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Dedication and Thanks

To Annalynn for letting me borrow her name for this series.

To my fellow Canadians who survive our winters every year.

To all of you. I love you. Even if you don’t think you’re as awesome as I think you are.
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Now, ya gotta understand somethin’ here... this book is a work of fiction. That means it’s made up. Characters/places/etc. do not represent anything else. It’s a fun book.

Everything is fiction in this book.

Except for the backwards flying jet. I’m not sure about that one, but it might be real. Everything else, though, is made up.

I’m not saying that the jet is definitely real. I’m saying that I’m not sure. Everything else... made up. The jet... maybe not.

Click here to sign up for the newsletter so you can keep on top of all the exciting things going on!

Preface

I’ve really run out of stuff to say in my preface.

So, you might ask, “Why have a preface? Is it necessary?”

Well, kinda.

Here’s the thing. Certain things in a book are supposed to be on certain pages. So, my list of books (next page), really should be on that page. It’s called the “Recto” page.

I know what you’re thinking, “why not call it the left page?”

I don’t know.

So, if I don’t have a Preface, then I have a blank page here. But you shouldn’t have a blank page on this page (called the “Verso” page). So if I don’t have the preface, then where will I be?

Just totally messed up!!

Now you understand my pain and why I can’t possibly go without a preface.

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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Annalynn Meets the Crisis
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Annalynn awoke to a wonderful smell. Her alarm had not yet gone off, telling her it was time to get up, so she decided just to lay there for a bit and smell the tasty aroma.

Someone was cooking breakfast. It smelled tasty. It smelled warm. It smelled... like pancakes.

She found a smile creep up on her face as she lay there, thinking about pancakes. They were always so tasty. Her parents made them just right, and there was always enough for her and her sister, Celine, to eat as much as they wanted.

It was Monday morning of March break, and she was excited about a week to play and have fun. She wondered as well if she would have another mission sometime soon. March break seemed like the perfect time to do spy stuff.

Although ten-year-old Annalynn spent much of her time at school, and then with friends and family when she wasn’t in school, she also had a part-time job. She loved her job. It was fun. It was exciting. It was dangerous. It was hard. It was confusing.

Annalynn worked for Canada’s Spy Agency named CSIS—the Canadian Security Intelligence Service.

Annalynn... was a Canadian Spy.

She hoped Agent Rick would show up at the door that morning. He would often show up to tell her that she had a mission. She wondered if he showed up, what the mission might be. Maybe she would have to sneak across Europe to rescue some Prisoners of War. Maybe she would have to stop a madman from trying to blow up the world. Maybe she would have to steal the designs for a new super-rocket. Although... as she thought about it, none of her missions had been quite like that. Most of them had involved odd things like Moose kidnapping an agent, TV brainwashing, a doughnut saboteur, and stolen tissues.

Annalynn realized that she had not actually been on any mission that seemed normal. Perhaps her next mission would be... less odd.

Her mind drifted back to the smell of the pancakes. The pancakes were so tasty, but there was something tastier about a pancake breakfast. The butter on the pancakes was tasty, but it was not the butter.

It was the Maple Syrup.

Maple Syrup was one of the wonderful things about being Canadian. Of course, she had heard that other countries had Maple Syrup as well, but Maple trees were part of what it meant to be Canadian. They even put a Maple Leaf on the Canadian Flag.

She checked her alarm clock and saw that it was just about time to get up, so she turned off the alarm before it could make any noise and climbed out of bed. She got herself ready for the day and wandered downstairs. She thought maybe the Maple Syrup was calling to her, and she had to answer.

When she reached the kitchen table, she found her sister was already there. Both her parents were hard at work, getting the food ready. They said good morning to her, and her sister made a face at her. Annalynn made one back, and then a moment later, they all sat down to eat.

They took a moment to be thankful for the food together, and then her dad opened a fresh new bottle of Maple Syrup. Everyone was happy when Maple Syrup was involved.

He reached over with the bottle and began to tip it over Annalynn’s pancakes. She could feel her heart begin to beat faster. Maple Syrup was such a wonderful thing. It was so thick and sweet and tasty. It always poured out of the bottle at just the right speed to cover the pancakes, but not too fast because of how thick it was.

What came out of the bottle, however, was closer to a nightmare than anything else. It poured out like water all over the pancakes, sloshed over the side of her plate and across the table.

Annalynn had never seen syrup do such a thing before. Something was wrong. Something was terribly wrong!

“What happened?” her dad called out.

Annalynn’s mom began to weep, and her sister fell out of her chair and wailed on the floor. Annalynn was too shocked to say anything. Something was wrong with their Maple Syrup!

Her hand shook as she reached out towards the puddle of liquid on the table. She was not sure she should put it in her mouth, but she had to be certain. She thought she might be able to figure out what was going on.

She touched the syrup on the table, and it felt like water. It was a little sticky, but not sticky enough to be Maple Syrup. She brought it back to her nose and smelled it. There was a faint smell of Maple, but it was far from strong enough. She brought it close to her mouth and stuck out her tongue. She feared the worst, but she had to know. When her tongue touched the watery substance, Annalynn closed her eyes and tried to calm her racing heart.

It was true. Someone... some evil, vile, cruel person... had watered down the Maple Syrup.

“It’s been watered down!” Annalynn cried out, the tears flowing freely down her face.

“Noooooo!!” her dad yelled. “It can’t be!”
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He leaned down and slurped up the Maple Syrup on the table. As soon as he did, the tears began to flow down his face as well. He knew it was true.

He, Annalynn’s mom, and Celine, all came up to her at the same time. They stood before her, and her dad put his hands firmly on Annalynn’s shoulders.

“Listen, Annalynn,” he said through his tears. “Something terrible has happened to the Maple Syrup. Someone is watering it down. You are a Canadian Spy. You must get to the bottom of this conspiracy!”

“What’s a conspiracy?” Annalynn asked.

“Never mind,” her dad said. “The Maple Syrup has been sabotaged! Save our Country!”
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