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  About The Story


Some treasures are too precious—and too perilous—to keep. 
Evelyn Chan has been the backbone of the Silver Springs Public Library's book sales for four decades: a pillar of honesty and community service. But when she discovers a rare poetry collection worth hundreds in a donation box...everything changes.
It should be worth celebrating, but the book isn't just valuable…it's personal. Inscribed 'To my darling Martha', it connects to her dear friend Martha Henderson's long-ago confession about a forbidden romance. 
With the library desperately needing funds, Evelyn faces an impossible choice. Keep the secret safe? Or let the book go to auction?
Evelyn needs to think, so she slips the volume into her bag. But as mysterious text messages, flustered conversations, and half-remembered stories pile up...has she stumbled onto Martha's deepest secret? And should she...keep it hidden?
Sometimes the most precious discoveries aren't the ones we're looking for—and sometimes the most poignant secrets are the ones we stumble upon.






  
  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.
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Evelyn Chan’s fingers stilled on the worn spine of a book she’d pulled from the unsorted donation box. The Winter Library Book Sale preparations always brought surprises, but this—this was something else. The community room bustled with activity as volunteers from the Friends Of The Library went through boxes, priced paperbacks, and arranged tables for tomorrow’s sale. 
The box she’d been going through had included little of interest: a few old sci-fi novels, some cookbooks, and a couple of poetry chapbooks. Except this.
“Good grief,” she whispered.
The book in her hands wasn’t just any poetry collection. Even after forty years as a Friends Of The Library volunteer, Evelyn’s pulse quickened at such finds. Richard Thornfield’s Silver Springs Summers—a limited edition, cloth-bound collection with gilt-edged pages and a distinctive embossed leaf pattern. Only five hundred copies ever produced.
She stopped short. The children’s section needed new furniture, and the summer reading program always ran short on prizes. The library depended on these book sales. This could fetch six hundred dollars at a minimum. Possibly much more to a collector. 
She opened the cover to the dedication page.
“To my darling Martha,” Evelyn read under her breath.
Wait. Her friend Martha? Martha Henderson, vice president of the Historical Society, her friend of forty years, and married to Lawrence Henderson for almost fifty?
The conversation from the Maplewood Crafters Club meeting three weeks ago rushed back to Evelyn. They’d been knitting and crocheting, sharing stories, when Martha had mentioned a romance from her youth.
“My parents would’ve had a conniption,” Martha had said, needles clicking. “He was brilliant but from ‘questionable stock,’ as Mother would say. Grand ambitions and empty pockets.”
Evelyn closed the book, her mind racing. 
It could be any Martha, of course, but the coincidence seemed too great.
Evelyn slipped the poetry book behind a pile of waiting-to-be-sorted hardcovers as Sally Matthews, the library director, approached.
“Finding anything interesting?” Sally asked.
Evelyn’s heart gave a jump. “Just the usual. Romance novels with broken spines, outdated travel guides, and a surprising number of bread machine cookbooks.”
Sally laughed. “Shame. I’d hoped you’d found something.” 
She gestured toward the front of the room where volunteers had arranged a green tablecloth underneath a hand-lettered sign reading ‘Treasures & Rarities.’ The table stood empty.
Evelyn’s fingers tightened around the edge of the table. “I’ll keep my eyes open. Have you checked the box by the window? Kevin Zhang dropped it off earlier. He’s been clearing his aunt’s estate, and she was quite the collector.”
Sally’s eyes lit up. “I didn’t see that one. Thanks!” She hurried away.
Above the temporary cashier’s station, by the donation box, hung a faded banner: ‘Winter Library Book Sale - Supporting Our Community For Forty Years.’ Another thing in desperate need of replacement. Evelyn’s throat tightened. Forty years. She remembered the first sale, when they’d filled three tables and raised a meager sum. She’d built her reputation on integrity and service—values she’d always prided herself on.
The community room’s doors opened, bringing with it an all-too-familiar figure. With his gangly frame, paint-splattered overalls, and emerald trapper hat, Jay Wilson, the co-owner of Mountainside Stories, and her tenant, always looked out-of-place and was proud of it.
“Morning, everyone!” Jay said, rubbing his hands. “What goodies await today?”
Sophia Beckwith, a newer Friends Of The Library volunteer, spoke up. “Evelyn knows where the good books are!”
Evelyn’s head snapped up.
Jay made his way across the room, eyes scanning the stacks she’d been organizing. “Found anything special for me?”
“Just the usual,” Evelyn said through the sudden tightness in her throat. “Though Kevin Zhang brought in some interesting history books. They’re over by the window.”
He clutched his heart in mock horror. “Evelyn, how could you fail me?”
Evelyn smiled despite herself. “If I find something, you’ll be the first to know.”
Jay nodded and leaped back across the room to investigate.
She needed time to examine the poetry collection and verify her suspicions. With volunteers bustling about and Sally hunting for special items, Evelyn couldn’t walk out with it. A plan formed in her mind.
Evelyn moved toward a nearby table where someone had stacked mystery paperbacks precariously high. She positioned herself next to the tower. “Sally, did we decide on pricing for the mystery section?”
As Sally turned to answer, Evelyn shifted her weight, bumping the table just enough. The stack teetered for a moment before cascading across the table and onto the floor.
“Good grief!” Evelyn said. “I’m sorry.”
Three volunteers rushed over. 
“Don’t worry about it, Evelyn,” one said, already kneeling to gather books. 
As she reorganized the paperbacks, the community room’s double doors swung open.
Selectboard Member Brent Kingsley’s unmistakable booming voice followed. “What a magnificent display of community spirit!”
Brent’s entourage—as expected, folks from the Maplewood Memo—trailed behind him. Hazel Thornton scribbled in her notepad while Tash Sinclair adjusted their camera settings.
“We weren’t expecting the press until tomorrow,” Sally said, rushing to greet the newcomers. 
“A photo opportunity waits for no one,” Brent declared. “The voters should see their elected officials supporting cultural initiatives.”
Now was her chance. Evelyn slipped Richard Thornfield’s book into her tote bag, nestling it between her knitting project and reading glasses case.
“And there she is!” Brent’s voice reverberated across the room. “The legendary Evelyn Chan!”
Evelyn froze.
“Forty years of volunteering for this institution!” he continued, gesturing for Tash to photograph them. “The backbone of the library’s fundraising efforts!”
“Just doing my part,” she said.
“Such modesty!” Brent said with an unabashed smile. “She’s the reason these book sales are such a success!”
“We’re fortunate to have volunteers like Evelyn,” Sally added, smiling.
“I need to use the restroom,” Evelyn said, once Tash had taken the photo.
Once out of sight, instead of turning toward the restrooms, she went to the Silver Springs Historical Society archives, which occupied the rear west side of the library. Its reading room, tucked behind tall shelves of Vermont histories and genealogical records, would be the perfect spot for her investigation. Few people visited on weekdays, and with the book sale preparations, it would be deserted.
Val, a Historical Society volunteer, greeted her. “Evelyn! Looking for something specific?”
“No thank you, Val. Just taking a quick break,” Evelyn said, trying to smile.
Once in the reading room, Evelyn selected a large coffee-table book on the history of local covered bridges. Her decoy. Settling into a chair in the corner, she pulled out the Thornfield volume and placed it inside the larger book. The trick she’d developed in high school of appearing to read one thing while actually reading something else hadn’t failed her yet.
Now to inspect. There it was—Richard Thornfield’s elegant signature, and the inscription: To my darling Martha. Underneath, in the same flowing script, was something she hadn’t noticed before: ‘Our first Silver Springs summers remain my fondest memories. Forever yours, R.’
Evelyn’s breath caught.
Martha’s mysterious romance from her youth—the brilliant young man from ‘questionable stock’ with ‘grand ambitions and empty pockets.’ It must have been Richard Thornfield, before he became famous, when he was a struggling poet spending summers in Silver Springs. Of course Martha’s parents would’ve disapproved. 
No one could’ve predicted Thornfield would become one of Vermont’s most celebrated poets.
The book’s link to the poet’s private life could make it worth thousands instead of just hundreds. Still, how could she put this up for sale? Evelyn stood and replaced the coffee-table book on the display table and tucked the Thornfield collection into her tote bag. With a deep breath, she returned to the community room.
“Good morning!”
Evelyn froze.
Martha Henderson stood near the doors, organizing the poetry section with a wistful expression, her fingers trailing across the spines of a W. B. Yeats collection. “These poetry books bring back so many memories.”
“Oh?” Evelyn’s voice came out higher than intended.
“My fiftieth wedding anniversary is next month,” Martha said. “It’s got me thinking. Do you ever wonder how your life might’ve turned out if you’d made other choices?”
Evelyn’s mouth went dry. “Sometimes.”
“I wonder about the roads I didn’t take.” Martha continued, her voice softening. She picked up a slim volume of love poems. “How different everything might’ve been.”
Evelyn’s fingers tightened around the strap of her tote bag.
“Speaking of poetry,” Martha said, “I’ve been hunting for something special for Lawrence. You know we always give each other poetry books for our anniversaries.”
Evelyn nodded mechanically.
“Lawrence has always adored Richard Thornfield’s work,” Martha continued. “There was a limited edition of Silver Springs Summers. Only five hundred copies.”
The room felt too warm.
“I’ve been checking estate sales, online auctions, used bookstores...” Martha sighed. 
Evelyn felt short of breath. “Perhaps…since you’re finished here…would you help me organize the rare books table?”
Martha’s eyebrows rose with interest.
“I saw something Lawrence might appreciate earlier,” Evelyn said.
Martha’s face brightened as she nodded. Relief flooded through Evelyn as they walked toward the rare books section. Cloth-covered hardbacks needing sorting piled up on the table.
A knowing smile spread across Martha’s face. “Evelyn Chan, you sly thing. Don’t tell me you’ve found the elusive Thornfield?”
Heat rushed to Evelyn’s face. She tried to laugh. “Thornfield? Goodness, no.”
Martha’s eyes narrowed. 
Evelyn tugged at the collar of her cardigan, perspiration forming at the neckline. “Is it warm in here? They’ve turned the heat up too high.”
Martha surveyed the other volunteers wearing sweaters, then glanced back at Evelyn. Leaning closer, a mischievous smile played on her lips. “I know you used to get those hot flashes, but I thought we were well past that menopause business.”
Evelyn’s cheeks burned hotter. She opened her mouth, not sure what excuse might tumble out, when Sophia approached their table.
“It’s official!” Sophia said.
Evelyn welcomed the interruption.
“We’re doing the Silver Springs Literary Connections exhibit next month!” Sophia said. “Sally approved my idea this morning. The centerpiece will feature Richard Thornfield. Did you know a local
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