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  About The Book
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Not every legacy grows from honest soil... 
Laura Evans traded Boston’s relentless restaurant hours for a quiet café manager position in Silver Springs, Vermont—finally time to read, walk, and maybe buy a plant. 
Then an anonymous envelope arrives: a vintage photograph of the town’s beloved rose garden, one man's face circled, another crossed out. The cryptic message reads: ‘This is the bloom that wasn’t.’
When Laura and her coworker Eli unearth a rusted box while dividing an iris plant, it vanishes overnight, and Eli’s community garden plot faces seizure over fabricated violations. 
Someone desperately wants the past buried. 
But Laura notices what others miss: stolen archives, forged evidence, a twenty-year-old lie. As the rose garden’s anniversary celebration approaches, she must untangle a horticultural mystery where legacy, loyalty, and truth compete for sunlight.
In Silver Springs, even roses have secrets. Will Laura risk her peaceful new life to expose them?






  
  About The Series
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In Silver Springs, everyone knows your name. And your secrets.  In this Green Mountain State town, Laura Evans isn’t just the General Store’s café manager...she’s the town’s unofficial detective. Alongside her observant landlady Evelyn Chan, Laura discovers dangerous secrets hiding beneath the picturesque veneer. But Laura and Evelyn don’t have to do it alone. They’re members of the Maplewood Crafters Club. This seemingly innocent club are also the town’s secret helpers. Over craft projects and potluck dinners, they arrange random acts of kindness...and help solve mysteries.
What makes this series irresistible: a stunning setting, delectable culinary details, quirky characters, and ingenious mysteries with satisfying endings. If you love culinary cozies, craft cozies, Ellie Alexander, Agatha Frost, Laura Childs, Maddie Day, Diane Mott Davidson, or Jenn McKinlay…or you enjoy books with close-knit communities, amateur sleuths, found family, personal growth, secret helpers, and food as comfort and connection…you’ll love Silver Springs.

      [image: ]If you’d like to hear about new releases, sign up at cozycozies.com/newsletter!
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  Bloom Of Betrayal
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Here, Laura Evans’ mornings began not with a jolt, but a slow unfurling. 
She’d only had three dwellings in her life: her childhood home, a tiny apartment in Jamaica Plain, and now, here. A rented flat in Silver Springs, Vermont. When would it lose its novelty? Hopefully never.
Had she even fallen asleep last night? She must’ve, because her grandmother’s copy of Emma by Jane Austen sat splayed face-down across her chest. So much for reading the first chapter. She’d been saying she would read it for weeks. She had to go to bed earlier. More time for books, then. Laura shoved the paperback onto the windowsill.
One more minute of cocooned inertia.

      [image: ]Up and braced for what lay ahead, she prepared her bag for the day. Not that there was much to do, given she always did most of it the evening before.
She’d had to resort to turning off the underfloor heating, so, after fighting her way out of bed, she didn’t lie down on the floor and continue sleeping. Why a night owl chose a career of early mornings was a question that’d plagued her for at least twenty years. She still didn’t have an answer.
She glanced at her phone—six-o-seven am. On schedule.
Six months ago, that would’ve meant she was late. Something management might fire over. Harsh, yes, but fitting for Hargroves, a restaurant that prided itself on being open every day of the year except Christmas. Its staff needed the same level of dedication.
The days had blurred together: a repetitive, punishing schedule, relentless customers, the endless calculus of overworked staff and stock take. Love-and-hate in equal measure.
Two months ago, she’d accepted the General Store’s café manager position out of curiosity, okay, desperation. She wanted time. Not the abstract ‘more’ people claimed they needed, but time that felt like it belonged to her. For walks, for reading, for just…existing. 
And for plants, though she hadn’t bought one yet. She stared at the spot on the bench where, according to the interior photographs Evelyn had shown her from before she moved, a fern had once lived. 
 “You must fetch yourself some greenery,” her grandmother Silvia had said over the phone last week, “or you’ll fizzle out!” 
It was a joke, but she believed in the power of plants.
Before leaving, she unzipped her shoulder bag, double-checking the contents. 
By the entryway hung a prized possession: a pinboard covered in postcards Izzy had helped her set up when she arrived. The Evans, at least Silvia, and Laura’s brothers, were a postal family. Whenever they went somewhere new, or wanted to say hello, they sent Laura a card. Silvia’s were the most consistent, arriving every other week. 
The latest, from thirteen days ago, showed the storefront of the ‘Boston Chowder Museum’, but she was still waiting on the next one. Silvia had promised something ‘special’ and kept asking if it’d arrived. Not yet, but she hadn’t checked the mailbox in a while. So she should do so on her way out.

      [image: ]The vestibule’s antique brass mailboxes could’ve been museum artifacts. Each box was labeled with the recipient’s name, not that Evelyn needed to bother, given it was just her, Laura, and Jay and Trenton with Mountainside Stories.
Key in hand, she lingered a moment. Ridiculous, but she’d take the small joys. She reached in, fishing out a slim stack of envelopes: a cell phone bill and a local newsletter. No postcard. Except—something else. A plain manila envelope. No return address, but postmarked Silver Springs. Strange.
She flipped it over in her hands. It didn’t look like official correspondence. And no one had sent her a letter since her school days, when her grandmother enrolled her in a penpal program. It was too thin for a letter but too thick for a postcard. What could it be?
Laura hesitated, then hooked her thumb under the flap and tore it open with a decisive rip.
Inside was a single, curled photograph, its edges browned and blunted. The image was of the Silver Springs Community Garden, what it’d looked like at least a decade ago. A low wire fence, rows of planter boxes, and a squat wooden sign hand-painted with ‘Burns Memorial Rose Garden.’ In the foreground: four adults, all in the layered, low-rise fashion of the era. They posed on either side of a rosebush heavy with sunset-hued blooms.
But that wasn’t the most interesting or concerning part. It was the faces. One man, with a full goatee and dark-brown skin, had his face circled in a thick, red pen. The other, broad-cheeked and with a thinning beard, had his face crossed-out with a heavy, angry X. What on earth? No caption or date except a phrase snipped from magazine letters and glued on with wobbly precision.
‘This is the bloom that wasn’t.’
The circled man had a kind expression, but Laura didn’t recognize him, nor the others. The crossed-out one wore old-fashioned work overalls and a mustache so wide it looked like an eyebrow glued to his lip. What drew her attention was the rosebush: striking, full, and symmetrical, the color unlike anything she’d seen.
Even if this was a prank or a leftover from some lost local legend, she couldn’t let it lie. The rest of the morning would be in the company of caffeine and carbohydrates, but she knew what she’d be doing on her lunch break.

      [image: ]It was the first stillness she’d had all day, and she savored it, even if only as an intermission between the twin tornadoes of the morning and afternoon rushes. She unwrapped her sandwich—a Reuben on rye.
On the table beside her: the manila envelope, photo, and her phone. Time for a little research.
In the search engine, she typed ‘Burns Memorial Rose Garden.’ The first few links were the usual—government pages, a community gardening blog with a penchant for all-caps headlines—but on the fourth, the Historical Society’s website. Perfect.
She knew the place. It was a fixture of the west end of town, tucked between a hiking trail entrance and the Meadowlark Point Park. One of her grandmother’s favorite spots they’d visited often on their shared summer visits to Silver Springs. She didn’t recognize the rose garden, though.
Easy enough to find out why. 
It’d been established twenty years ago, long after she’d stopped coming, by a grant from the Good Neighbor Guild and donations from three local families—Burns, Carter, and Merriweather. The name honored the late Devon Burns, described as ‘a tireless advocate for horticultural education’ and ‘a beloved member of the community.’ The garden’s initial centerpiece: ‘Fall Radiance,’ a unique rose cultivar, bred by Devon and patented the same year as the rose garden’s establishment.
Laura chewed her sandwich and scrolled through one article, pausing when she reached a scan of a film photograph. There stood a small crowd before a just-planted rosebush. In front: a man in overalls and a heavy mustache, flanked by another with a goatee. She knew those faces.
Crossed-out. Circled. There they were, decades before someone drew a battle line between them.
The circled man was identified in several captions as ‘Sidney Carter,’ the X-ed one, Devon. But why?
Devon Burns, it seemed, had died six months ago, of a sudden and aggressive cancer. His family ran the town’s largest nursery. There were remembrances, and even an essay by his daughter, Imogen, accompanying the Memo’s obituary. Sidney passed away five years ago. She scrutinized the photo accompanying his death notice: his long, wide nose, delicate jawline, and deep-set eyes. 
It was like looking at a sepia-tinted version of someone she almost knew.
Eli Carter. Could…that be his grandfather? It would make sense. If it were true, Eli, like Sidney before him, was never seen in a shade other than green and adored his plants.
She sat back in her chair. Someone in Silver Springs wanted her to see this photo and whatever was encoded in that angry red X and the clipped ransom-note text. 
If she hadn’t known about all this, what else had she missed?
Combine that with the connection, Eli’s interests…and her overdue desire to have some life in her apartment…this wasn’t an opportunity she should pass up.

      [image: ]The last fifteen minutes before closing were always the slowest. Even with the register counted down and the espresso machine drained of its final hiss of steam, the General Store refused to wind down gracefully. There was always one patron clinging to the vestiges of public space.
Laura circulated the café floor with a rag and a spray bottle, flicking her eyes up at the clock every few passes. She’d only just finished wiping down the central table when Eli, ever considerate, appeared to assist her in stacking the chairs on tables. Perhaps the last customer would take a hint.
Eli grabbed the first seat, flipping it upside down. At twenty-seven, he was the youngest of her colleagues, but he’d been there the longest. He wore his usual green t-shirt under an open denim jacket with the sleeves rolled up, right forearm bearing the sword-and-flora tattoo he’d commissioned from Jesse last year.
He eyed the clock, then the customer. At least Jasmine was clearing their table to send them on their way.
“How was your day? Did it treat you okay?” Laura asked as they worked.
He shrugged, with a hint of a smile showing through. “Same as ever. Though that’s a good thing.” 
Nothing would give her an elegant segue, so she launched into it. “This is out of nowhere, I know, but my grandmother keeps saying I should get myself some indoor plants.”
“Yeah?” His interest sharpened, because of course it would.
She nodded. “I was wondering…since you’re the expert, would you have a few recommendations for a beginner?”
Before he could reply, Jesse O’Connor materialized in the only way they knew how: with a smile that couldn’t decide whether it was a grin or a smirk, and a one-liner to match. “A few? Try a thousand!” They began re-stacking the dry goods shelves nearby. “He’s a walking plant encyclopedia, like his grandfather.”
Eli’s shoulders went
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