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  Preface



Nestled deep in Germany’s Black Forest, Triberg is a town known for towering trees, cascading waterfalls, and the rhythmic charm of hand-carved cuckoo clocks. But when Grace arrives seeking a quiet retreat and inspiration for her latest article, she finds herself drawn into a mystery that ticks with danger and echoes with secrets long buried in pine and time.




This story blends folklore and suspense, invention and inheritance. It is a tale for readers who love an old-world mystery with a modern sleuth. As with every Grace adventure, you’ll find wit, warmth, and a woman unwilling to leave a question unanswered—even when it puts her at risk.




So wind the gears, listen for the chime, and join Grace as she unravels the mystery of the Black Forest cuckoo clock.




— David G. Hennessey








  
  
  Chapter One - Arrival in Triberg

  
  







The train curved through the forest like a needle sewing its way through a hem of dark green fabric. Pines pressed against the windows, their tall silhouettes unmoving as the sleek Deutsche Bahn train carved its path into the heart of Germany’s Black Forest. Grace Whitmore leaned her head slightly against the cool glass, eyes flicking between the scenery and the map folded neatly in her lap. The words “Triberg im Schwarzwald” were circled in red ink, a town she’d longed to visit since reading about its legendary waterfalls and hand-carved clocks.




She shifted in her seat as the train slowed to a smooth glide. A gentle announcement came over the speaker: “Nächster Halt: Triberg.” Grace folded her map, tucked it into her leather satchel, and stood. She wore her usual travel attire—navy wool coat, comfortable boots, and a scarf in forest green that matched her eyes. To most onlookers, she might have appeared like any other seasoned traveler. But Grace traveled not just with luggage and guidebooks—she carried curiosity like a compass and intuition as her constant companion.




The station at Triberg was small and charming, framed in pale timber and nestled at the edge of a hillside. Cobblestone paths sloped away from the platform into the village beyond. A brisk wind blew the scent of pine and chimney smoke into the air, curling around Grace’s cheeks with a sudden chill. She zipped her coat and took a deep breath. There was something different about the air here—thicker with history, mystery, and the faint whisper of something unresolved.




A short taxi ride took her through the heart of the village, past half-timbered houses with red shutters and geraniums still clinging stubbornly to their window boxes. The driver, an older gentleman with silver hair and an accent thick as rye bread, chatted cheerfully about local landmarks.




“Die Wasserfälle, ja, you must visit. Seven drops, over one hundred sixty meters. Very famous. And of course, the clocks,” he said, gesturing toward a shop where oversized cuckoo clocks spun their figurines even from the sidewalk.




“I’m hoping to see both,” Grace replied with a smile. “I’m actually writing a piece on traditional clockmaking. That’s part of what brought me here.”




The man chuckled. “Then you came to the right place, Fräulein. The old families here—clockmakers for centuries. And secrets, too, maybe.”




Grace raised an eyebrow but said nothing. It was the way he said secrets that piqued her interest. But before she could prod, the taxi came to a stop in front of the Gasthaus Edelweiss, her inn for the week. It was a tidy three-story chalet with gingerbread trim and carved railings, set back against a wooded slope. Flower boxes lined the balconies, and a brass bell hung beside the front door. The innkeeper, Frau Reinhardt, met her with warm eyes and a firm handshake.




“You’re the writer from England?” she asked. “Your room is ready—top floor, with a view of the trees.”




“From London originally,” Grace replied, “but I’ve been living out of a suitcase lately.”




Frau Reinhardt led her up creaky wooden stairs and unlocked Room 7. It was cozy, with dark beams crossing the ceiling and a featherbed tucked beneath a sloped window. A carved clock ticked softly on the wall. Grace set her bag down and stepped toward the window, which framed a view of the forest rising behind the village like a great green cathedral. The trees rustled gently, and in the distance, she thought she saw the shape of a narrow footpath disappearing into the woods.




After unpacking the essentials—laptop, notebook, guidebook—Grace wandered down to the parlor for a coffee. A fire crackled in the stone hearth, and two elderly men played chess at a side table. She sipped a cappuccino and jotted a few notes about her journey so far, underlining a phrase she had overheard in the train station from a group of teenagers speaking in hushed German: “Die Uhr, die niemand hören will.” The clock no one wants to hear.




Later that afternoon, she made her way through the heart of the village, walking slowly past clock shops, bakeries, and souvenir stalls. In one window, a cuckoo clock stood nearly as tall as a man—its miniature dancers frozen mid-spin, its wooden pinecones suspended like waiting pendulums. A sign above it read: Johann Meier, Meister Uhrmacher seit 1894. Master clockmaker since 1894.




The shop door creaked as she pushed it open. Inside, the scent of sawdust, oil, and varnish mingled in the air. Clocks of every size and description lined the walls, shelves, and even the ceiling beams. Some ticked softly, others were silent. A small bell tinkled above the door, and a woman in her twenties looked up from behind a glass counter.




“Grüß Gott,” she said, her tone polite but guarded.




“Hello,” Grace replied. “I’m Grace. I’m writing about the history of cuckoo clocks and was told this is the oldest shop in Triberg.”




The woman gave a small nod. “It is. My grandfather was Johann Meier. I’m Annaliese. He passed away a few months ago.”




“I’m sorry to hear that,” Grace said sincerely. “Would you mind if I asked a few questions? Perhaps later this week? I’d love to learn more.”




Annaliese hesitated, glancing toward a closed door behind the counter. “Maybe. My uncle manages the shop now. He doesn’t talk much about the past.”




“Why is that?”




“Too many…ghosts,” she said, the word sounding heavier in German-accented English than it should have.

Before Grace could ask more, the door creaked open and a man in his sixties stepped into view. He wore wire-rimmed glasses and a leather apron. His eyes were the color of tarnished copper, and they narrowed slightly when he saw Grace.




“You are a journalist?” he asked brusquely.




“Of sorts. More of a researcher and writer,” Grace replied. “I’m staying at the Edelweiss for a week. I’d love to hear about your grandfather’s work, especially anything unusual he created.”




The man stared at her for a long moment, then shook his head. “My father made clocks, not stories. That is all.”




Annaliese looked away. Grace offered a polite smile. “Perhaps I’ll return another day. Thank you.”




Outside, the sun had dipped lower, casting amber light across the red roofs. She stood for a moment by the fountain in the square, thinking. Triberg had the charm she expected—but it also had something else. A stillness under the ticking. A reluctance in the eyes of its people. And more than one reference to silence, shadows, or sounds that did not belong.




Back at the inn, Grace opened her notebook and wrote:




Observations—Day One:

• Triberg is beautiful, but tense.

• Johann Meier’s shop may hold answers.

• Locals wary of “ghosts” or secrets?

• Find meaning of “Die Uhr, die niemand hören will.”

• Return to Meier shop discreetly.

• Clock in Room 7 ticks too slowly.




She glanced at the wooden clock on her wall. The hands read 7:15. She checked her watch: 7:21.




Grace narrowed her eyes and stood, walking over to inspect the gears behind the carved face. Nothing seemed broken. And yet… the time lagged. Six minutes, as if the room itself resisted moving forward.




She smiled slightly to herself. It wasn’t much. But it was enough.




Something here didn’t want to be on time. And that, Grace thought, was always the beginning of a good mystery.








  
  
  Chapter Two - The Clockmaker’s Cottage

  
  





The next morning dawned gray and moody, with a fine drizzle misting the rooftops of Triberg. Grace sat near the window of the Gasthaus Edelweiss, enjoying a modest breakfast of crusty bread, mountain cheese, and steaming black coffee. She watched as the fog curled through the streets like a living thing, obscuring the forested hills and making the town feel like a forgotten storybook illustration—unfinished and waiting.


She checked her watch. 8:47 a.m. The wooden clock in her room, still refusing to keep time, had insisted it was only 8:39.


“Stubborn little relic,” she muttered, wrapping her scarf around her neck. She had an address scribbled on a slip of paper—a place she’d found while reviewing a local archive website late the night before: 15 Tannenweg, once the private residence of Johann Meier, the famed clockmaker. According to the site, the cottage had been passed down through the Meier family for generations, long before the shop was opened in the center of town.


She asked the innkeeper for directions. Frau Reinhardt raised a brow.


“Tannenweg?” she repeated, drying her hands on a dish towel. “That’s up in the hills, above the falls. Quiet part of town. But the cottage… it’s been empty since the old man died.”


Grace tried to sound casual. “Is it abandoned?”


“No,” the woman said, slowly. “It’s… untouched. His children didn’t want to sell it. Said it should stay as it was. Some say the clocks still tick inside, even though
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