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About The Book





Not all who wander are lost. Some are hunting… 

Laura Evans has spent fifteen years perfecting the art of appreciating her rare time off.

A quiet Monday morning to herself suits her just fine, until her friend Jasmine drags her out of the warmth and into the cold for a geocaching expedition in the woods.

What begins as a fun treasure hunt becomes something worrying when vandalized caches threaten to shut down the beloved program. Someone is destroying the anonymous Cache Keeper’s literary prizes, and rumors whisper of a final treasure worth thousands. 

Determined to stop the vandal and prevent further damage, Laura and Jasmine unravel secrets hidden in book codes and boot prints, navigating grudges and desperate choices. 

Laura must solve the mystery before the program, and someone’s last hope, disappears forever. 

Some treasures aren't meant to stay buried.
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About The Series





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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Discovery By Design





Fifteen years of limited time made Laura Evans an expert at ignoring the world. At six-thirty in the morning, wide-awake yet blurry, she’d burrowed into a knitted blanket with a cup of tea. What did it matter if she didn’t move for another hour? It was her day off, so she could do what she liked. 

That included pretending the doorbell hadn’t been ringing for the last sixty seconds.

It rang again—three rapid-fire stabs.

She heaved a sigh. If they were this persistent…she should check. Just in case.

Laura peeled herself off the couch, blanket and all, and went to the door to answer the buzzer. She pressed her forehead against the solid wood, and closed her eyes. Could she pretend she wasn’t home?

No, this was Silver Springs, Vermont: the town where anonymity was impossible.

She clicked the answer button. “Good morning?”

A familiar voice crackled through. “Laura! You’re up!”

Jasmine, awake and dressed at this hour? Shouldn’t she be sleeping in like any sensible person?

“Hi, Jasmine,” she said. “I suppose I am, but I was just about to fall asleep again on my couch.”

“Get dressed and meet me downstairs. We’re going treasure hunting.”

Which was more confusing? The instructions or what would follow?

“I’m sorry. What do you mean?”

“You, me, the Woodland Watch, and the hunt for the elusive Cache Keeper’s stash!” Jasmine said. It sounded like she’d already had at least two cups of coffee. Or one, given her usual order at the café was a double espresso. “It’s a perfect morning for it, and rumor has it the fall colors at Lake Freemore are incredible today.”

That made even less sense. The Woodland Watch, a local land care organization Jasmine belonged to, yes, and Lake Freemore, a beautiful spot in the county, also yes…but the rest? Unintelligible.

Laura leaned on the door frame and yawned. “That’s very kind of you to invite me, thank you, but I had plans to…do some stuff.”

Yes, a brilliant plan. Escape by evasion. That never worked.

“Like what?” 

“Crocheting…and listening to an audiobook.” Laura said, because, what else?

“You’re coming. I know you won’t regret it.”

She couldn’t say no to the woman who was fast becoming her closest friend, and Jasmine knew it.

“Alright then,” Laura sighed. “Thank you. Just give me ten minutes to get ready.”

“All good,” Jasmine said. “I brought my knitting to do while I wait.”

Treasure hunting. Who would’ve thought? A diversion sounded better than the mess of a few weeks ago. Laura got dressed and prepared herself a travel mug of coffee with a dash of cream.
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Jasmine’s compact silver SUV sat in the carpark behind the Morrison Building, as promised, with her inside, needles flying through what must’ve been a shawl. She unlocked the door with a smile.

A purple scrunchie secured her box braids, and she wore an emerald green hiking jacket. Ready for traversing the great outdoors. 

“Okay, let’s go!” Jasmine said after leaning across to give Laura a hug. “Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be,” Laura said. “What are we doing today?”

Jasmine waited until she’d pulled out and drove down Main Street to reply. “We’re going to Freemore State Park. Three new caches went live this week, and I’ve got coordinates for them all. The prizes are getting more creative. Someone said there’s a handmade notebook at the Wood Duck Loop.”

Caches? Prizes? Coordinates? The beauty of subcultures and their jargon.

Jasmine eyed her in the rearview mirror, grinning. “I guess I should explain it. So, geocaching. It’s a scavenger hunt, except you’re looking for hidden containers. Sometimes old film canisters, or a cookie tin. Once I found a hollowed-out fake rock! But inside there’s always a logbook, your proof you found it, and a little trinket. Take something, leave something.” She turned onto the road heading out of town. “Someone posts coordinates online, and the rest of us go searching. It’s like comprehension in English Lit, but instead of old manuscripts, you’re reading trail maps.”

Laura smiled. “And this is what the Woodland Watch does on Mondays?”

“Among other things! We pick up litter, record wildlife sightings, get lost in the woods…it’s all part of the charm. Plus, getting outside before winter hides the sun.” Jasmine slowed for a turn, sipping her coffee while she idled. “You’ll love it, I promise.”

They rode in silence as the town fell away to fields and then to rolling forest. The trees were starting their annual riot: oranges, scarlets, and yellows.

In a way, her childhood dream was coming true. Silver Springs in the fall.

“You’re thinking too hard,” Jasmine said, eyes still on the road.

Laura looked away from the window and sighed. “I suppose so. It’s hard not to.”

Jasmine smiled. “Let’s immerse ourselves in the beauty of nature for a while. No pressure. No puzzles except the ones we want to solve.”
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At least a dozen people clustered near the trailhead Jasmine had pointed out, so they headed over. The assembled crowd was a mix of ages, all dressed for hiking, but most skewed older. One man, a little apart from the others, wore a neon-yellow safety vest, fiddling with a long-handled shovel.

“It looks like a full house today,” Jasmine said as they walked.

“Are these the people we’re competing against?” Laura asked. 

Jasmine grinned. “It’s not a competition. We started hosting these hikes last year to get more folks outdoors. Most of us enjoy being in company.”

Laura nodded, scanning the faces. “How wonderful. Whose idea was it?”

“Melinda Winrow. You remember she’s the committee chair. Rumor has it she’s more competitive about trail mix than anyone in New England.”

They approached, and people gave Jasmine greetings all round. Landing at last in front of the woman carrying the clipboard, it was indeed Melinda.

“Jasmine!” Melinda called as she straightened from tucking a clear reusable silicone bag into her backpack, filled with nuts, dried fruit, seeds, and cacao nibs. “And you’ve brought reinforcements.”

Jasmine said, “Melinda, you remember Laura?”

Melinda smiled. “I do! Are you a hiker too?”

“Hi, Melinda. Lovely to see you again. This is my first time,” Laura said.

“Today you picked a beauty,” Melinda said, sweeping an arm toward the woods. “We’re doing the Wood Duck Loop, up to the overlook, then down past the ponds. Six caches along the way, and rumor is the Cache Keeper’s got a surprise for us.”

“I keep hearing that name,” Laura said. “Do they…leave these…caches?”

Melinda’s eyes glinted. “They do indeed. An anonymous soul who plants treasures around this state park. Nobody’s cracked who it is. People have theories, but no proof. It’s all part of the magic.”

Jasmine leaned in. “Some say it’s Melinda, but she denies it.”

Melinda snorted. “If I were, you’d know. My handwriting is tragic. Besides, trail mix is my interest, not cryptic riddles.” She opened the bag, proffering it forward. “Want a sample before we go?”

The mix was a riot of textures: roasted pumpkin and sunflower seeds, candied ginger, dried cranberries, cacao nibs, mixed nuts, even pretzel sticks. Laura pinched a modest bit, tasted. The ginger hit first, then the richness of the nuts and the slight bitterness of the cacao.

“That’s…great,” Laura said.

Melinda’s face lit up. “Thank you! I’ve got a rivalry with Toby. He claims the only real trail mix is raisins and peanuts, but I say: why not innovate? So now we set a theme every week, and everyone votes at the end. This time it’s ‘Fall Harvest.’”

Jasmine pulled a bag from her pack. “You’re going down today, Melinda. Wait till you try my sweet potato-pecan combo.”

“Bold choice! But you’re on.” Melinda turned to the growing crowd. “Five minutes, everyone.” As the group prepared itself, she turned to Laura. “Have you ever geocached before?”

“Never,” Laura said. “Jasmine was saying it isn’t competitive, which is a relief. I’ve never been great at games or challenges.”

Melinda laughed. “It’s a good excuse to hike and play detective. Nobody takes it too seriously. Except…Derek.” She nodded toward the man with a trekking pole and a clipboard.

Laura smiled.

Melinda said, “If you stick with Jasmine, you’ll catch on fast. She’s got great orienteering skills.”

As Laura turned back, Jasmine offered a sample of her trail mix to the man in the neon vest, who accepted it with a shy, lopsided smile. He looked a little younger than Melinda.

“Laura, come meet Gordon,” Jasmine called.

Gordon shook her hand. “Hi. I’m the trail maintenance guy. I work for the State Park.”

“Lovely to meet you. I imagine at this time of year you love being outdoors,” Laura said.

“You’ve got that right. It’s a spectacle to be sure,” he said. “See plenty of hikers and am always willing to share what I know about the trails with them.”

“Okay, everyone!” Melinda called. “A quick roll call before we set out.” She ran down the list of names.

Jasmine and Laura replied in tandem, as did two college girls in matching leggings. Laura recognized only a few: Jasmine’s friend Leo Nash, the retired ornithologist and General Store regular Dr. Shanti Patel, and another café frequenter and environmental science grad student Sophia Beckwith.

“Today’s goal,” Melinda announced, “is to enjoy the hike, and maybe, solve a Cache Keeper’s puzzle. Remember, leave only footprints, take only photos, and, if you must, bragging rights. And one more thing.” She held up a GPS device with a high-contrast display. “If you see me lagging, it’s because this thing’s battery is flat. I can never tell if it’s charged.” 

There was a ripple of laughter. She handed it to Jasmine, who glanced at the screen and nodded.

“You’ve got the app I installed on your phone, don’t you?” Jasmine asked.

Melinda clapped her hands. “I do, at least! Then let’s go. Wood Duck Loop, here we come.”

The crowd funneled onto the trail, with the chatter rising and falling like birdsong. Laura fell into step next to Jasmine. There was a warmth to these strangers she could get behind. They stepped into the woods, and the world narrowed to the unknown. For once at least, it wasn’t worrying. It was tantalizing.
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About a mile in, she felt it, for now, at least, just a pleasant ache. Funny how being on your feet almost every day for the past two decades didn’t translate to walking longer distances. It was a sign.

Jasmine slowed, checking her device. “Should be at the last log in the old birch snag.” She pointed to the fallen branches leaning against a hollowed-out trunk. “Want to do the honors?”

Laura crouched beside the hollowed log, spending at least two minutes searching until she uncovered a small container, hidden in a nest of dried leaves.

Jasmine grinned. “I knew you’d be good at this!”

Heat crept up Laura’s neck as she pried it open, Jasmine peering over her shoulder. What would there be inside? It was a miniature notebook nestled in tissue paper—three inches square, bound with a strip of marbled paper in blue and cream swirls.

She turned it over in her palm. Whoever made this hadn’t just hidden a treasure—they’d created one. This was the work of someone who understood books as something worth honoring.

Laura cracked it open. It was made from recycled book pages—some yellowed and brittle at the edges, others still crisp, each one cut and stitched together. A collage bookmark slipped out, dense with text fragments from what looked like classic literature.

She turned to the first page, where looping handwriting greeted them: ‘Congratulations, Intrepid Seeker! You’ve discovered Edition #1 in the Fall series. Please sign the log, and pass it on. CK.’

“Wow.” Laura ran her thumb along the edge of the bookmark. “This is too nice to take.”

“That’s why you leave something in return.” Jasmine rummaged in her bag and pulled out a hand-knitted dishcloth in the shape of a pumpkin. “I came prepared.”

“How wonderful! Someone will love it,” Laura said.

Jasmine smiled as she placed her gift inside the container. She signed the log, then passed it to Laura.

The logbook was a running dialogue of finds. Derek, the man from earlier: ‘First to find! Couldn’t have done it without the hawk-eyed Shanti.’ Sophia: ‘Brought my kid brother. He loved the riddle!’ Someone named ‘Duckfeet’ had drawn a cartoon of a wood duck in a top hat.

Laura signed her name, pausing for a moment before writing: ‘Immaculate craftsmanship.’

Jasmine re-sealed the cache and stashed it back in its hollow. “Next one’s about half a mile away.”

They walked in companionable silence, except for the occasional comment from Jasmine about tree species or fungus she recognized. What a relief to have something fun to focus on.

The second cache was trickier. It was by an old beaver dam, overlooking a picturesque patch of ground Jasmine explained as a ‘beaver meadow.’ The path became a series of slick stepping stones across the boggy ground. Laura almost lost her balance once.

Jasmine’s device led them to a clump of sumac, where the cache was wedged under a slab of rock.

This one contained a series of bookmarks, layered from book pages and sealed with a strip of green felt. On the back was a quote: ‘I am no bird; and no net ensnares me.’

Laura read it, then looked at Jasmine. “Jane Eyre.”

Jasmine beamed. “How did you know that?”

Laura shrugged, smiling. “I was raised by a librarian. Gran would appreciate this.”

Jasmine tucked the bookmark into her pack and left another dishcloth, this one circular, behind. “The Cache Keeper’s got a literary streak. Some people think it’s the retired English teacher who volunteers at the library. Others say it’s the grad student who runs the after-school club.”

There was something lovely about a person who cared enough to create beauty for strangers, who went to the trouble of hand-binding notebooks and leaving them in the woods for anyone to find.
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“Look! Isn’t it amazing?” Laura said, pointing.

Jasmine said. “Just gorgeous!”

Except…a few yards away, from where the bird washed itself, and near the next cache location…someone crouched in the bushes. But their hiding place, if it was one, wasn’t well-chosen, given their height of six foot four inches and an emerald green trapper hat jammed on their head.

What was he doing out here, of all days?

Laura smiled, nudging Jasmine. “It looks like the bird isn’t the only Jay enjoying the quiet.”

Jasmine followed her gaze, expression fighting between delight and confusion. “Jay! Didn’t expect to see you out today.”

The man, Jay Wilson, jumped, drawing himself up to his full height, and looked around for a few moments, his face splitting into a grin as he hurried over. He wore his usual paint-splattered overalls underneath a waxed canvas jacket that was, somehow, also covered in paint.
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