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Some puzzles are worth getting lost in... 
Laura Evans thought moving to Silver Springs meant leaving surprises behind. After uprooting her entire life from Boston, all she wanted was predictable days and a fresh start in the quaint Vermont town where her grandmother once lived.
But when a mysterious vintage cookie jar appears in her moving boxes—one she didn't pack—Laura discovers it contains a secret. Inside is a handwritten clue in her grandmother's distinctive purple ink.
With Isaac 'Izzy' Lennox, an enthusiastic young man from the local apple farm who arrives at her door with homemade pickles, Laura finds herself chasing riddles from the cozy Creekside Tearoom to the community theater's costume collection. 
Each clue reveals another piece of her grandmother's connection to this close-knit town—and introduces Laura to neighbors who seem remarkably eager to help a stranger.
As Laura follows the trail...she begins to wonder...how does and why everyone in Silver Springs seems to know exactly who she is?
Sometimes the most beautiful secrets are the ones that bring you home.






  
  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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  Puzzles She Packed
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Three days in Silver Springs, and Laura Evans’ new third-floor apartment looked more like a shipping warehouse than a residence. She surveyed the cardboard chaos as her phone buzzed. Her mother’s second text that morning, probably asking how ‘the big move was going.’ 
Laura let it lie.
What was the point?  The movers still hadn’t arrived, and the mess she had strewn everywhere.
She turned back to the box she’d been procrastinating over—marked ‘Kitchen Stuff.’ Inside, wrapped in dish towels smelling of her old Boston apartment, she found the usual suspects: an unused garlic press, measuring spoons missing the tablespoon, and ceramic mixing bowls.
But underneath a silicone spatula and an old oven mitt…something unexpected.
A vintage cookie jar, its lid decorated with faded roses and scrollwork.
Laura frowned. So much for every box inventoried, every item accounted for during the move from Boston—a habit developed during fifteen years of restaurant management. This didn’t belong to her.
She pried it open. Inside, a folded piece of cream-colored paper lay against the jar’s bottom. Before she could investigate further, the intercom beside her front door buzzed.
Who could that be? Evelyn? Maggie? A misdirected envelope?
Laura picked her way across the strewn, flattened boxes to press the answer button.
A voice floated through the speaker—young, with a French-Canadian accent, an underlying musicality, and vibrating with energy. “Laura Evans? Morning, morning, morning!”
“I’m sorry, but how do you know my name?” Laura said, instead of a proper greeting.
“Indeed! I’m pleased to announce the welcoming committee has arrived!”
“Welcoming committee?” It seemed repeating words was all she was capable of.
“While it only comprises me, myself, and I, Silver Springs’ welcoming committee takes it upon itself to greet new townspeople! And I brought pickles.”
Something…stirred in her memory. Evelyn had talked about this. A young man who showed up at newcomers’ homes with…food? In Boston, unexpected visitors meant someone was lost, selling something, or was about to deliver bad news. Here…they brought pickles?
“I’m Isaac Lennox, but call me Izzy. Everyone does! I’m the right-hand man at Goldenleaf Apple Farm! We supply your future employer with our fine products, but I thought, why wait until a supply run to introduce myself?”
Despite everything—Laura smiled. “Please come on up. I’m on the third floor.”
A few minutes later, a knock at her door revealed a young man in his mid-twenties, holding a large mason jar. He had long, dark, curly hair braided back in a bun, a floppy straw hat jammed on his head, arms covered in woven bracelets, and a t-shirt underneath patched overalls.
He grinned at her, bouncing on his toes, stepping over the threshold and extending the jar. “Hi! Welcome to Silver Springs! I know you’ve been here for a few days already, but I’ve been working double shifts at the farm, and then there was the community theater emergency—don’t ask—and I kept meaning to stop by, but…” He paused, noticing the jar in her hands. “That’s beautiful!”
“It is,” Laura said. “I discovered it in one of my moving boxes, but I can’t recall packing it.”
Izzy’s eyes lit up. “An unexpected treasure!”
“There’s a paper inside, and it’s…puzzling. I don’t know how this could have gotten here,” Laura said.
“Open it!” Izzy said.
Laura shook herself. What was the big deal? It was probably just a forgotten purchase from some antique shop…still…it intrigued her.
So she unfolded the paper…and it had her grandmother’s careful handwriting. Same purple ink, letters formed with the precision of someone who’d spent decades working with books as a school librarian.
“You’ll find comfort where cinnamon meets china,” Laura read aloud. “Ask for the warmest welcome.”
Izzy stared at her. “A cookie jar? With…riddles inside?” His eyes widened, and he rubbed his hands together. “This is giving me the most wonderful ideas.”
What could that possibly have sparked in his brain? Never mind. “I recognize this handwriting. It’s my grandmother’s.”
Stars danced in his eyes. “Your Gran? Silvia Evans, right?”
She nodded.
“It’s a clue!” he said. “Your grandmother left you a treasure hunt!” He spun in a small circle before facing her again.
What was he talking about? That was the first conclusion he drew? Actor, indeed.
“I…wouldn’t jump to that conclusion. I really don’t know why this would be here. Perhaps she was simply jotting down recipe notes or copying an interesting passage from a book she was reading—”
She paused. It could’ve been one of those items, sure, but she knew her grandmother. And…as ridiculous as Izzy’s pronouncement was…she’d sprung other schemes in the past. But the last time had been—years ago. When she was a child! Not an almost thirty-eight-year-old!
She was an adult, with responsibilities, things to do, a schedule, a budget, a—cardboard-box-strewn apartment, an uprooted existence, and…a crushing feeling of drift.
Even so…she’d only been here for less than seventy-two hours, and that was all it had taken to be reacquainted with Silver Springs and all its confusing charm. She’d reconnected with her dear family friend, met her future coworkers, solved a few perplexing problems, and…now, she’d met Izzy.
The enthusiasm, the kindness, the…quirkiness of it all…it reminded her of Silvia.
Izzy raised a feathery eyebrow. “Or perhaps...?”
“I suppose this could be another one of her elaborate schemes. She’s always been…an enthusiastic planner.” Laura said.
He cocked his head, a micro-expression flashing across his face—knowing or perhaps confusion—before he grinned. “That’s why I said it. I wouldn’t put it past her!”
“But I don’t understand how that would be possible. She doesn’t even live in Silver Springs!”
He shrugged, woven bracelets shaking up and down his wiry arms. “She knows everyone!
“I’d say she knows everyone in town, from what I’ve observed,” Laura said, and she sighed. “Even if I were to…go along with it…I don’t even know where I’d start. It could be anywhere.”
“Not just anywhere!” Izzy said, throwing his hands up. “No! A place steeped in memory, perhaps where your grandmother herself would’ve frequented!”
“I believe I’ve visited all the places she frequented during my childhood visits. She was always so keen on showing me around,” Laura said. Never mind, it had been a long time, and the memories were hazy at best. Silver Springs had only existed in brief daydreams, snatched between long hours of work that bled into one another, until recently.
Izzy smiled. “Surely a little refamiliarization couldn’t hurt? Unless, of course, unpacking utterly consumes you? I’d be happy to assist! Consider it part of the welcoming committee duties.”
Laura looked around her apartment, at the many boxes still taped up, the items not yet placed in cupboards, the missed texts from her mother…then at the jar and her grandmother’s handwriting.
“I think…I could use a distraction from all this unpacking.”
He grinned, the expression wide, bright, and…something else.

      [image: ]“Would you care for some coffee?” Laura asked, already moving toward her kitchen area. “I brought my coffee machine in the car with me—I don’t know what I’d do without my morning coffee.” She made a face. “Even if I have to have it black until my refrigerator arrives. It doesn’t taste the same without cream.”
The smile didn’t leave his face, but it dimmed a little. “No thank you, appreciate it, though.”
She nodded and busied herself with the coffeemaker. Izzy sat on the floor, unfolding a large piece of paper, smoothing it out with care.
“What’s that?” she asked, walking over, mug in hand.
“Tourist map of Silver Springs,” Izzy said. “Part of the official welcoming committee package.”
It wasn’t an ordinary one, though. Red ink traced walking routes, blue arrows, and tiny stars marked locations with notes like ‘great Wi-Fi’ and ‘ask for the maple scone.’
“Did you do all of this?” Laura asked, leaning closer to examine the annotations.
“Guilty,” Izzy said. “I enjoy making maps. Plus, I figured if I’m going to be the official welcoming committee, I should have official welcoming committee materials.” He pointed to a small building near the Village Green. “That’s the Creekside Tearoom.”
Laura leaned closer, reading the tiny angular script: ‘Best Earl Grey in Vermont, homemade scones daily, perfect for an afternoon break or serious conversation.’
“Cinnamon meets china,” she said. “Tea and spices?”
“Exactly!” Izzy said.
“What about the General Store café?” Laura asked. “They have cinnamon rolls and coffee cups.”
“True,” Izzy said, “but that’s more of a ‘cinnamon meets ceramic’ situation. China usually refers to the fancy stuff—teacups, proper tea service.”
Laura continued examining the map. Izzy had marked not just businesses and landmarks, but also practical information: public restrooms, best cell phone reception spots, which shops offered senior discounts, and seasonal notes about when various festivals and events took place.
“You really have extensive knowledge of Silver Springs,” she said. “Were you born here, if you don’t mind my asking?”
Izzy shook his head. “No, Montreal. Moved here eleven years ago. Needed a change.” Something in his tone suggested there might be more to that story.
“I’d love to hear what you enjoy about living here,” Laura said.
Izzy was quiet for a moment, his finger tracing one of the walking paths on the map. “Community. Not to mention, the Players always need someone to paint sets and wrangle costumes.”
“So you’re involved with the local theater group? That must be rewarding.”
“It is, yeah. I’m up to my neck in it,” Izzy said with a laugh. “And everything else. If there’s something that needs volunteers, I’m there somewhere.”
Laura smiled. “So you…make it a practice to visit new residents with homemade pickles and these wonderful annotated maps? That’s thoughtful of you.”
He grinned. “If they’re happy to receive me. If there’s one thing I don’t do, it’s impose.” His expressions shifted. “The morning is young! Do you think the tearoom is our best bet?”
Laura nodded. “That seems like our best starting point

      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ]
      [image: ][image: A QR code that goes to cozycozies.com/mystery]





OEBPS/cover.png
Puzzles
she Paycked

A Page-turning Crafts & Culinary
Cozy Mystery Short Story

Jodie Morgan





OEBPS/images/eb4d98a9-8aeb-49b6-b28a-5333bd5e5685.png





OEBPS/images/5dd05a7c-037c-46a8-b42b-cd2ec742975e.png
Silver Springs

Mystery Series
Short Story &

Puzzles
she Paycked

A Page-turning Crafts & Culinary
Cozy Mystery Short Story

Jodie Morgan





OEBPS/images/cf718d93-d540-4d54-a972-abaf396a08c9.jpeg









