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​––––––––Welcome to Clover Hollow

Tucked deep within the gentle embrace of the Green Mountains of Vermont lies the village of Clover Hollow. It is the kind of place where the fog clings to the valleys like a well-worn wool blanket, and the air always smells faintly of aging maple trees and woodsmoke.

Life in Clover Hollow moves at its own measured pace. The biggest headlines usually involve the annual maple syrup output, the results of the fall harvest festival bake-off, or a particularly spirited debate at the town hall meeting. We pride ourselves on our covered bridges, our sharp cheddar cheese, and our ability to mind our neighbors’ business just enough to make sure everyone is warm, fed, and properly caffeinated at Miller’s General Store.

But even in a town this quiet, little secrets tend to drift through the mist. Keys disappear. Important documents vanish. The centerpiece of the quilt show is suddenly found unraveled.

And there is someone who sees it all.

High atop the ancient white pine that guards the town green lives Jasper. Jasper is a crow—a jet-black sentinel with eyes that sparkle like obsidian and a strange affinity for the people who live below him.

The folks in Clover Hollow treat Jasper with a healthy mix of respect and caution. It’s said that if you leave a shiny button on your windowsill, Jasper might bring you good luck. It’s also said that if you speak a lie while Jasper is perched on your porch railing, the whole town will know about it by sunset. He doesn't just watch our little village; he protects it.

These are the small, perplexing mysteries of our corner of Vermont. They are the cases that don’t make the city papers but keep Clover Hollow buzzing. We invite you to grab a warm cup of cider, pull up a rocking chair, and watch closely.

Because when Jasper caws, a mystery is always about to begin.
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​The Case of the Missing
Silver Spoon
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The autumn social season in Clover Hollow always kicked off with the Heritage Tea at the Gable estate. The centerpiece of the table was a set of heavy, ornate silver spoons that had been in the family for generations. But as the first pot of Earl Grey was being poured, Mrs. Gable let out a gasp. The most prized spoon—the one with the family crest—was gone from its velvet-lined spot.

Suspicion immediately fell on a new parlor maid who seemed overwhelmed by the crowd, and a local collector who had been seen admiring the silver a bit too intently earlier that afternoon.

I stood near the stone garden wall, watching the frantic search move from the parlor to the lawn. That’s when I noticed Jasper. He wasn’t looking for crumbs from the scones; he was a feathered gargoyle on the weathered capstone of the garden wall. He performed a rhythmic, clicking dance, staring down into a deep, mossy crevice between two heavy stones.

He let out a sharp caw and pecked deep into the crack, followed by a clear, metallic tink.

"He's found the crest," I said.

We pulled back a handful of dry ivy and reached into the crevice. There, tucked away in the dark, was the missing silver spoon. It wasn't a theft, but a "shiny lure" situation. Mrs. Gable had left the window open to let in the breeze, and a curious magpie—not Jasper, but a younger, flashier bird—had swooped in, snatched the spoon, and tried to stash it in the wall. Jasper, the senior observer of the hollow, had seen the whole thing.

The spoon was polished and returned to the tea service. Jasper spent the rest of the afternoon on the garden wall, the ultimate sentinel of the silver.
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​The Crimson Thread Caper
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The Clover Hollow Quilting Circle was in a state of high drama. Their "Legacy Quilt" was nearly finished, but the final, heirloom silver button—meant to be the center of the Crimson Star pattern—had vanished from the sewing basket. Without it, the quilt couldn't be entered into the county fair.

Suspicion fell on the newest member of the circle, who had been struggling with her stitches, and the shopkeeper from the next town who had been eyeing the pattern for his own store.

The workroom was quiet, save for the ticking of the clock. I noticed Jasper wasn't on the windowsill watching the squirrels; he was balanced on the arm of the head quilter’s chair. He was performing an awkward, jerky dance, looking down at a single, stray crimson thread that had snagged on the wicker of the sewing basket.

He followed the thread with his eyes, let out a clicking call, and hopped onto a nearby button jar, pecking at the glass.

"He's followed the trail," I said.

We moved the heavy jar and found that the crimson thread had unraveled and tangled around the silver button. When the basket was moved earlier that morning, the thread had acted like a tiny tether, dragging the button out of the basket and into the shadows behind the jar. It was a simple case of a snagged stitch.

The button was sewn into the center of the star, and Jasper spent the evening clamped onto the quilt rack, a sleek black silhouette against the colorful fabric.
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​The Gardener's Gloves Gallivancy
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The annual Seed Swap was the busiest day for the Clover Hollow Potting Shed. Everyone was focused on the rare "Midnight Star" dahlia seeds, but the event hit a snag when the director’s custom-fitted, floral-patterned gardening gloves went missing from her workstation. They weren't just gloves; they held the keys to the rare seed vault.

Suspicion turned toward a rival botanist who had been seen pacing near the workstation, and a forgetful volunteer who was known for misplacing tools.

I stood by the greenhouse door as the search intensified. Jasper tenanted the iron scrollwork of a decorative garden bench. He wasn't hunting for seeds; he was staring intently into the curved metal armrest of the bench, performing a rhythmic, clicking dance.

He gave a sharp peck at a piece of fabric peeking out from the iron swirl.

"He’s found the bloom," I said.

We reached into the ornate ironwork and pulled out the floral gloves. It wasn't sabotage; the director had simply draped them over the armrest while answering a question, and the heavy spring breeze had folded the soft fabric right into the hollow curve of the bench’s design.

The keys were retrieved, the seeds were swapped, and Jasper spent the rest of the day on the greenhouse roof, watching the garden grow.
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​The Thistle and Bell Bottleneck
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Every morning at 8:00 AM, the village bell at the Old Post Office rang to signify the start of the business day. But one Monday, the town square remained silent. The bell ringer pulled the cord, but the heavy brass bell wouldn't budge. It was jammed solid.

Suspicion fell on a local prankster who had a history of greasing the bell rope, and a contractor who had complained the bell was too loud for the residents of the new apartments nearby.

I walked toward the post office, my eyes scanning the high eaves. Jasper was already there, perched on the cast-iron bracket that held the bell. He performed an awkward dance, peering deep into the "mouth" of the bell and letting out a series of metallic clicks.

He began a series of sharp pecks at a cluster of dry, prickly stalks wedged into the mechanism.

"He’s found the snag," I said.

We climbed the ladder and found that a series of tall, dried thistles—blown by a weekend storm—had wedged themselves perfectly into the bottleneck of the bell's clapper. The more the rope was pulled, the tighter the thistles jammed.

The bell was cleared, the thistles were removed, and the town finally got its morning wake-up call. Jasper spent the hour, serving as a living finial, on the very top of the bell housing, the brass warming his feet in the sun.
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​The Heirloom Seed Shambles
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The "Midnight Star" dahlia seeds were the crown jewel of the Clover Hollow Potting Shed. After the close call with the director’s gloves, the seeds had been meticulously dried and placed into a master packet, a heavy vellum envelope sealed with wax. It was the only pure strain left in the valley, destined to be the centerpiece of the spring planting. But when the director arrived to begin the delicate process of sorting, she found a scene of absolute chaos.

The master packet had been torn open with what looked like jagged force. Seeds were scattered across the cedar potting bench like dark grains of sand, but the most distinctive, largest husks—the ones containing the primary genetic line—were missing entirely.

"The greenhouse was locked!" the director cried, her hands trembling. "And there isn't a footprint in the damp soil near the benches!"

Suspicion immediately fell on a greedy commercial grower from the city who had been seen lurking near the greenhouse vents, and a local rival who had publicly joked that the "Midnight Star" was more trouble than it was worth.

The potting shed was filled with the heavy, rich scent of damp earth and dormant bulbs. While the town constable examined the "forced" envelope, I noticed Jasper. He wasn't presided near his usual bag of sunflower seeds; instead, he was balanced on a high, shadowed wooden shelf, tucked behind a row of empty, vintage terra cotta pots. He was performing a rhythmic, clicking dance, his head
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