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Sign up for Jeffrey’s newsletter to get all the latest corgi news—

Click here 
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For Dog Owners Everywhere


Never could I have imagined I would enjoy owning a corgi as much as I do with this one. They're loyal, compassionate, and make great companions. Dogs may only be a small part of our world, but we are their everything, and we truly don't deserve them. If you own one, you'll understand what I mean.
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A

ll this time! Think of it, Zachary. All this time, this has been under our feet. Would you want to live in a house with something like this buried underneath? I certainly wouldn’t. I wonder who could have done something like this?”

In response, I gingerly poked my head into the large jagged opening in the foundation of my old house. This mystery had literally appeared the same day I had signed my house’s death warrant by choosing to have everything demolished. I shook my head. 

“I have no idea. Foundations are supposed to be ... well, just that: a foundation. Solid. Cement, or brick, or who knows what. But this? Knowing that this house was resting on a hollow foundation for years and years? It would have given me nightmares.”

“Do you think Bonnie knew this was here?” Jillian asked.

Bonnie Davies was the previous owner of the land. Actually, she was the previous owner of everything here. The house, the winery, the acreage, the ... oh, pardon me. I guess I should make the introductions before I lose everyone. 

My name is Zachary Anderson, but everyone calls me Zack. That is, everybody but my mother and this wonderful woman currently standing beside me. My wife’s name is Jillian, and she owns her own business, Cookbook Nook, a specialty kitchen store here in town. Speaking of which, the two of us live together in Pomme Valley, or PV as the locals call it. PV has a population of less than three thousand individuals, which suggests this tiny slice of southwestern Oregon would barely have a single traffic light in town. Actually, there are three, but that’s neither here nor there. If it wasn’t for the close proximity of Medford, which is five miles to the east, then I’d probably go crazy living in such a place.

Medford has a population of over eighty-thousand, and as such, has all the popular restaurants, department stores, and even a small international airport, as you’d come to expect in modern-day civilization. Honestly? I couldn’t have planned a better area to settle down in, but then again, I really didn’t do too much research. I ended up in PV thanks to the aforementioned Bonnie Davies, when she left her entire estate, which included the house, the land, and her private winery, to me and my wife. My first wife, that is. Samantha, I’m very sorry to say, was killed in a horrible car accident, so that meant I had become the sole beneficiary. 

By the way, let me go on the record here and say I have never cared for wine. Every single grape in the world could dry up, thus decimating the wine industry, and I wouldn’t shed a tear. Oh, wait a minute. Yes, Lentari Cellars makes a huge profit from the fifty acres of land I currently own, and yes, I guess I would be sorry to see that go. But, as for drinking it, nope, it wouldn’t bother me in the slightest.

No, wait, that’s not true, either. I have found one situation in which I actually like the smell and taste of wine. Turkey Day, and that involves Jillian cooking a turkey by basting it with red wine. Apparently, if you cook the alcohol out of it, then this bottom-feeder is more inclined to give it a try.

Even if I didn’t have Lentari Cellars, I’d still be able to make a good living for myself. Prior to owning my winery, I was a romance author. Am. I am! I’m still a romance author. Wow, where did that come from? My book sales used to blow the profits from the winery out of the water, but lately? My master vintner, Caden, has ramped up production of the winery to practically one-hundred percent efficiency—to keep up with demand—and for the first time ever, last month, wine sales edged out my book sales. 

One final job I should mention, I have been involved with the police department. No, I’m not a cop, or an employee of the department, or anything like that. Instead, I am a paid consultant. Whenever the local police force encounters a case that has them stumped, I am called in to see if I can shed any light on the subject.

All right, all right, I know I’m not exactly doing a good job being honest with you. The Pomme Valley Police Department really couldn’t give a flying fig about my opinion on these strange police cases. Instead, they wanted me to get my two dogs involved, Sherlock and Watson. Yes, you heard that right. There are two four-legged detectives living in my house who have solved so many police cases that it puts the local force to shame. 

My good friend, Vance Samuelson, PVPD’s senior detective, continues to scowl at me every time I bring this particular subject up. What can I say? Vance and I have an interesting history together, beginning with him arresting me for murder less than twenty-four hours after I first moved to Pomme Valley. I could go into details here, but I won’t. That story has already been told.

By now, I assume you have a question or two regarding my two dogs. Well, what can I say about Sherlock and Watson? For starters, they are corgis. Don’t shake your head. I know you’ve heard of the breed. They are the short, squat little herding dogs favored by the Queen of England. Yep, those ones. Those two dogs have the ability to zero in on things so bizarre and out of the ordinary that you’d think they simply picked up a strange scent and had lost focus. Well, I can tell you I’ve stared at such a mismatch of items that I’ve gotten used to simply pulling out my phone and snapping a picture of whatever the dogs are looking at, figuring that even though it might not make sense now, somewhere down the line it will. Therefore, whenever I’m working a case with the dogs, I will usually gather our friends together at a restaurant of my choosing—don’t judge, I end up picking up the check—and see what they all think about the corgi clues. 

For the record, we really don’t make too much headway on the case. The significance of the clues is often not realized until long after the case is over. How those two corgis do it, I just don’t know. In fact, I don’t think I ever will. They’re amazing, and I know it. The problem is, they know it, too.

Now, back to the present.

As Jillian and I were staring through the opening made in the foundation, movement in my peripheral vision caught my eye. Watson, my red and white female, had come up to sit beside my left foot, and she was whining. Glancing over at Sherlock, I could see he was moments away from letting out a warning woof, which usually tells me he’s picked up on something and that I should really be paying attention.

“What is it?” I asked the dogs. Giving Jillian a lopsided grin, I stooped to pick up Watson and held her up so that she could look into the hollow foundation. “See anything, girl? What has you spooked? There are no ghosts in there, Watson, so ...”

“WOOF.”

Feeling two paws suddenly applying pressure to my thigh, just above my knee, I knew that Sherlock had reared up on his hind legs, and was imploring me to look down. Shaking my head, I did just that. 

“Awwooowooo.”

“Two syllables,” Jillian reported. “I know if Sherlock let’s out a three-syllable howl, that’s his pay-attention-to-me noise. Four?”

“Four?” I repeated, grinning. “If there are four, then I can only assume he’s seriously aggravated with us.”

“What about two?” my wife asked, as she pointed at Sherlock. She squatted next to the corgi and draped an arm across his back. “What is it, pretty boy? Do you want to look in the hole, too?”

Sherlock let out a single, piercing bark.

“I’ll take that as a big ten-four,” I said, as I lowered Watson to the ground and picked up Sherlock. Resting the bulk of my tri-colored corgi’s weight on my arm, I lifted him up so that he could look into the opening. “There. See anything?”

Sherlock was silent as he gazed inside. I could hear him sniffing like crazy, as though I had dropped a treat onto a shag rug, and he wasn’t going to rest until he had found it. After a few moments, Sherlock twisted in my grip so that he could look back at me. I, unfortunately, was looking through the opening, too, and wasn’t paying attention to him. What I would have noticed, had I actually been a little more observant, was that both Sherlock’s head, and my own, were now on the same level, and were less than two feet apart.

Sherlock’s long snout turned my way, his tongue came out, and just like that, he got my attention back.

“You little booger,” I laughed, as I set the feisty corgi down and wiped my face with the back of an arm. “You were just waiting to do that, weren’t you?”

“See anything good in there?” Jillian wanted to know.

“Well, now that the demo crew has left for the day, and I’ve got some time to actually look around, I can see that there is some other stuff in there. It looks like an old trunk. There are several crates stacked against a corner, and what looks like a number of medium-sized stones, set in a circle.”

“A hearth,” Jillian guessed.

“My thoughts exactly,” I said, nodding. “Now, if that is a hearth, that would mean it was probably used as some type of camp site, wouldn’t it?”

My wife nodded. Both corgis had stretched out on the ground and were watching us.

“Why,” I began, adopting an exasperated tone, “would someone pour a false foundation around the campsite? Yes, they’re trying to hide something, but what?”

“I think you’re right, Zachary. There’s something going on in there, and I think we need to figure out what it is.”

“And how would you like to do that?” I asked. 

Jillian tapped the wall with her finger. “Well, first and foremost, I’d say we need to make the hole a little bigger, so that we can make it inside.”

“Stay here. I’ll get the sledge hammer.”

“Bring a flashlight, too, would you?” Jillian called, after I turned away.

“No problem.”

Ten minutes later, with both dogs now on leashes, and with Jillian in control of them, I took my first turn at what it was like to work on a demolition crew. And, let me tell you, it’s not as fun as it looks. I’m no expert in physics, but when you take one solid object (a sledge hammer) and whack it against another solid object (the foundation), then what you get are some seriously uncomfortable vibrations traveling through the handle. 

“Yee-ouch!”

“Are you all right?”

I inspected the closest wall. “Yeah, I’m good. I really should have brought a pair of gloves. Hey, check it out! We now have a nice, long crack running down to the ground. We can use that to our advantage. One more blow ought to do it.”

It took three more, for a total of four, hits. Four lousy swings with the sledge hammer, and what did I have to show for it? Two blisters. On each hand.

“Hand me the flashlight, would you?” I requested. The sledge hammer was set on the ground, so that the handle was leaning against the wall. Snapping on the light, I stepped inside. “I can see where the sword was picked up. There’s almost a perfect imprint on the ground here. I don’t know who put it in here, but it’s been here a while, that’s for sure.”

“What about that trunk?” Jillian wanted to know.

“Well, let’s see. It appears to be covered in leather, and it has several metal bands wrapping around it, like metal ribbons. It has a number of brass studs all over it, too. I guess they’re decorative? And, there’s one large fastener on the front, acting as a lock. For the record, it looks like it’s sealed up tight.”

“Oooh, how mysterious!” Jillian exclaimed, delighted. “I can’t wait to find out what’s in it!”

I noticed a misshapen lump on the ground, near the trunk’s bottom-right corner. Nudging the object with the toe of my shoe, I inadvertently let out a grunt.

“What is it?” Jillian wanted to know.

I picked the thing up and shook the dust and cobwebs from it.

“I’ve seen this type of thing before. Jillian, this is a hat. More specifically, this is a hat commonly worn by cavalry soldiers during the Civil War. I think ... I think this might have been some type of camp of theirs.”

“From the Civil War?” my wife dubiously asked.

“Well, yeah. Think about it. The sword that was found? I thought it looked like a cavalry sword. Then, we have this hat, which ...”

“Kepi,” Jillian interrupted.

“Huh?”

“That hat? It’s called a kepi. It’s just the style that it is. Do go on.”

“Right. All right, this kepi thingamajig was worn by cavalry soldiers, and we have an antique trunk that’s probably from the same time. My dear, I think all of the stuff in here is from the Civil War era.”

“How exciting! Do you know who’s an expert on this kind of thing?”

Curiosity piqued, I glanced through the opening to stare at my wife. 

“Who?”

“Burt.”

That’d be Burt Johnson, the huge dude who owns and operates Relics & Antiques, a local antique store in PV. And when I say huge, I do mean just that. Burt is—at minimum—six inches taller than me, which makes him at least six and a half feet tall. He also had to have at least a hundred-fifty pounds on me, but not one ounce of that was fat. Ever see those strongman competitions with the guys who casually dead-lift an entire automobile? Or pull a 747 airplane uphill? I’m almost positive I’ve seen someone looking a lot like him participating in those competitions.

“We’ve already had him do so much for us. Are you sure you want to ask him about this?”

“He works with antiques,” Jillian reminded me. “His passion is for old things. Granted, he might not be a Civil War history buff, but I would be remiss if I didn’t go to him first.”

“You’ve got me convinced.” I automatically scanned the sky, looking for the sun. It was already low on the western horizon, suggesting sunset would be within the hour. “I say you call him tomorrow. Besides, it’ll give me time to do some research on my own.”

Jillian perked up. “Oh? What kind of research?”

I pointed at the foundation. “I want to find out everything I can about the house. When was it built? Who built it? Was there a previous house before it?”

My wife nodded. “That’s a good plan. I’d like to know the answers to those questions, too. What are you going to do about the stuff in there?”

I looked back through the opening in the foundation. 

“What stuff? That stuff? I don’t know. I was going to leave it until tomorrow morning, but judging by the look on your face, I’m guessing you don’t want me to do that.”

“Let’s pull our cars around so we can load everything up. I’d hate to see any of this stuff stolen, now that we’re not living here and won’t be able to keep an eye on everything.”

I shrugged. “Sure, I guess. Why not?”

Once I was back on the same side of the foundation wall as Jillian and the dogs, I took a few steps toward my Jeep when I felt the leashes go taut. Looking down at the corgis, I saw that both of them were back at the foundation opening. Sherlock and Watson were jostling about, looking for the best vantage point to look inside the hollow interior, only they were about two feet too short for that. I pulled a few loose cinderblocks to the ground, thus enlarging the hole. That way, by rearing up on their hind legs, the corgis could look inside.

“What do you see?” I asked the dogs.

Unsurprisingly, neither corgi answered. I did see Sherlock’s ears twitch, but that was about it. He looked back at me, snorted, and returned his attention to the scene inside.

“That’s probably not a bad idea,” Jillian said, as she appeared at my side.

“What?” I wanted to know.

“Documenting where everything was. I think Sherlock might want you to take some pictures.”

Looking at Sherlock and then Watson, I nodded. Since neither dog was paying me any attention, I gave the leashes back to Jillian and stepped through the opening one more time. Pulling out my phone, I took pics of everything I could see. Crates, trunk, miscellaneous piles of junk, and so on. There were eight new pictures on my phone after I finished. 

I heard a soft snort and the shaking of a collar. Apparently, Sherlock and Watson were satisfied with my attempts at preserving the area and were ready to move on. Jillian had already moved her car, and once she took the leashes back, I did the same.

All in all, it only took about twenty minutes to load the dusty items into our vehicles, and that included me digging out several tarps to try and protect the interiors. With the dogs loaded, I followed Jillian back to Carnation Cottage and we called it a night.

The following day, the two of us drove to Hidden Relics & Antiques. Giving Burt a two-fingered salute as I came walking through the door, I couldn’t help but notice the look of alarm that appeared on his face. Why would he be nervous about my arrival?

“I can only assume you’ve changed your mind about something, Mr. Anderson,” the proprietor began. “Just tell me which piece you need back and I can ...”

I held up my hands in a time-out gesture. 

“I’m doing nothing of the sort. No take-backs, and I mean it.”

“Oh. Well, you have me at a loss. What can I do for you?”

Jillian finished parking her car and appeared at my side.

“Mrs. Anderson,” Burt acknowledged.

“Hello, Burt. We’re sorry to bother you, but we were hoping you’d be able to help us out.”

Swinging my eyes around his shop, I noticed that several of the pieces Burt had salvaged from Aunt Bonnie’s old house were now prominently displayed, with price tags on each item. 

Burt’s face lit up with interest.

“Did you find something?”

I handed the leashes to Burt and headed back outside, stopping only long enough to prop the front door open. As soon as Burt saw me struggling with the large trunk, he quickly passed the leashes to Jillian and came hurrying around the counter. One hand. He scooped up that trunk with one flippin’ hand and held it up as easily as if I was holding a loaded plate of food. I could only hope my shocked eyes didn’t give me away. 

“Mrs. Anderson? Could I get you to clear a section of the counter off?”

Jillian nodded. “Of course.”

The two of us worked to move pamphlets, small displays of jewelry, and a box of candy bars that were from the local high school’s most recent fundraiser. Burt set the trunk down on the counter and stepped back.

“Where’d you get this?”

I chuckled. “Well, it’s a funny story. The foundation to the house that was recently torn down ... you know, where you picked up all of the furniture and items you wanted?”

Burt nodded and waited for me to continue. I pointed at the trunk. 

“This, and the rest of the items in my Jeep, and in Jillian’s SUV, came from within the foundation. A part of it was hollow.”

Burt’s eyes widened with surprise. He looked at the trunk.

“It’s Civil War era.”

“A sword was found, too,” I said. “It’s covered in gunk, and I have it in my Jeep, but I thought the same thing. It looks like it’s US Cavalry, so that, along with the trunk there, makes me think these things had been hidden away since, what, the 1860s?”

Burt walked around the trunk a few times. “Wooden, covered with leather here and here, although it looks like it’s peeling. Metal bands with brass studs as decorations. There’s an oval name plate on the top here, with what looks like a couple of letters. SJ. Mean anything to you? All right then. Moving on. Looks like there’s a simple lock to keep the lid closed. Do you have the key?”

I shook my head. “I didn’t see one.”

Burt walked behind his counter and pulled out a small metal lockbox. Opening it, he rummaged through it for a few moments before he pulled out an old brass key.

“Those trunks aren’t the most complex, nor are their locking mechanisms. With a little bit of ... well, I was going to say, with a little jimmying, we should be able to open it, but it wasn’t necessary. It just popped open.”

Jillian and I crowded close. 

“Well,” I prompted. “What’s in there?”

“Just about everything you’d expect to find in a Union soldier’s trunk,” Burt said, after gazing inside. Thanks to the counter being around my waist level, and the large trunk—with the lid propped open—reaching a height of around my upper chest, I couldn’t quite see inside without rising up on my tiptoes. I’m ashamed to say I could have used a step stool. As for Burt? He was fine. He reached behind the counter again and pulled out a box of nitrile latex gloves. Snapping on a pair, he gently started pulling items out and reverently laying them on the counter.

“Looks like we have a bundle of old maps. They’re too delicate to try and open them here. They would need to be properly preserved.” Burt reached in again and pulled out a stack of books. “Same for these. Look, I can make out the title of this one: Wit & Wisdom of Abraham Lincoln.”

Jillian pulled out her phone and was already looking it up.

“It’s a book of Lincoln’s most well-known quotations. I guess this soldier was a fan of the president?”

Burt nodded. Reaching in for another handful, this time he pulled out what looked like a wad of linen. Placing the cloth on the counter, Burt carefully unfolded several fraying, faded, long-sleeved shirts.

“Well, I’ll be. These are linsey-woolsey shirts.”

I stepped forward. “They’re what?”

He motioned the two of us closer. “It means the fabric used to weave this shirt has a cotton warp with a woolen weft.”

I looked helplessly at Jillian for a better explanation. When she shook her head, indicating she didn’t know what that meant, either, I was about to ask for clarification, but Burt beat me to it. He reached behind the counter and grabbed a notepad and a pen. He then drew a series of vertical lines, close together, on the paper. 

“These here represent the warp. In this case, they’d be cotton fibers, all in a straight line like this. With me?”

The two of us nodded.

“Good. Now, to bind the fibers together, a second thread, typically an unbroken one, is inserted either on the left or right, and it is woven back and forth.”

Burt drew a thicker line, starting at the lower left corner, and moved it horizontally across the vertical lines. Reaching the end, he looped it up and then back to the left, directly on top of the first pass. In this manner, he zigzagged the unbroken line up the vertical fibers he had drawn.

“This second line, the unbroken one, is the weft, and was made of wool. This style of weaving has been around since ancient times. Cavalrymen wore linsey-woolsey shirts because they were durable, the shirts kept them warm, and they were cheap.”

“Even back then, the government was looking for the cheapest way out,” I scoffed.

“Actually,” Burt contradicted, “the government wasn’t responsible for purchasing shirts like these. It wasn’t part of the uniform. The troops were all responsible for purchasing their own personal items.”

I pointed at the shirts and looked around the store. “Do you carry these types of shirts?”

“I have a few blankets that are similar to this.”

“But, no shirts?” I guessed.

“None, I’m afraid. I have to admit something, Mr. Anderson.”

I looked up. “And what would that be?”

“I’m really starting to enjoy having you walk through my doors. Or me through yours. Can I keep looking?”

I nodded. “Please do.”

His body language remained cool and calm, the picture of a consummate professional. However, his face betrayed him. A look of delight appeared on the big man’s face as he eagerly reached inside the trunk for the next item. When he pulled his hand out, it could be seen clutching a worn, dark leather bag the size of a purse.

Jillian smiled. “A Coach purse, it is not.”

Burt nodded. “It’s actually a simple leather bag used to hold ... yes, I’m right. Do you see these?”

Burt opened the bag’s flap and pulled out two empty metal boxes. 

“Cartridge boxes,” Burt reported, as he held them up for us to see. “Each is designed to hold about twenty cartridges. These would hold the cartridges and bullets necessary to allow the soldier to engage in combat.”

“How do you know so much about all this stuff?” I asked. “I mean, yes, you’re an antique store owner, but you haven’t really batted an eye anytime you pull something out of that trunk.”

“I was a history major,” Burt admitted, without looking up from his inspection of the two metal boxes. “My great-great-grandfather fought in the Civil War. When I found his name on a roster, located in the National Archives Building, I was hooked.”

“Good for you,” I said, and I meant it. “I don’t know too much about my family going that far back. I’ve never really looked.”

“One of these days, Zachary, you’re going to have to let me research your family tree,” Jillian said, taking my hand.

“Deal. Burt? What else is in there? You’re the only one tall enough to look inside that thing.”

“I can move it to the ground, if you prefer,” Burt offered.

Jillian giggled, and I’m sure my face flushed red. “No, it’s good. We trust you.”

Nodding, the antique dealer reached inside again. This time, he pulled out a medium-sized, fold-over canvas bag. I could see a large, leather buckle on the front and three leather straps on top of the bag.

“It’s a knapsack,” Burt reported. “Most soldiers used something like this to carry their personal effects: Bible, canteen, hardtack, and so on. Do you see these three straps on top? They’re used to secure a bedroll, or maybe a blanket.”

I raised a hand. “Did you say hardtack? What’s that?”

Burt nodded. “It was probably the most common meal for a soldier fighting in the Civil War. Hardtack is a cracker-like food made from flour, salt, and water. It could last for days, which unfortunately, meant it was prone to mold.”

“I wouldn’t want to eat something like that,” Jillian decided.

“It was often tasteless, and hard as a brick,” Burt agreed, “which was why the soldiers started coming up with different ways to eat it. Let’s see what we have in here. Yes, do you see this box? You can see a few crumbs. That’d be the hardtack. And this tin? It held coffee, which is what this soldier probably had to dunk his hardtack into so that he could actually eat it.”

“I wouldn’t have survived back then,” I decided. “Blech.”

“If that was all you had to eat, then I’m sure you’d change your mind,” Burt argued. “Let’s see if there’s anything else in the trunk. All right, here we go. I was waiting for this one.”

Burt pulled out a small leather pouch which had several loops visible on the back. Carefully unsnapping the front cover, he gently pulled the lid back to look inside. Holding out his hand, and tipping the small pouch upside down, a handful of small brass cylinders, with a single closed end, tumbled into his hand.

“Percussion caps,” Burt explained. “They were used to fire the majority of weapons in use during the Civil War. Isn’t this something? To think, these caps were in the possession of an actual Civil War soldier.”

I nodded. “Crazy, I know. Even crazier was that all this was right under my nose. Literally.”

“Have you thought about what you’re going to do with all of these things?” Burt asked, failing to hide the eagerness in his voice.

“I haven’t, no,” I said, shaking my head.

“If you ever want to sell this, any of it, please call me first, would you?”

“You’re on,” I promised.

“What are you going to do with the site?” Burt asked.

I looked up at the shop owner and tilted my head, just like a curious dog would, I’m sure.

“What’s that? What am I going to do with it? Nothing, I guess. It’s sitting right where my new house is going to be built. The construction crew is anxious to get going, and I have to admit, so am I, so ... all right. I’ll ask. Why do you want to know?”

Burt cleared his throat and a look of unease appeared on his face. “I was just asking because, well, from the sounds of things, there’s a better-than-average chance the owner of these items might still be in there.”

Every last bit of color drained from my face. Why hadn’t I thought of that? My old house’s foundation is the prime example of something that should be properly excavated. What if someone was buried in there? 

I angrily shook my head. Are you kidding me? Knowing me, and my bad luck, of course there’d be human remains in there. My only saving grace was that there was no possible way I could be implicated of any wrongdoing. I hope.
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T

he following day, I was hard at work in the spare bedroom at Carnation Cottage. Jillian had been kind enough to let me set up my desk, laptop, printer, and a few other electronic gizmos in her spare room, so I had a private place to work. So, if Jillian was going to check on me, she’d find me seated at my desk, notebook open in front of me, and with pencil in my hand. 

However, she wouldn’t be, not today. Cookbook Nook was in the middle of a top-to-bottom store inventory check, and with many books and kitchen gadgets calling her store home, it was one place I didn’t want to be. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve helped Jillian out before, doing that very thing, but I find it tedious, monotonous, and about as exciting as watching paint dry.
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