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Dedication and Thanks

To you. No more needs to be said.

To Annalynn. You’re a spy... figure out why I’m dedicating this book to you.

To my friend and mentor, Don. You’re awesome.

To Jesus Christ, for I am first and foremost a man of faith who believes and holds to the Christian good news.

[image: image]

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.

Now... as I say that, I realize, “Poutine” really exists, and it’s fantastic! So, the story stuff is fiction, but the Poutine is not.

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

Preface

WITH EVERY ONE OF THESE books, I struggle more and more with the preface. What can I say? What can I write? Why did I ask those two questions about what I could say or write? In this context, aren’t those two things the same things?

Yes. I’m just trying to fill space.

Thanks for reading.

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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Annalynn Meets the Mechanic
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ANNALYNN TRIED, ONCE again, to start her jet. It just would not turn on. She knew nothing about the jet, other than how to turn it on and how to tell it where to fly. She certainly did not know how to fix it. She did not even really know how to call anyone to tell them the jet was broken.

Annalynn was a ten-year-old spy.

There were not too many ten-year-old spies around. She had heard of a few, but at the moment, she was one of the main ones CSIS turned to when they needed help.

CSIS, which stood for Canadian Security Intelligence Service, was Canada’s spy agency. They were, just like everything else Canadian, the best in the world. No one dared mess with Canadian spies, and Annalynn herself had proven to be a pretty good spy. They had given her a jet to use for her missions and an ID badge that read, “Agent Frank.”

On that particular day, she did not have anywhere to go. She had just been bored and wanted to turn the jet on and play with some of the buttons. She thought pressing random buttons was probably a bad idea... but she was REALLY bored. But before she could turn her jet on, she somehow had to get the jet fixed.

She had an idea. “Jet!” she said. “Call Secord!”

A moment later, Secord’s face appeared on the screen. Dr. L. Secord was CSIS’s Director of Cool Gadgets and Spy Missions. When Annalynn had started as a spy, Dr. Secord had told her just to call her Secord.

“Yes, Agent Frank, what can I help you with?” Secord asked.

“My name is Annalynn,” Annalynn said.

“We’ve been over this many times, Agent Frank,” Secord said. “You may think your name is Annalynn, but your ID badge says your name is Agent Frank. Do you want me to ignore the government-issued ID badge and call you a different name?”

“Yes,” Annalynn said. “Or you could give me an ID badge with my name on it.”

“Exactly,” Secord replied. “You definitely would not want me to call you a name that’s different than your ID badge. Anyway, what can I help you with?”

“My jet won’t start,” Annalynn said.

“Okay, I’ll send a mechanic out to fix it,” Secord said, and the screen went black.

Annalynn stood up and climbed out of the cockpit of her jet and down the ladder. When she reached the ground, she jumped as a voice behind her said, “I’m here to fix your jet, eh. What’s wrong with it?”

Annalynn was surprised the man had arrived so quickly, but she was happy about it. “It just won’t start.”
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“Okay, eh, I’ll get on that right away,” the mechanic said. “Gonna get you fixed up right, eh.” He dropped his toolbox on the ground, opened it and pulled out a wrench. He set to work on one of the wings of the jet, and a moment later, he had pulled it off and set it on the ground.

“Why did you pull the wing off the jet,” Annalynn asked. She did not like to see her jet torn apart.

“I need to check the landing gear,” the mechanic explained.

Annalynn did not know much about her jet, but she could see the landing gear was not attached to the wing. “But the landing gear is over there, not on the wing.”

“Eh?” the mechanic said as he pulled the engine out of the jet and set it on the ground. He then climbed up and started to disconnect the cockpit.

“Why did you pull out the engine? And why are you pulling out the cockpit?” she asked.

“Just have to check the tail fin,” he said.

“Isn’t that at the back?” she asked. “Like... on the tail?”

Ten minutes later, her entire jet was disassembled and in pieces all over her front lawn. She was not sure she would ever be able to fly it again.

“Found the problem, eh,” the mechanic announced.

“What’s wrong with it?” Annalynn asked. “Other than it’s in a hundred pieces.”

“You’re out of gas,” he said.

“Out of gas? Really?”

“Yup,” the mechanic said. “It looks like you haven’t filled up for a while, eh. These jets are designed to go for a LONG time without refuelling, but you can’t go forever.”

“So, you really disassembled the entire jet to find out it was out of gas?” Annalynn asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the mechanic said. His face turned red, and he stared at the ground. “I feel kind of silly for removing the wings.”

“Do you feel silly for removing the cockpit, the engine and everything else?” she asked.

“No,” he replied. “I think the rest of it was all necessary.”

Annalynn shook her head. “Where do I get gas for a jet?”

“Well,” the man said, “jets like this take Poutine as their fuel, eh. You can get that at just about any decent restaurant. The better the Poutine, the farther you’ll be able to go on one serving.”

Annalynn’s mouth dropped open. Could it really be that her jet was fueled by Poutine? How could a jet run on Poutine? She was about to ask the mechanic about it when she realized something. Poutine certainly was tasty. It actually made sense that a meal such as Poutine could power a jet that could fly around the world.

Since the mechanic had mentioned Poutine, she had started to have a craving for it. She would have to get some Poutine and fast! She would also need some for her jet, so she reminded herself that she could not get distracted by eating the Poutine. She would need to get enough for both herself and the jet.
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Annalynn Meets Poutine
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Annalynn tried not to think about Poutine. It made her mouth water so bad she had trouble speaking.

“Your cellphone is ringing,” the mechanic said.

“Paaacchchh...” Annalynn tried to say, but her mouth was watering too much. She pushed the thought of Poutine out of her head and tried again. “Pardon me?”

“Your cellphone...” the mechanic said. “It’s ringing.”

“I don’t have a cellphone,” Annalynn said, but then she noticed the pocket on her pants was vibrating. She reached inside and found a cellphone. “When did I...,” she began. “And how did this get into my pocket?”

She answered the phone and heard Secord’s voice. “Agent Frank! It’s an emergency! We need you at Headquarters right away.”

“But my jet is in pieces,” she explained. “The mechanic is working on it. He’s trying to fix it. By the way, when did I get a cellphone?”

“Never mind the cellphone, Agent Frank,” Secord said. “What’s wrong with your jet?”

“It needs Poutine,” she explained.

“POUTINE???” Secord shouted. “Thanks a lot for mentioning that. Now I have a craving for Poutine. Well, get the mechanic to put your jet back together and then come to Headquarters ASAP.”

“What does ASAP mean?” Annalynn asked.

“It stands for, ‘Annalynn Stop and Aquire Poutine’—because now I have a hankering for some cheesy goodness. Then, get to Headquarters right away.” As soon as Secord finished speaking, she hung up.

Annalynn checked out her new phone. It was nice. It
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