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Praise for the Soup Lover’s Mysteries

“Snow in Vermont, soup, and murder. What could be more cozy? . . . Charming.”

—Julie Hyzy,
New York Times
bestselling author of the White House Chef Mysteries

“[A] soup du jour of mystery that cozy lovers are sure to enjoy.”

—MyShelf.com

“An engaging amateur sleuth due to the troubled heroine and the delightful Vermont location.”

—Genre Go Round Reviews

“Plenty of small-town New England charm.”

—The Mystery Reader

“A ‘souper’ idea for a cozy mystery series!”

—Escape with Dollycas into a Good Book

“The way cozies should be written. A small town with lovable characters and a plot that leaves you satisfied at the end.”

—Girl Lost in a Book

“A good read from beginning to end. The mystery kept me glued to the pages and the writing style had an easy flow that made it hard to put down . . . I can’t wait to see what happens next in this delightfully charming series.”

—Dru’s Book Musings

“An action-packed page-turner with memorable characters I look forward to revisiting again and again!”

—Melissa’s Mochas, Mysteries & Meows

“A great series based on one of my favorite things: soup. Connie Archer gives readers a likable heroine and a great mystery.”

—Debbie’s Book Bag

“If you already love this series, you’re not going to be disappointed. If you haven’t read this series, please do! You will fall in love with the characters, the location, and with author Connie Archer herself!”

—Lisa K’s Book Reviews

“I’m looking forward to reading more books in this series.”

—Cozy Mystery Book Reviews

“I adored the characters . . . I wanted the pages to keep going and not end. The series has taken hold of me and doesn’t want to let go.”

—Babs Book Bistro
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Chapter 1


“W
HAT?”
M
ARJORIE SHRIEKED
. “You haven’t heard of her?”

Lucky continued to lay placemats along the countertop of the By the Spoonful Soup Shop. She smiled and shook her head. “Sorry, Marjorie. I haven’t. Who is she?”

“Well, Hilary Stone is just about the most famous mystery writer in the world right now. And you know how much I love murder mysteries.” Marjorie Winters shook out her copy of the
Snowflake Gazette
. “It’s all right here.” An advertisement covered the entire back page of the local newspaper. “This ad’s been running in several towns. Lincoln Falls, Bournmouth . . . everywhere in Vermont.” Marjorie shook her head. “I can’t believe you don’t know who she is!”

Marjorie’s sister, Cecily, sat next to her at the counter. Cecily, always the more excitable of the two sisters, was quiet today. Lucky caught Cecily rolling her eyes in response to Marjorie’s statement.

“You can’t imagine it, Lucky,” Cecily said, squeezing lemon juice into her tea. “There are piles of those horrid books all over our little house. It’s revolting. I suspect my sister knows more ways to kill people than Jack the Ripper.”

Marjorie sniffed. “Well, the
really
exciting thing is that she’s coming here . . . to Snowflake! Our little village. I’m just beside myself.”

Cecily sighed and remarked in a flat tone, “She can’t wait.”

Lucky smiled. She had to agree with Cecily. She had never seen Marjorie so voluble. Actually, now that she thought about it, she had never seen Marjorie excited about anything. The two sisters were polar opposites, in looks and in personality. Cecily’s dark hair was chopped in an adorable pixie cut. She was chatty and outgoing. Marjorie, every blonde hair of her bob in place, was the cool, calm and collected of the two.

“I really do love to read,” Lucky volunteered, “but I never seem to find the time these days, what with the restaurant and all.” Lucky turned to the hatch and picked up the sisters’ orders of croissants with butter and jam. “Here you go,” she said, placing their dishes on the counter.

“You need to expand your horizons,” Marjorie remarked severely.

“For once I agree with my sister,” Cecily piped up. “Tell that handsome doctor of yours you want him to fly you off to Paris . . . or . . . Fiji.” Cecily’s face took on a dreamy expression.

Lucky laughed outright. “Paris! That’s a good one. Elias would fall off his chair if I ever suggested that. I doubt I’ll ever see Paris in my life. Besides, I’ve forgotten most of my high school French.”

Marjorie was about to speak when the bell over the front door jingled. Lucky looked up as Barry Sanders entered. “Morning, Barry,” she called out.

Barry raised a hand in greeting.

Cecily spun on her stool, “Where’s your other half, Barry?” she called out as Barry took a seat at his usual corner table. Barry and his best friend, Hank, always arrived together.

Barry shrugged. “Said he wasn’t feeling well this morning. I called him but he thought he might have a touch of the flu.”

“Coffee, Barry?” Lucky asked.

“Yes. Please.”

“Never known him to be sick though.” Barry shrugged out of his jacket and hung it on the back of his chair.

“We were just talking about Hilary Stone before you arrived,” Marjorie said. “Did you know she’s coming to Snowflake?”

“Ah. Yes, I think I read that somewhere. I might buy her book. I heard it’s very good.”

Lucky shook her head. “I
am
totally out of the loop. Everybody seems to know who this woman is.”

“You are, dear. Out of it. Totally,” Marjorie added. “It says here . . .” she said, holding up her copy of the
Gazette
, “her book signing will be held in the meeting hall of the Congregational Church. I can just imagine the crowds that will show up for that.”

“That’s about the only place in town that can host a large group,” Lucky said. “Do you think lots of people will come?”

“Oh, I’m sure,” Marjorie replied. “You have no idea how famous she is. There’ll be people coming from all over the state, maybe beyond.” Marjorie reached down to gather her bundles. Cecily followed suit. “I’ll have to have a word with Pastor Wilson and find out more. I definitely want to be the first in line. Do you think she’d sign my book? I mean I’ve already bought one, so I can’t imagine she wouldn’t.”

“I’m sure she would,” Lucky agreed.

“Well, we need to be off. We’ll see you tomorrow, dear. We have a new shipment coming in today.” Marjorie glanced at Lucky’s outfit. “Why don’t you stop by and see the new things when you have a break?”

Lucky nodded. “I’d like that. Thanks for letting me know.” Lucky pushed up the sleeves of the light sweater she was wearing. Ruefully, she realized it had shrunk somewhat from too many washings. Marjorie must have noticed. That’s why she had suggested a visit. It certainly wouldn’t hurt her to buy a new one.

“Bye, Barry,” Cecily called out as the two sisters hurried through the front door with their bundles. “Tell Hank we hope he’s feeling better.”

“I will.” Barry nodded and waved.

Lucky carried a small tray with a mug of coffee and a pitcher of cream to Barry’s table. “Anything else this morning? Muffin? Croissant?”

“Nah. Thanks, Lucky. Don’t have much appetite. I am kinda worried about Hank though. It’s not like him not to get out in the morning. I think I’ll just have my coffee and check on him on my way back home.” He took a sip from his mug. “Where’s your grandfather today?”

“Jack’s here. He’s in the storeroom. He’ll be out in a minute.” As if speaking his name caused him to appear, Jack pushed through the swinging door from the corridor.

“Lucky, my girl,” Jack said breathlessly. “Pull that sign out of the window.”

“What?” Lucky looked up, surprised.

“The sign.” Jack was visibly excited. “Hide that damn sign. I spotted Flo Sullivan pulling into the back lot behind the restaurant.”

Lucky sighed. “Jack . . .”

“If you don’t,” he threatened, “I’m leaving and I won’t be back.”

Lucky hurried to the front window and grabbed the
HELP WANTED
sign. She rushed back to the counter and slipped the sign onto a narrow shelf underneath.

“What’s the matter, Jack?” Barry chuckled. “Afraid of a tiny little woman like that?”

Jack shook his head. “You don’t know the half of it,” he grumbled as he pushed through the swinging door to return to the storeroom.

The front door of the By the Spoonful Soup Shop flew open, the glass panes rattling in their frames as Flo Sullivan, her mop of neon orange hair glowing in the sunshine, entered. “Hi, Lucky. Where’s Jack?” she called gaily.


        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	19
	...
	28
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Red Coffin by Sam Eastland



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Black Gold by Ruby Laska



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Alien Caller by Greg Curtis



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Kitchen Chinese by Ann Mah



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Jessica Meigs - The Becoming by Brothers in Arms



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Formatted Seal Of Honor edit2 by Unknown



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Blackfoot Affair by Malek, Doreen Owens



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Downsizing by W. Soliman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Stand By Your Man by Susan Fox



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Down to Business (Business Series) by Alexander, J.C.


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    