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  Preface



Salzburg is a city where music lingers in the air like mist from the mountains. Its churches, alleyways, and concert halls are steeped in stories—some celebrated, others buried. It was the perfect setting for Grace’s next journey.




As with all Grace mysteries, The Mozart Manuscript blends fact with fiction, history with imagination. While the manuscript at the center of this novel is fictional, the intrigue surrounding lost compositions, coded messages in classical scores, and Mozart’s complex ties to the Freemasons are all very real and endlessly fascinating.




This story is my tribute to the timeless beauty of music, the enduring pull of mystery, and the quiet strength of those who pursue truth through the noise.




— David G. Hennessey
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Chapter One – Arrival in a City of Sound




The train pulled into Salzburg just as the late afternoon sun caught the copper spires of the old city, casting them in warm, golden hues that shimmered like a violin’s varnish. Grace Whitmore leaned forward in her window seat, brushing aside a curl of chestnut hair to better take in the view. Baroque rooftops spilled like musical notes across the hillsides, the River Salzach curving gently through the city’s heart. The air itself seemed alive with harmony—this was a place that breathed music.




It wasn’t just Salzburg’s reputation as Mozart’s birthplace that drew her here. There had been a letter—unsigned, smudged at the corners with what looked like ash—that arrived at her Oxford flat one rainy morning. It contained no pleasantries, just a single line scribbled in precise, urgent script: The last movement was never written. Come to Salzburg before the silence spreads.




That had been enough.




She stepped off the train, her leather satchel bumping gently against her hip. Inside it was her well-worn notebook, a small recording device, and a photocopy of a musical score missing its final page. It had arrived separately, a week after the letter, folded with surgical precision and sealed with wax. The watermark was unmistakable—an ornate “W.A.M.” framed in laurel leaves.




The platform bustled with tourists and commuters, but Grace moved with purpose. Her eyes scanned for the one person she hoped would meet her: Professor Ernst Keller, former archivist of the Mozarteum and a reclusive music historian rumored to possess one of the largest private collections of 18th-century manuscripts in Austria.




Instead, she found a young man in a conservatory uniform holding a placard that read “Whitmore.” His coat was dusted with snowflakes, and he smelled faintly of rosin and old paper. “Frau Whitmore?” he asked with a bow. “I’m Lukas. The professor has sent me. He… regrets he cannot meet you himself.”




Regret. It wasn’t something Grace had come to trust in her line of work.




As they wound through narrow cobbled lanes in a black cab, Lukas offered only sparse conversation. “Professor Keller is not well,” he said, eyes darting away. “He stays mostly in the archives now. But he says you must see it. The manuscript.”




“What manuscript?” Grace asked.




He hesitated. “Mozart’s final work. Or what might have been. The one no one knows about.”




Grace sat back, heart quickening. She had followed clues from crypts in Lisbon to vineyards in Tuscany, but this—this was the music of mystery itself. The idea that a lost Mozart composition still existed, hidden away from the world, was impossible to ignore.




They passed Mirabell Palace, its manicured gardens ghostly in winter white, and soon entered the Altstadt, the old city. The cab stopped at a modest brownstone nestled near the foot of the Mönchsberg cliffs. Lukas gestured for her to follow him down a narrow side passage.




Beneath a wrought-iron sign that read Stiftung Klangbibliothek—The Sound Library—he unlocked a heavy wooden door and ushered her into a world of shadowed shelves, the smell of parchment and cedar thick in the air. No heat, no sound, save the occasional creak of the floorboards. Grace wrapped her coat tighter.




“Wait here,” Lukas said, disappearing behind a velvet curtain.




Grace wandered slowly, fingers tracing the spines of ancient ledgers. There were notes in German, Italian, even Latin—annotations in faded ink beside staff lines, fragments of melody penned by long-dead hands. She paused at a glass case that housed a single white glove and a quill marked W.A.M. in fading gold.




And then the lights flickered.




Just once.




But enough to notice.




The air shifted—like the moment before an overture begins, when the orchestra takes a breath.




Grace turned.




At the far end of the room, a single sheet of paper had fallen from the top of a piano, landing at her feet.




A page of music.




No signature.




Just the first four measures of an unfinished fugue.




She bent down, heart thudding, and picked it up. The notes on the page were jagged and urgent, as if the composer had run out of time mid-thought. The final measure stopped mid-line.




It wasn’t a reproduction.




This was old—centuries old.




The ink bled slightly at the corners, the paper stiff with age.




Lukas reappeared, holding a box.




But when he saw what she held, his face drained of color.




“That,” he whispered, “wasn’t supposed to be here.”




Outside, the bells of Salzburg Cathedral began to toll the hour.




And inside the Sound Library, Grace knew her investigation had already begun.
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Chapter Two – A Sudden Silence


The silence was immediate, unnatural.


It wasn’t the hushed reverence of a library or the acoustic stillness of a music hall before a performance. This was heavier, like someone had pulled a velvet curtain over the world. Lukas stepped forward, his boots scuffing the floorboards, and gently took the fragment from Grace’s hands.


“It should have been locked away,” he muttered, placing it carefully back on the piano.


Grace studied his expression—tight, unsettled, and very much afraid. “Where did it come from?”


He shook his head. “No one knows. The professor says it’s dangerous, but he doesn’t say why.”


Grace raised an eyebrow. “A sheet of music? Dangerous?”


Lukas gave a small, mirthless laugh. “You haven’t heard it played.”


Before she could ask what he meant, a door creaked open above them and the muffled shuffle of footsteps echoed down the stairwell. Lukas stiffened.


“That will be Professor Keller,” he said. “Come. But… let me warn you—he’s not the man he used to be.”


They climbed a narrow staircase that twisted like the coils of a violin scroll. At the top was a dimly lit study lined with books, manuscripts, and ticking clocks. The largest window was shrouded by heavy red drapes, leaving the room in a perpetual dusk. A fireplace glowed quietly, its embers casting orange shadows that danced across the floor.


Seated in a worn leather armchair, bundled in a shawl and scarf despite the heat, was Professor Ernst Keller. His frame had shrunk into itself, like a candle nearly burned out, but his eyes were sharp. When he looked up and saw Grace, something flickered in his expression—not recognition, but relief. Or perhaps resignation.


“You’ve come,” he rasped.


“I received your letter,” she said. “And then the page.”


The professor nodded once. “I had to know if you’d follow the music.”


He motioned for her to sit. Lukas remained standing, hovering like a nervous conductor. Grace eased into the chair opposite the professor.


“You’ve studied Mozart’s final works?” he asked.


“I’ve studied all of them,” Grace replied. “And I’ve seen forgeries. This page is no fake.”


Keller chuckled softly, a dry, broken sound. “No. It’s real. That’s what makes it so dangerous. It was never meant to be found.”


Grace leaned in. “Then why now?”


“Because someone is trying to finish it.”


The words hung in the air like a chord unresolved.


“You mean—compose the ending?” Grace asked.


“No.” Keller looked directly at her. “I mean complete the original. Mozart began something he never finished. He buried it. Others tried to finish it. They… didn’t survive.”


A log cracked in the fireplace.


“I know it sounds like legend,” Keller continued, his voice now a hoarse whisper. “But this wasn’t just a composition. It was a message—layered, encrypted. A fugue with a purpose. A warning.”


Grace opened her satchel and retrieved the photocopied version of the page she had received earlier. She unfolded it, laying it on the table. “This one came to me in the post. How many versions are there?”


“Only two,” Keller said. “And now… both are in Salzburg.”


As he spoke, a deep thrum vibrated through the floorboards. It was faint but unmistakable—like a low note struck on a cathedral organ. Lukas’s eyes darted upward.


“Do you hear that?” Grace asked.


Keller looked toward the window. “The hour,” he said. “It begins at seven every night.”


“Begins?”


“The silence.”


Just then, the clocks in the study stopped. All of them. Mid-tick. No chime. No whirr.


Total stillness.


Grace looked from one clock to another, uneasy.


“No mechanism,” Keller whispered, “should fail simultaneously unless…”


He trailed off.


Grace stood and crossed to the window. She parted the drapes with two fingers and peered out into the Salzburg night. The city’s lights were still on, the cathedral still glowing. But something was wrong. The streets below were… still. Empty.


And from somewhere deep in the city, a single violin note rang out—held far too long, trembling just slightly.


Then came the silence.


Not quiet.


Silence.


The sudden, complete absence of sound.


Even the fire no longer crackled.


Grace turned from the window slowly. “What is this?”


Keller’s voice was barely audible. “The composition… when it is played, even a fragment, the city listens. And when it listens… it forgets to breathe.”


Grace felt the weight
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