a boot. Together they made the path appear.

Near midday the trail bent around a shoulder of the mountain
and opened onto a shelf of rock facing east. The wind there was
strong enough to steal words straight from mouths. Grandma
called them close and pointed to a notch in the ridge ahead.
Ladder ridge, she said, because the old path once climbed it in
sharp stone steps. The name on the map no longer looked
fanciful. From where they stood, the ridge rose in stacked
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ledges exactly like a giant ladder laid against the sky.

Before tackling it, they stopped in the lee of a boulder for apples
and water. Other Sarah, chewing thoughtfully, said the carved
name might have been meant for any Sarah who passed, not
only for the long-ago one. That idea pleased Sarah far more
than she expected. Perhaps names could be bridges as well as
labels. Grandma listened and then said softly that Sarah Carter
used to believe names return in families like tunes. It was such a
peculiar sentence that both girls asked what she meant.

Grandma frowned, trying to remember. She said Sarah Carter
had once joked that every second branch of her family seemed
to produce another Sarah, aunt or niece or cousin, as if the
name refused to retire. The comment had seemed ordinary
then. Now, standing on a mountain beside two eight-year-old
Sarahs and a weathered carving, it did not seem ordinary at all.
Other Sarah's face changed. She said her mum’s maiden name
was Carter. The wind snatched away the silence that followed,
but not the shock.

Grandma turned so quickly that the picnic basket banged into
her leg. She stared at Other Sarah with wide, searching eyes,
then laughed once in pure disbelief. It was not proof yet, she
said, not at all, because Carter was not an uncommon name and
family histories love tricks. Still, the idea opened like a new path
in front of them. Sarah looked from her friend to her
grandmother to the carved letters on the stone and felt the
adventure tilt into deeper water. The mountain was no longer
guarding only one family’s story.
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A Family Hidden in the Map

The possibility that Other Sarah might belong to Sarah Carter’s
family walked with them all morning like a fourth companion. No
one could stop glancing at her as if new clues might appear on
her face. She found this both thrilling and inconvenient. At last
she said she was still the same person who had eaten half the
raisins and nearly packed a rubber frog, and everyone relaxed
enough to laugh. Even so, the idea would not settle back down
into ordinaryness.

The climb up towards ladder ridge demanded hands as well as
feet. Stone steps rose unevenly, some broad and welcoming,
others narrow enough to require careful sideways shuffling.
Grandma went first at the trickiest bits, testing holds with the
calm concentration of someone remembering old knowledge
returning to her muscles. Sarah followed, then Other Sarah, who
kept up a brave stream of commentary until one especially airy
step persuaded her to save her breath for balance. The wind
pressed cool against their backs.

Halfway up, they paused in a pocket of shelter beneath a jut of
rock. Sarah took out her notebook, not to write but to compare
the copied clue list to the original map again. In the margin
beside wind-turn she noticed a faded dot she had previously
ignored. It sat near a pencil loop too faint to read from afar.
Holding the paper close, she made out two letters, perhaps S
and C, or perhaps only a smudge pretending to be important.
Grandma bent near and went very still.
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S and C, she said, were the initials Sarah Carter used for almost
everything, from library cards to the dreadful poetry she once
posted through people’s doors. The dot might mark a place she
had touched or altered. The problem was that the ridge ahead
contained several little turns where the wind twisted
unpredictably. Other Sarah suggested they were being guided
by the handwriting of a person who apparently enjoyed drama
nearly as much as she did. Grandma said that was,
unfortunately, quite possible.

At the top of the ridge they found a flattish place where scrub
grasses shook silver-green in the breeze. There, tucked into a
crack in the rock, lay something wrapped in waxed cloth.
Sarah’s heart jumped so hard she nearly dropped the map. But it
was not the tin. It was a small packet of old recipe cards tied
with blue thread, the top one marked Cloud Biscuits in an
unfamiliar hand. Beneath the recipe was written, If M reaches
this bit first, do not let her peek before lunch.

Grandma made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a sob.
She knew the hand immediately. Sarah Carter, mischievous to
the end. The packet had survived because the cloth had kept
out most of the wet, though the corners were browned with age.
Tucked behind the recipe card was a torn scrap bearing an
address in Boston from decades ago and the surname Carter
written more clearly than anywhere else on the map. Other
Sarah stared at it as though the letters might rearrange
themselves into certainty.
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There was no mobile signal strong enough for a proper call, but
on a higher stone near the edge the phones found a single
wavering bar. Other Sarah rang her mum, speaking loudly over
the wind while Sarah and Grandma tried not to hover. Bits of the
conversation drifted back: yes, Carter, yes, Nan's mum was
Sarah, yes, there was something about New Hampshire, no, this
is not a prank, honestly. When she returned, cheeks bright with
weather and excitement, her grin said the answer before her
words did.

Her great-grandmother, she reported, had indeed been Sarah
Carter, later Sarah Reed after marriage. She had talked about a
friend in Boston named Margaret, a mountain trip, and a letter
that was never answered. The family had always assumed the
letter had been lost in the post. No one knew about a hidden tin,
a map or a cloud biscuit clue packet sitting on a ridge all these
years. Grandma lowered herself onto a stone as if the mountain
had suddenly become heavier beneath her feet.

Sarah stood between them, feeling the thrill of discovery
braided tightly with the ache in Grandma's face. The old silence
had stretched across generations and somehow landed in the
middle of their own friendship. Yet the knowledge did not seem
cruel. It seemed almost generous, as though the mountain had
waited until the right people arrived together. Other Sarah knelt
beside Grandma and took her hand without fuss. Family, it
turned out, could begin with a surname and deepen with a
squeeze.

46



When they finally rose to continue, the route ahead no longer
felt like a hunt for a lost object alone. It was a search for words
meant to cross decades and finally find ears willing to hear
them. Sarah tucked the recipe cards carefully inside her
notebook and promised herself she would not let a single scrap
blow away. Above them, beyond the next shoulder of rock, the
summit gleamed pale in the afternoon sun. Somewhere near it,
or perhaps slyly below it, waited the rest of the truth.
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The Windy Ladder

Ladder ridge looked manageable from a distance and much less
friendly when approached directly. The stone steps were
jagged, tilted and broken by narrow ledges where the wind
swirled around corners with enough force to flap jackets and
steal breath. Sarah stopped at the base and swallowed hard.
She was not afraid of ordinary heights, but this was not
ordinary. The ridge rose like a challenge written in granite, and
the summit above it seemed to be watching how they would
answer.

Grandma noticed at once. She did not tease or fuss. Instead she
showed Sarah exactly where to place her hands, how to keep
three points steady before moving the fourth, and how to look at
the next step rather than the distant drop. Other Sarah, to her
credit, did not race ahead. She stayed close enough to grin
encouragement whenever Sarah looked up, and she limited her
jokes to those that would not make anyone wobble. It was
perhaps the kindest silence she had ever managed.

Step by step, the ridge became less monstrous. Sarah learnt the
shape of the rock through her boots and fingers. Rough edges
that had looked threatening from below turned out to be useful
holds. Little shelves appeared exactly when she needed to
pause. The wind still shoved and muttered, but it no longer felt
like an enemy. It felt like something to understand. Halfway up,
Sarah realised with surprise that courage was not a dramatic
roar inside her. It was a sequence of small, sensible decisions
made while still frightened.
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At the steepest part, Grandma's pace slowed. Her breath stayed
steady, but Sarah could see the strain in the careful set of her
shoulders. Without discussing it, the girls adjusted themselves
around her. Sarah climbed just above and described the safest
footholds. Other Sarah steadied the picnic basket below and
passed it up whenever the angle became awkward. The old
expedition had once made Grandma feel left behind by weather
and silence. This one, Sarah thought, would not leave her
behind for anything.

When they reached a broader platform of stone, all three sat
down at once and laughed from sheer relief. The valley below
spread so wide that Boston seemed impossible, another world
built of bricks and buses rather than clouds and ridges. The girls
drank water in greedy gulps. Grandma wiped her forehead and
admitted that she was grateful for having two determined
eight-year-olds around, though she could have wished for
lighter sandwiches. The basket took this criticism with woven
dignity.

The map suggested the summit lay only a short distance
beyond, but the short distance included a long traverse across
open rock where the sun reflected brightly and the wind had no
trees to soften it. They wrapped scarves tighter and moved
carefully, following cairns from one pale slab to the next. At a
bend in the trail Sarah noticed a scatter of tiny white stones
arranged in a shape too deliberate to be natural. It resembled an
arrowhead pointing not upwards, but sideways towards a lower
shoulder beneath the summit crest.
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Grandma almost walked past it. Other Sarah did not. She
crouched, squinted and then called them back. Under the
stones lay a faded button, blue enamel over brass, matching the
little museum tack they had already found. Grandma recognised
it as one from Sarah Carter's coat. The arrow could not be
ignored. The summit might be where everyone looked first, but
Sarah Carter had always enjoyed hiding surprises just beyond
obviousness. Sarah began to suspect that the mountain’s last
clue would require not more effort, but a different kind of
attention.

They followed the sideways line along the shoulder until it
ended at a stunted pine clinging to a crack in the rock. Beneath
it was nothing but shadow and lichen. No cairn, no tin, no
shining revelation. Other Sarah groaned theatrically. Sarah knelt
and looked closer. The crack widened into a narrow gap where
old branches had gathered, and at the back was a scrap of
metal so dull it might have been only stone. Before she could
reach it, the gap swallowed her pencil and refused to give it
back.

The lost pencil made everyone laugh again, but it also proved
there was depth behind the crack. Grandma said the place
might once have been more open before frost and fallen debris
closed it over. They cleared away loose twigs and needles with
careful hands, uncovering a flat slab set at an angle as though
someone long ago had tucked it there on purpose. There was
no time to pull it free before the wind sharpened and shadows
lengthened. The mountain had yielded the hiding place,
perhaps, but not yet the treasure.
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They agreed to mark the spot with their own small cairn and
make the final search first thing next morning. For a moment
Sarah felt the sting of delay, but it passed quickly. After
everything the mountain had protected for decades, one more
night felt less like defeat than ceremony. As they turned
towards the small summit shelter where they would sleep, the
sky burned gold along the western ridges. The old story was
almost open. It was waiting for the right light.
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The Summit That Said No

The summit shelter was little more than four sturdy walls, bunks
and a door that complained like a grumpy crow whenever it
moved, but to the travellers it felt luxurious. Wind rushed around
it all night, and now and then the walls gave a thoughtful creak,
yet Sarah slept deeply after the long climb. At dawn she woke to
pale light and the smell of cold air, wood and the last crumbs of
cloud biscuit. For a moment she forgot where she was, then
remembered everything at once.

They climbed the final stretch to the summit before breakfast
proper, carrying only water, the map and enough excitement to
replace food. The top of White Mountain was broad and stony,
with low plants hugging the ground and views spilling away in
every direction. Sarah turned slowly, trying to take in ridges,
valleys, lakes and far distances blue with morning haze. It was
beautiful enough to make conversation feel unnecessary. Even
Other Sarah fell silent for nearly half a minute.

Grandma stood very still near a weathered sign and looked not
triumphant, but tender. Sarah understood why. This was the
place the old trip had meant to end before the storm ripped it
sideways. The summit contained all the should-have-beens of
that younger day. Other Sarah touched Grandma's arm, and
together they gazed east where light was spreading across
lower hills. Sarah wondered whether somewhere in that
brightness, long ago, two girls had planned to read a letter and
share biscuits without imagining how much time could
intervene.
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Then the practical search began. They checked the obvious
spots first: around the sign, behind rocks, beneath a low ledge,
near an old stone wall left by walkers decades earlier. Nothing.
The summit offered lichen, wind, ancient pebbles and one very
offended beetle, but no hidden tin. Sarah felt disappointment
nibble at her determination. Perhaps the mountain had moved
the rocks. Perhaps frost had swallowed the clue. Perhaps
yesterday'’s promising crack had been no more than the right
sort of wrong place.

Grandma did not lose heart, but she grew quieter. Other Sarah
attempted optimism, then attempted jokes, then finally admitted
that both were becoming difficult. Sarah unfolded the map again
and stared at it so hard that the lines blurred. White cairn, it said
near the top. Yet the summit itself held no clearly white cairn,
only scattered pale stones. She turned the page sideways, then
upside down, following instinct more than logic. Suddenly the
route line aligned not with the peak but with the shoulder below,
the one marked by yesterday's arrow of stones.

She gave a shout that startled a bird from the scrub. If the map
had been sketched from the old path rather than from overhead,
the final mark would point to the hidden spot beneath the
summit, not to the highest rock. Grandma came at once, eyes
sharpening. Other Sarah peered over both shoulders and
announced that the mountain was being annoyingly clever. Yet
once Sarah explained, the mistake seemed obvious. They had
been searching where a grown-up map reader would search.
Sarah Carter had left a child’'s map, meant to be read from a
child's eye level.
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The discovery transformed disappointment into energy so
quickly it felt like weather changing. They hurried back down to
the stunted pine and the angled slab, their boots crunching on
loose grit. There, in full morning light, the place looked far more
deliberate than it had at dusk. The flat stone was wedged like a
lid. Grandma and the girls knelt together, working fingers
carefully beneath its edge. It resisted for a long time, as
stubborn as the picnic basket and twice as old.

At last the slab shifted with a gritty sigh. Cold earth-smell rose
from the narrow hollow beneath. Inside lay a shape wrapped in
what remained of waxed cloth, greened metal showing through
torn seams. No one spoke for a second. Then Other Sarah let
out a sound of such pure triumph that two distant hikers turned
their heads. Grandma did not reach first. She simply sat back
with both hands over her mouth, tears already standing in her
eyes. She had waited half a lifetime for this moment and
seemed almost afraid to touch it.

Sarah lifted the bundle carefully. The tin was smaller than she
had imagined, about the size of a thick sandwich box, dented at
one corner and patterned with rust. Yet it had survived. That
fact felt nearly magical. The brass clasp was stiff, and the lid
had fused itself shut in two places, but the object was
undeniably real, heavy with water stains, years and intention.
Other Sarah whispered that they had done it. Sarah thought the
words sounded too small and exactly right at the same time.

They carried the tin to a flat patch sheltered from the wind and
sat in a tight circle around it, knees nearly touching. Grandma
rested her palm on the lid before trying to open it, as if greeting
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the past politely before asking it to speak. Sarah could hear only
the wind, her own breathing and the soft complaint of the green
rucksack nearby. For all their climbing, clue-solving and
guessing, the biggest part of the adventure was only just
beginning. The letter inside had not yet been read.
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The Tin Beneath the Cairn

Opening the tin turned out to require patience, careful
fingernails and the flat end of Grandma's spoon from the picnic
set. The clasp grudgingly lifted, then caught again, then gave
way with a small crack that sounded absurdly loud in the
mountain air. All three leaned back slightly as the lid rose.
Inside, wrapped in layers of wax paper and cloth, the contents
had been protected better than any of them dared hope. Time
had stained everything, but it had not erased it.

The first thing Grandma lifted out was the brass compass. It lay
in her palm like a captured star, dulled and scratched, its glass
clouded at the edges. She polished it gently on her sleeve until
the needle could be seen trembling back towards north. For a
long moment she simply stared at it. Then she smiled through
tears and said her mother had once told her that a good
compass does not prevent storms, it only helps you keep
choosing a direction. Sarah thought that sounded exactly like
the sort of advice mothers hide in objects.

Next came the photograph, the very one whose copy had sat in
Grandma's dresser all these years, only this version was
sharper and complete. Two girls stood shoulder to shoulder on
a rocky path, one dark-haired and solemn with effort, the other
grinning sideways as if she had just thought of mischief.
Grandma touched the second girl’'s face with her fingertip.
Other Sarah gasped softly. The cheekbones, the eyebrows and
the lively tilt of the smile were all faintly, unmistakably familiar.
Family resemblance had crossed decades to sit among them.
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Beneath the photograph lay the cloud biscuit recipe card, still
tied with faded blue thread, and under that two envelopes. One
was addressed in looping pencil to Margaret Collins, to be
opened at the top if she has not pinched it earlier. The other
read For the next Sarah who finds this, and then beneath that,
perhaps two if the world is feeling playful. Other Sarah made a
sound halfway between laughter and a squeak. Sarah felt the
back of her neck prickle. It was as if the past had winked.

Grandma held both envelopes for a moment, unable to choose.
Then she handed the second to the girls and kept the first for
herself. They opened them together, paper whispering in the
wind. Grandma's letter was short but full of Sarah Carter’s lively
hand. It began by scolding her for impatience, then turned
serious. It said that if they had quarrelled again, Margaret was
not to be stupid about it because certain friendships were too
rare to waste on pride. It said the mountain was too big for
sulking.

The girls’ envelope contained a later note, tucked behind the
first and clearly added in haste. Sarah Carter had written that if
the tin was found long after the climb, she hoped whoever
found it would laugh before crying, because she hated dramatic
weeping without snacks. She also wrote that the name Sarah
kept returning through her family and seemed likely to continue,
and that she would not be surprised if one day another Sarah
met Margaret's people and finished the story properly. Grandma
read this over their shoulders and sat down abruptly on the
rock.
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There was more. Folded beneath the letters was a postcard
never sent, bearing Sarah Carter's new address after the
sudden family move. On the back she had written that she had
tried to post to Grandma but feared the old street number might
be wrong. She hoped they would meet again in Boston, or else
that the mountain would keep the note until the world managed
to do better. Sarah felt tears sting her own eyes then, not
because the message was grand, but because it was so
ordinary and hopeful and nearly lost for no good reason at all.

Grandma read her letter again from the beginning, more slowly
this time. Sarah watched sorrow and relief pass across her face
in alternating waves. The unread words had not contained
blame. They had contained affection, teasing, forgiveness and
the fierce certainty that their friendship mattered more than any
quarrel. The mountain had not been keeping punishment all
these years. It had been keeping kindness. Other Sarah leaned
against Grandma's shoulder, and Sarah took Grandma's free
hand. None of them seemed embarrassed by tears on a summit.

After a while, laughter returned in little bursts. Sarah Carter’s
letter included notes about the biscuit recipe needing more
lemon than anyone sensible would allow, complaints about her
boots and a sketch of a marmot wearing a hat that made Other
Sarah choke with delight. There was even a line saying that if
Margaret reached the summit first, she must stop looking smug
immediately. Grandma insisted she had never looked smug in
her life. The girls were kind enough to pretend they believed her
for almost four seconds.
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At the bottom of the tin, tucked beneath everything else, lay a
small strip of paper with a final instruction. Return with the story,
it read. Not the tin. The story. Grandma looked at the two girls,
at the mountain spread wide around them and at the letters
trembling slightly in the breeze. Then she closed the lid gently
and said she thought she finally understood. White Mountain
had never wanted payment. It had wanted witnesses, patience
and the right pair of Sarahs to bring the lost words home.
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Letters in the Picnic Sun

They did not rush down the mountain at once. Some discoveries
are too important to fold immediately back into backpacks.
Instead they carried the tin and its contents to a sun-warmed
hollow a little below the summit, where a curve of rock cut the
wind and a patch of short grass offered the nearest thing to
comfort the mountain could spare. There Grandma spread the
picnic cloth at last, and the three of them sat as if beginning a
feast made not only of food, but of answers.

The cloud biscuits came out first, because Sarah Carter's note
had made them impossible to ignore. They ate in a strange
mixture of joy and solemnity, crumbs catching on sleeves while
the letters lay protected inside Sarah’s notebook. Grandma read
parts of her own letter aloud between bites, pausing whenever
emotion snagged the words. Sarah listened to the living voice
and the dead handwriting meeting in one afternoon. It felt less
like hearing a ghost and more like hearing a door quietly open.

One section of the letter made Grandma laugh so suddenly she
had to wipe her eyes. Sarah Carter had written that if Margaret
was still being bossy by the time the note was read, she should
kindly improve. Another part was gentler. She wrote that she
knew their quarrel had been silly, that moving away had
happened too quickly for proper farewells, and that she trusted
their friendship to survive distance better than children often
trust anything. The mountain had hidden those sentences for
years, but their warmth had not cooled.

63






Other Sarah read the note meant for future finders aloud in a
grand voice until a gust tried to steal it from her fingers. It spoke
directly to any later Sarah, advising her to walk with someone
who argues honestly, shares food fairly and knows when to
stop being dramatic on exposed ridges. The girls immediately
debated whether either of them truly met all three requirements.
Grandma judged them acceptable with improvement possible.
Sarah thought this was perhaps the finest kind of praise.

Then came a quieter moment. Other Sarah rang her mum again,
and this time there was enough signal for a proper
conversation. She described the photograph, the letter, the
maiden name, the mountain and Grandma Margaret. Her mum'’s
silence on the other end lasted so long that for a second Sarah
feared the call had dropped. Then Other Sarah’s face softened.
Yes, she said. Yes, we found it. Yes, | think Great-Gran would
have loved this very much.

When the call ended, Other Sarah explained that her family still
had an old biscuit tin at home with one or two postcards signed
by Margaret, never posted because the address was
incomplete. No one had connected the scraps before. Her mum
sounded half astonished and half delighted, already planning to
bring the cards round the moment they were back in Boston.
Grandma pressed a hand to her chest and shook her head in
wonder. So many near-misses, Sarah thought. So many
chances almost lost and yet somehow waiting.

The three of them spent the next hour arranging the contents
carefully. The most fragile papers were placed between clean
napkins inside Grandma's map folder. The compass went into
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Sarah’s hands for safekeeping because, Grandma said, she had
the steadiest way of carrying important things. Sarah stood a
little straighter after that. Other Sarah guarded the photograph
with such fierce devotion that one might have thought the wind
itself was plotting theft. The picnic basket, once troublesome,
now served nobly as a transport chest for history.

Before leaving, they returned to the carved stone marker and
cleared the moss more neatly around the letters without
scratching them. Beneath the name Sarah, Grandma tucked a
tiny note in a waterproof sleeve, weighted under a pebble
where only a patient finder might notice it. It said simply: Found
with love. Story carried on. None of them thought the mountain
needed more explanation. The mountain had done its part
already.

The descent began in the rich slanting light of afternoon. Going
down required different muscles and a different courage, but
everyone moved more lightly now. Even the difficult stretches
seemed friendlier, perhaps because the unknown had shrunk.
Sarah looked back once from the shoulder below the summit
and saw the high rocks shining pale against the sky. She felt no
urge to conquer them again at once. Instead she felt gratitude, a
steadier emotion, strong enough to travel home with.

That evening, when they reached the lower cabin, they were
tired almost beyond speech. Yet as they settled into bunks and
listened to the softer night sounds of the forest, no one seemed
burdened any longer. The unread letter had been read. The
silence had been answered. Two families, once nearly
connected and then separated by weather and bad addresses,
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had found a way back through two children, a grandmother, a
squeaky rucksack and a stubborn basket. Sarah thought it was
the best sort of story because nobody could have invented it

tidily.
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Homeward with the Compass

The journey back to Boston felt shorter, perhaps because every
mile now carried conversation instead of suspense. The car
smelt of pine needles, damp coats and the faint lemon
sweetness of leftover biscuits. Grandma drove with the brass
compass resting in a cloth beside her, glancing at it now and
then with a look Sarah had never seen before. It was not simply
happiness. It was the expression of someone who has set down
a burden she became so used to carrying that she forgot its
weight.

Other Sarah, exhausted but determined not to miss anything,
kept reopening the notebook folder to check that the letters and
photograph were still there. Sarah had the important job of
saying yes, they were still there, and no, they had not
transformed into treasure maps for a second adventure. At a
service stop they all laughed at how solemnly the picnic basket
was being handled, as though it had been promoted overnight
from troublesome luggage to curator of significant documents.

When Boston's outskirts finally reappeared, Sarah felt a curious
doubling in her mind. The city looked exactly the same as
before: brick corners, traffic lights, buses sighing, people
carrying shopping and umbrellas. Yet she herself did not feel
the same as the girl who had left it before dawn two days
earlier. She had climbed higher than she thought she could,
solved a child's map, held a compass older than her mother and
watched a family connection rise out of handwriting. Familiar
streets suddenly seemed large enough to contain wonders.

68






At Grandma's house, they spread everything across the kitchen
table once more, but the table no longer held a secret waiting to
be guessed. It held answers. Late that afternoon Other Sarah
arrived with her mum carrying an old tin from their attic, its lid
decorated with faded daisies. Inside were postcards, a pressed
fern, two snapshots and one unsent note addressed to Margaret
Collins in Boston with a number written incorrectly. Grandma's
hands trembled as she lifted each item, smiling and crying in
turns.

The postcards filled in the missing edges of the story. Sarah
Carter had written after the move, then written again when no
answer came, assuming at last that her friend had grown tired
of the friendship. Grandma, who had never received those
cards, had assumed the same in reverse. Sarah and Other Sarah
sat together on the floor reading dates and fragments while the
two adults pieced together the old misunderstanding. It was
astonishing how much sorrow could grow from something as
small as a mistaken house number.

Evening settled over the brownstones while kettles boiled, extra
chairs appeared and stories lengthened. Other Sarah’'s mum
remembered her grandmother talking about White Mountain and
a friend called Margaret who was clever, impossible and brave
in rain. Grandma remembered Sarah Carter’s laugh, her dreadful
poetry and the way she always wanted more lemon in every
biscuit. The kitchen, which had once hidden the map in silence,
became noisy with recovered memories. Sarah thought it
sounded healthier that way.
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Later, when the visitors had gone home with promises to return
soon, Sarah helped Grandma place the fragile letters into
protective sleeves. Grandma said she would make copies for
everyone and perhaps donate one set to the family aloums that
had clearly been waiting for them. The original tin, however,
would stay with the story and the people who had finished it.
Sarah polished the compass glass a little more and watched the
needle steady itself. She liked that it always sought direction
even after so many years.

Other Sarah came back after supper because neither girl could
bear for the day to end separately. They sat on the front steps
with the evening air cooling around them and talked about the
adventure in fits and starts, not quite believing it had happened
to them. Streetlights came on one by one. Somewhere down the
road a radio played softly from an open window. Sarah said the
mountain had been harder and stranger than she expected.
Other Sarah said yes, but also funnier, and that seemed exactly
right.

They agreed that the best part had not been the discovery itself,
though that had been brilliant. It had been the way everyone had
needed something slightly different from everyone else.
Grandma needed courage to return. Sarah needed patience to
observe. Other Sarah needed restraint, which she said was a
terrible burden but perhaps occasionally useful. Together they
had made a complete set. Sarah smiled at that. Shared names
had once seemed a comic inconvenience. Now they felt like a
little piece of destiny with muddy boots.
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Before bed, Grandma placed the brass compass in the centre of
the kitchen table, where the old map had first fallen free. The
needle pointed north as steadily as ever, towards forests,
granite and the ridge where old words had waited. Sarah
touched the table edge and felt again that peculiar sense of
being linked to more people, more years and more stories than
she had known. Home had not become smaller after the
mountain. It had become deeper. And the adventure, though
finished, had changed the shape of ordinary Saturdays forever.
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A New Note in the Recipe Book

The next Saturday dawned clear over Boston, the kind of bright
morning that makes window glass flash and pigeons strut as if
they personally ordered the weather. Grandma's kitchen
smelled of sugar and lemon again. Sarah stood on her usual
stool, Other Sarah leaned over the table and the red recipe book
lay open between them like an old friend now willing to tell the
truth. Yet the room felt different from the day the map first
slipped free. There was less secrecy in the air and more
belonging.

Grandma had decided that some stories deserve proper
endings and some deserve proper continuations. This, she said,
was clearly the second sort. She placed the recovered cloud
biscuit card beside a fresh blank one and began copying the
recipe in her neatest hand, including Sarah Carter’'s important
instruction about too much lemon. Other Sarah volunteered to
test the theory by licking the spoon at every stage. Sarah
volunteered to write a clean version of the mountain route so
future generations would not have to interpret fifty-year-old
smudges during high winds.

On the table lay the brass compass, the original map in its
sleeve, a copy of the photograph and a new envelope
addressed simply To the next finders. Grandma had spent the
week making duplicates for both families and visiting Other
Sarah’s house for tea, stories and a thorough comparison of old
postcards. The adults were no longer strangers linked by
accident. They were already becoming the sort of family friends

73






who borrow sugar and linger in doorways. Sarah found that
almost as satisfying as the summit itself.

When the biscuits were in the oven, Grandma sat down and
uncapped her fountain pen. She thought for a while, then began
a note to place inside the recipe book with the map copy. She
wrote that White Mountain had kept a kindness safe until it
could be carried home properly. She wrote that friendships
sometimes go quiet without ending, and that lost words can still
matter when found late. Then she looked at the girls and asked
whether anything important was missing.

Sarah considered. She added that mountains are easier with
people who notice details. Other Sarah added that they are also
easier with snacks and a willingness to apologise before anyone
tumbles into nonsense. Grandma laughed and wrote both
comments down. Together they signed the note with all three
names. For clarity, the girls added their surnames as well, which
made them feel pleasantly official. The page looked simple
enough, yet Sarah knew it held a whole adventure compressed
into a few careful lines.
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After the biscuits cooled, they carried a small box of them to
Other Sarah’s house, where her mum had laid out the remaining
postcards and snapshots on the dining table. One showed
Sarah Carter as an older woman, smiling by a garden fence with
that same lively tilt still in her expression. Grandma stood
looking at the photograph for a long time. There was sadness in
the room, but no longer the helpless kind. It had changed into
gratitude, memory and the mild argument over whether the
original biscuit recipe truly required that much lemon.

In the afternoon the three of them walked down towards the
harbour with the compass in Grandma's pocket and the wind
lifting their hair. Ferries moved across the water. Gulls wheeled
and complained. The city around them went on being brisk and
busy, full of errands and engines and people who had no idea
that an old misunderstanding had finally been untangled
between mountain stone and kitchen tiles. Sarah liked that.
Important things, she was learning, do not always need
trumpets. Sometimes they need witnesses and then a walk.

They sat on a bench and shared the last of the cloud biscuits
while Grandma told one more story about Sarah Carter
attempting to rhyme marmot with apricot and refusing to admit
defeat. Other Sarah laughed so hard she nearly dropped a
crumb into her shoe. Sarah listened to the harbour, to the traffic
behind them and to her grandmother’s easy voice. The
adventure had not disappeared into the past the moment the tin
was opened. It had settled into the present, changing how
ordinary afternoons sounded.
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That evening, back in the kitchen, Sarah watched Grandma slide
the copied map and the new note into the red recipe book. This
time the gesture was not hiding. It was keeping. The book
returned to its shelf among cookbooks and jam jars, but now
Sarah knew exactly what rested inside it and why. Secrets shut
doors. Stories can open them. The difference, she thought,
mattered more than most adults seemed to realise.

Before she left for home, Sarah turned once more at the kitchen
door. Grandma was wiping the table. Other Sarah was still
arguing cheerfully about lemon. The compass gleamed softly
beside the cooling rack. Nothing looked grand or extraordinary,
and yet Sarah knew she would remember the scene as sharply
as the summit. White Mountain had given them letters, laughter,
a repaired friendship and a family thread nobody knew how to
follow before. Best of all, it had taught two girls named Sarah
that sharing a name could mean sharing courage, and sharing
courage could carry a story all the way home.
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