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Hello, this is Michael Biehn. Many of you may recognize me from the various roles I’ve been fortunate to play in a number of movies, such as Terminator, Aliens, The Abyss, The Rock, and Tombstone, to name a few. What you’re about to read is a story from a good friend of mine, Mr. Jeffrey M. Poole. Jeff and I first met back when we both happened to be in the same small city in Arizona at the same time. I had requested help to fix my computer, and he just happened to be a mobile computer tech. A friendship began, and discovering we each had a mutual love of movies, he and I have stayed in contact with one another ever since. 

What you’re about to read is a story that I could easily see happening in real life. I do attend comic cons, and as is the case with this story, my wife, Jennifer, almost always accompanies me. For us actors, it’s a fantastic way to meet the fans. Have I ever brought a prop with me? No, I haven’t. And for the record, no, I did not keep the M-41A pulse rifle I used in Aliens, even though this story suggests I did. Case of the Hobbit Heist is an enjoyable tale about new friendships, two highly entertaining dogs, and a remarkable set of what if circumstances. And, if you look closely, you’ll be able to spot where Jeff has added some Easter eggs. The story of me looking for a certain grave in a remote, rural area of Arizona? True. Jeff and I learned the hard way that you do not go unprepared to any outdoor excursion. Especially without cell service. But, that first time was a learning experience, and we did get better. Didn’t find the grave, though.

So, do I really have a website that I submit my own stories to? Yes. And, it’s the same one advertised in this book. Setting History Straight was created a few years ago as a means to educate others about certain topics history has gotten wrong. You’ll find a number of articles about Tombstone, behind the scenes of the movie, and just how badly Hollywood got some facts wrong, along with some of my own personal stories. Again, kudos to Jeff for being the one who made everything happen.

I hope you enjoy the story as much as I did. If you’d like to follow me online, I’m now on Instagram, or you can find me here. Take care, and stay frosty out there!

––––––––
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L

iving in a huge mansion has its moments. For starters, just trying to find one’s significant other when there’s more than seventy-five hundred square feet of living space is a chore in itself. Then again, I had no one to blame but myself. After all, I’m the one who picked out the plans for this behemoth. I’m the one who looked at the four-level monstrosity and said, why not?

The master suite was in the northwest corner of the first floor. My darling wife, however, was not. Then again, it wasn’t really too difficult to figure out where she could be. After all, from the moment I showed her the secret library I had built just for her, Jillian had worked tirelessly to get everything put in its place. Books, furniture, more books, craft tables, and did I mention books? That woman loves to read more than I do, and I’m the writer in the family.

Oh, I’m sorry. Let me make the formal introductions. My name is Zachary Anderson. Zack, for short. I’m married to a wonderful, beautiful woman by the name of Jillian. She and I haven’t been married long, as this is the second marriage for each of us, having both been widowed a few years ago. Neither of us were looking for romance, but we couldn’t deny what we felt for each other.

As I mentioned earlier, I’m a writer. I’m known for my, er, spicy romance novels, penned under my nom de plume, Chastity Wadsworth. I know what you’re thinking. Why write under a female name? Well, when it comes to romance novels, female authors have been known to outperform their male counterparts, so I let my fans and readers think that Chastity is a real person. 

Not long ago, I published a book entitled Heart of Éire, which was a far cry from my usual fare, this one under a new pseudonym—Jim McGee. That particular book was born from an idea posed by my good friend, a detective on the local police force, as an anniversary present for his wife. Set in Ireland, the story focuses on a single mother doing everything she can to keep her family alive during the great potato famine of the mid-1840’s. 

I never would have imagined the book could do so well. It rocketed to the top of the charts and, for the first time ever, one of my titles hit the NY Times Best Seller list and stayed there for an impressive amount of time. Naturally, my publisher was hungry for more, so they did everything they could to facilitate a sequel. I, for one, wasn’t about to undertake the challenge unless I knew the story would be worthy of the original.

Again, I misjudged just how much people enjoyed reading a story which involved the Emerald Isle. Spirit of Éire won’t be released for another month or two, yet it has already garnered thousands of pre-sales. My publisher gleefully told me that it is tearing up the charts in record time.

Since I’m still talking about me, I should also tell you about another business venture I have, one that I inherited not long after my first wife died. I’m a winery owner in southern Oregon. Lentari Cellars is a local favorite, and when it became known I was the new owner, I made both friends and enemies in the blink of an eye. Friends, in the sense that the locals were eager to see me reopen the winery and get production back on track. The enemies came not that long afterward, accusing me of accepting something that should never have been given to me in the first place. One particular family has tried numerous times to wrest the winery from me, but thankfully, I was too stubborn to allow myself to be intimidated.

The final tidbit I need to pass along has to do with the third job I hold. Are you wondering what other hat I could possibly wear? If it wasn’t blatantly obvious, I don’t have enough on my plate, then it should be now. Because of my two roommates, I was hired on as a paid consultant for the Pomme Valley police. I’d like to say that I’m the secret weapon the PVPD turns to whenever they need help solving a crime, but that’d be one mother of a lie. No, the police only care about my two dogs.

Sherlock and Watson.

Where do I start with them? Well, I can say that they are probably the most unintimidating dogs you could possibly find. Don’t believe me? Look up Pembroke Welsh Corgis. While the breed may be unfamiliar, I can pretty much guarantee you’ve seen these dogs before. Take the late Queen of England. They were her favorite choice of furry companions.

Corgis typically have an overall height ranging from between fourteen and seventeen inches, and a weight from twenty-five to thirty pounds (for the males). Females are slightly smaller. Most will have their tails docked at birth, but lately, I’ve started seeing more of the adorable little low-rider dogs with their tails intact. 

Sherlock and Watson are probably the most well-known dogs in southern Oregon. Those two little canines have the ability to sniff out clues relevant to whatever case we happen to be working. No matter how absurd the corgi clue might appear, they will always link to the case in some fashion. Every. Single. Time.

That is why the local police department is interested. They couldn’t give a fig about the guy holding the leashes. All they see when they look at me is simply the owner of ye almighty detective dogs. But, all kidding aside, I love my two corgis. I couldn’t imagine my life without them. 

So, let’s recap. I’m happily married ... to a missing wife. I’m the proud owner of two corgis, who are also mysteriously absent. I hold down a number of jobs, and my dogs are way more famous than I’ll ever be. Oh, and I’m currently living in a brand new, way-too-big-for-two-people mansion. Did I leave anything out?

Exiting the northwest wing of the house, I found myself in a two-story foyer. A set of stairs leading to the other floors in my house was on my left, and visible to the right was the vast Grand Salon, a forty-two foot long, twenty-foot-wide chamber situated in the heart of the manor. The salon held a huge fireplace, with enough plush sofas and chairs to comfortably seat twenty people. 

I took the stairs and headed down. This was the basement, or as Jillian called it, the ground floor. And, it was my favorite level in the house. Why? That’s because the things one could find down here would delight any kid, young or old.

The first thing you see as you emerge onto the ground floor is the large bar and wine counter directly on the right. Now, I’m not a fan of wine in general, but I do know Jillian likes a glass every now and then. Plus, who wouldn’t like to sit down for a beer at a bar installed in their own house? Several local brews are on tap, and you’ll find a well-stocked wine fridge that’d put a four-star restaurant to shame. 

Fighting off the urge to stop for a mug or two, I glanced to the right. Ah, there it is, my pride and joy. The game room. Nearly two dozen classic retro arcade cabinets were arranged back-to-back in the center of the room. Also, situated on two of the perimeter walls was a collection of pinball machines. Thanks to the power of the internet, I was able to track down all my favorites and bring them here. I should also mention that the third wall, on the right, had two nine-foot-long machines that were two feet wide and, at the tallest point, five and a half feet tall. What were they? Two official Skee-Ball cabinets, of course. These weren’t the much smaller replicas that were currently for sale, or the new models which were modified for home use. No, these machines came from actual arcades and restaurants that were phasing them out, or else replacing them. I managed to snag a pair of the machines, had them painstakingly restored, and arranged them next to each other in the right-hand alcove. As a matter of fact, Vance, Harry, and I just had a tournament last week. Can I say I won? Nope. I clearly need to practice. Harry took the honors that time around. 

Walking past the multiple silent gaming machines, I hesitated. I thought for certain I had just heard a dog bark. Nodding, I continued walking. The sound was coming from my left, and down.

I reached the large area directly beneath the grand salon and faced the large video screen, which was currently dark. A fireplace was here, and it had to be about three times the size of the one upstairs. The surround was natural granite, and extended all the way to the ceiling. Installed above the fireplace was a huge flat-panel television. 

I knew there was a secret door on the left of the surround, molded ingeniously into the rock face. The door allowed access to the tech room hidden behind the fireplace, thus allowing me access to all of my home theater’s electronics, making it easier to service or replace components as necessary. Friends have watched me enter this room on numerous occasions, and each of them thought the idea of a secret room was a blast. 

What they didn’t know was that on the right side of the fireplace, there was a second door. This one could only be accessed by pressing in on a specific stone. The latch would release, and the door could be pushed open. Stepping through the doorway revealed a brightly lit corridor, leading to a staircase going down. 

This was the secret entrance for Jillian’s personal library. It was located about twenty feet below the basement and had around four hundred square feet of space. I should also point out there were bookcases lining every wall. I had offered to take a few down and install a TV, but my wife nixed that idea. Then, a few days later, she compromised and had me remove one bookcase, which allowed her to install a crafting desk.

This was the area where I had heard the bark. I think Jillian had come down here to relax, and Sherlock and Watson had naturally followed.

“Do you hear that?” I heard Jillian ask. “I do believe your daddy has found us!”

“It took a while,” I admitted, as I emerged into her room. “I see that you’ve got a lot of your books displayed. Good for you! They look great!”

“Come, see what I did with the desk. Look! I have my jewelry-making supplies here, and I have my scrapbooking supplies there. I installed some shelving over there, which holds several of the tools I’ll be using to turn all of our sea glass collection into jewelry.”

I nodded and sank down into one of the four barrel chairs Jillian had elected to set around her area. Sherlock, my tri-colored boy, jumped down from the chair he had claimed and trotted over to me. He gave my hand a friendly lick before turning to look at my wife. Once Jillian had returned to her chair, Sherlock jumped up onto her lap. 

“He’s spoiled rotten,” I observed with a laugh.

At that exact moment, my red and white corgi appeared in front of me and reared up on her hind legs, which is her way of asking to be picked up.

“Watson! Good to see you, pretty girl.”

Watson promptly curled up on my lap. I gave Jillian a shrug.

“Go ahead. Say it.”

“I don’t need to,” Jillian laughed.

“Is Ruby down here?” I asked.

Ruby was the African gray parrot I had unintentionally inherited after her previous owner passed away. For whatever reason, the little gray bird had become fixated with me, so when it came time to rehoming the talkative parrot, yours truly had been chosen. Oh, well. At least my three animals all got along together.

“She was asleep in her cage earlier,” Jillian reported.

“Has to be still asleep, or else I would have heard her. It was way too quiet up there. How long had I been out, anyway?”

“Well, I wanted to let you sleep. I know you had a fretful night last night.”

“Yeah, I’m sorry about that. Serves me right, I suppose.”

“Really, Zachary. Haven’t you told me time and time again how much you hate horror movies, especially with werewolves? And that particular movie, about some tourist in London who changes into one, didn’t you say it gave you nightmares?”

“When I was little,” I clarified.

“And now?”

“I wanted to prove to myself that I could watch that in our theater and not have it affect me.”

Jillian set the book she had been reading on a table next to her. “And?”

“And, it would appear I have a way to go. I still hate werewolves.”

“I have something that might brighten up your day,” Jillian said, as she reached for her tablet computer. She tapped the screen for a few moments before holding it out to me. “I saw this earlier. I’m surprised they haven’t called yet.”

“What do you have there?” I asked, as I rose from my chair and took the tablet. The webpage displayed on the portable computer had me gasping with surprise. “You’re kidding. Already? Spirit of Éire hasn’t been released yet!”

“The number of preorders must be through the roof,” Jillian said. 

“Wow. I hit the NY Times Best Seller list. Again. How cool is that?”

“We should celebrate,” Jillian decided. “I think we should have dinner out tonight. Your choice this time.”

I looked up. “My choice? And you won’t argue about what I choose?”

My wife sighed and offered me a smile. “We’re celebrating your accomplishment. You get to choose. All I ask is that we don’t have to pull around to a second window to pick up the order.”

“Fast food?” I asked, as I rubbed my hands together. “Dost thou thinketh that little-ith of me?”

“Dork,” Jillian laughed. “Do you know where you want to go?”

“Oh, the possibilities are endless. I think ... I think I might be drunk with power.”

My wife giggled. “You’re a goofball. So, are you ready for this weekend?”

“The convention? Oh, you bet. I never knew Medford hosted their own comic con.”

“Well, they haven’t had one in a while,” Jillian admitted. “It takes a lot to put one of those on, and even more so to get some recognizable talent to agree to come.”

“It’ll run through all three days, right? Friday through Sunday?”

Jillian nodded. She reached for something on the table, next to her book. She held up a couple slips of paper. I saw printed information on them, but couldn’t make out what it said. A few moments later, I watched her slide those pieces of paper into separate lanyards and then dangle them in front of me. 

“Can you guess what I have here?”

“You found the receipts for the air hockey table? Can’t imagine why you’d want to preserve them like that.”

“No, I ... what?”

“What?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“What did you say?” Jillian asked.

“Hmm? No comprendo, Señora.”

“You’re lucky I enjoy a good game of air hockey. Anyway, no, these are VIP passes to the Medford comic con.”

I straightened in my chair. “You’re kidding. For which day?”

“All three,” Jillian told me. “You can choose which day you want, or hit all three. It’s entirely up to you. Have you ever been to a comic con with a VIP pass strapped around your neck?”

I confirmed I hadn’t.

“It’s the absolute best. You get priority seating, discounts on merchandise, and are able to meet the celebrities in person instead of standing in line and waiting for an autograph.”

I took the tickets and gave my wife a bear hug.

“Thank you so much! Wait, does this mean I’m going to meet ...?”

“Mr. Michael Biehn, yes it does.”

I’m sure the goofy-looking grin on my face spoke volumes. “He’s been in some of my favorite movies.”

“I know he has. That’s why I did this for you. I thought you might like to meet him.”

“I wonder what he’s like in person?” I asked.

“Well, in two days’ time, you’ll find out. As for me, I’m actually looking forward to seeing what the vendors are carrying. I was serious when I said it before. Your game room needs some mementos. We need to give the space some character.”

“And you’ll hear no complaints from me. I will admit, it’s been years since I’ve been to one of these. Do they carry anything besides comic books and figurines? That’s all I saw at my last convention.”

Jillian shrugged. “You should see any number of things, like shirts, hats, mugs, and pretty much anything that can be customized. Personally, I’m hoping to see some decent collectibles.”

I turned to Jillian with surprise etched all over my face. “Okay, I knew you were into sci-fi and fantasy movies. But, I didn’t know there were any movies out there that interested you so much that you’d want a collectible from it. Can I ask what movies interest you?”

“Well, I do like Princess Bride, of course. Then there’s Willow. And Star Wars, naturally.”

“They don’t typically bring the super-expensive stuff, do they?” I asked. “Like, swords, signed swag, and so on?”

“The larger conventions usually do,” Jillian said. “This one is on the smaller side, so I’m thinking probably not. But, that’s the fun in looking. You never know what you’re going to find.”

“I wonder who else will be there,” I mused, as I sat back in the chair and studied the tickets Jillian had given me. 

“PV has a couple of celebrities living here,” Jillian said, as she picked up her book. “I’ll bet we see them there.”

This got my attention. “Oh? Like who?”

“Well, for starters, the guy who was in the Evil Dead series.”

My eyes lit up. “I know who you’re talking about! He was in Army of Darkness, wasn’t he? That movie was hysterical! I had no idea he lived in Pomme Valley. That’s so cool!”

“Didn’t you know? I could’ve sworn I’ve told you before.”

I shrugged. “Entirely possible. I have a tendency to zone out whenever I’m working on a story.”

“You have a tendency to zone out on me when you’re writing,” Jillian confirmed, offering me a smile.

“I was writing. That makes sense. Okay, I’m not losing it. Wow. I’d love to meet him, too. This is shaping up to be one heck of a weekend!”

If I only knew. Come Sunday, the entire town would be talking about what happened here for months to come, and naturally, my name would be attached to it.

My cell phone rang. One glance at the display had me letting out a heavy sigh.

“Who is it?” Jillian asked.

“MCU. Let’s see what my publisher wants this time. Hello? Yes, this is Zack Anderson. Who’s this? Well, Ms. Charters, it’s nice to meet you, too. What are you ...? You’re what? Oh? What happened to ... hang on a sec. You’re going way too fast. You want to what? Oh, now I see why you’re speaking as fast as you are.”

“What is it?” my wife whispered.

“They want to arrange some promos. Most specifically, a book signing. I ... Ms. Charters? No, that wasn’t to you, it was to my wife. Now, as you have no doubt been made aware, I’m not too keen on book signings. It’s really not my thing. I’d much rather stay home, thank you very much. So ... hold it where? Here? In Pomme Valley? Wow, that bit me on the butt, didn’t it? Oh, you’re good, lady. Hang on, I’m putting you on speaker.”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Anderson,” a woman’s voice was saying, “but I have to admit I did my homework. You’re right, I know all about your aversion to public events. That’s why we’re hoping to arrange something in a small town. Your town, in fact.”

“Our friend, Dottie, owns pretty much the largest bookstore in the area, and she has room for no more than a dozen people in her store,” I told the publicist. “So, I’m not sure where you think we could have it.”

“What about your store, Mrs. Anderson?” the MCU rep innocently asked.

Jillian gave a little start of surprise.

“And what do you know of my store?” my wife asked, leaning forward in her chair. “And how did you know I was here?”

“The audio changed, so I knew I was on speakerphone. Additionally, if you’re arranging it so that others can hear the call, that typically means you’d like your significant other to listen in. Therefore, Mrs. Anderson had joined the call.”

“You have terrific insight,” Jillian observed.

“You have to in this line of work. As I was saying, your store is much larger and is capable of holding many more people inside. And you’ve hosted events before.”

“She really has done her homework,” I said to Jillian.

“But not thorough enough,” Jillian said, shaking her head. “Ms. Charters, is it?”

“Call me Kathleen. It’s Jillian, right?”

“It is. Well, Kathleen, you’re right, I do have a store, and it’s more than capable of handling a much larger crowd, but I have to ask you something. Do you know what I sell?”

“I thought it was books,” Kathleen protested. The sounds of papers rustling could be heard. “It’s what I have here.”

“Well, you’re partially right,” Jillian confirmed. “Let me put it another way. What’s the name of my store? Do you have it there?”

“Let’s see. Here it is. It’s ... oh. I’m so sorry. I totally missed that. You sell cookbooks?”

“It’s a specialty kitchen business,” Jillian said. “And the events you speak of were hosted here, but they were by cookbook authors. I’m not sure Cookbook Nook is the right fit for this.”

“May I put you on a brief hold?” Kathleen asked.

“Of course.”

“I think their ace in the hole was to find a local business to host this signing,” Jillian told me. “However, they underestimated PV’s size. They’d have better luck in Medford.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Anderson? Are you still with me?”

“We’re still here,” I reported. 

“You’re right. MCU would love to have an event in a local store that already has your titles for sale. I can also say MCU is very adamant about getting Mr. Anderson to do a signing. And, from what I can tell, they’ll just about agree to anything to make it happen. So, my question for you is, what will it take to get this to happen?”

I was drumming my fingers on my armchair. “One of the stipulations I have with MCU is that book signings are, and will forever be, totally optional. I’m sure you know that. New Orleans has soured me on doing any more, so I’m leaning toward a gentle, but firm no. However, I will pass along a message that you can take to your boss.”

“And that is?” Kathleen asked. I could hear the eagerness in her voice. She had guessed—correctly—that I was about to offer a compromise. 

I looked at my wife and smiled. “Host this signing at Cookbook Nook. If it’s at my wife’s store, here in my home town, then I’ll agree.”

“But, your wife’s business focuses on the kitchen,” Kathleen protested.

“That’s my offer,” I said. “You’ll have to find some way to make it work. I don’t know, ship a selection of books to us so that Jillian can offer them in her store. Maybe ...”

“We accept,” Kathleen interrupted.

“You agreed to that much too quickly. That means ... say hello, Richard.”

There was a pause.

“Hello, Zachary,” came the deep rumble of my rep at MCU.

“I usually pick up the hints that you’re on the line much faster than that. Man, getting old sucks. How have you been?”

“Good, thanks. You heard Ms. Charters, yes? We agree to your terms.”

“That’s good to hear. You’ll take care of making certain Cookbook Nook has a generous selection of my books?”

“We will, yes.”

I spent an additional ten minutes on the phone, hammering out the details. Additional copies were ordered for Dottie’s store, since she owned the actual book store where MCU wanted to host the signing. But, as mentioned earlier, her store is way too small. Jillian therefore agreed to allow Dottie to set up a booth inside Cookbook Nook and offer her own inventory for sale.

Once the call was done, I noticed Jillian on her feet. She took my hand and pulled me along behind her. Up the stairs we went, with the corgis in hot pursuit.

“Where are we going?” I inquired.

My wife emerged from her library’s secret door and angled left. The indoor pool, at nearly twenty feet wide by over fifty long, lay before us. We skirted around the water’s edge and passed the gym that was on our right. The garage stretched out in front of us. Four bays held room to house eight cars, but there were only three inside: Jillian’s SUV, my Jeep, and housed on the far left was my 1930 Ruxton sedan. 

Jillian approached a large gray panel and held her thumb against an indentation. A red light that was gently moving from right to left, which I insist looks like the roving eye of a Cylon from Battlestar Galactica, winked out and switched colors to green. We heard a loud click and the panel swung open. 

The keys to practically every gizmo we had hung on pegs inside. Jillian claimed her set and ushered us to her car. Typically, I drive for her, but not this time. I loaded the dogs in the back and I was able to slide into the passenger seat before she hit the gas.

“What’s the rush? Where are we going?”

“Cookbook Nook. I need to start making some plans.”

“The signing won’t be for a few weeks. We have time, you know.”

“We are not going to procrastinate about this, Zachary. I need to see what we’ll have to do in order to make the store ready to handle that many people.”

“You’ve hosted events before,” I argued. “This one shouldn’t be any different, right?”

“You’re a very talented writer,” Jillian began, as she guided the car along our driveway. She executed a right turn and began the short trip into town. “Everyone loves that Ireland book. And, you’ve written a sequel. I wouldn’t be surprised if every resident in PV stops by for a signed copy, and that doesn’t include Medford and the surrounding areas. No, we need to figure this out.”

Once we had arrived at Jillian’s store, and she had wandered off to begin making notes on what needed to happen, I was approached by several teenagers. Leading the way was one very familiar red-headed girl. This one worked in the store and just so happened to be the manager. But, Sydney was wearing normal clothes, consisting of a blue and white striped blouse, jeans, and sneakers, so this suggested it was her day off. 

Sydney saw me looking at her and she immediately turned to her friends and said something in a hushed tone. Her three companions hung back and watched as I neared. As for the dogs, well, they had already spotted someone they knew, and somehow I knew that if I were to let them go, they’d race each other to see who could get to her first.

“Hi, Sydney. Why so pensive? Looks like you guys are working up the courage to ask me something, and your support group appears to have just stiffed you with the bill.”

Sydney stifled a giggle. “I’m sorry. You’re right. I was going to approach Mrs. Anderson about this, but she seems preoccupied.”

“You’re not working today, are you?” I asked.

“No, it’s my day off. I was rehears—, uh, that is ...”

“Out with it, kiddo. What can I do for you?”

Sydney’s mouth opened, only nothing came out. She angrily shook her head and took a deep breath. “Okay, here it is. My friends and I were ... oh, I’m sorry. I really should make the introductions first. Guys? Come here. This is Mr. Anderson. He’s the famous writer I was telling you about, and down there—that’s Sherlock and Watson.”

Three kids slowly approached. One was an African-American boy of sixteen, wearing a dark button-down shirt and khaki pants; the second was a blonde girl who looked as though she could be captain of the cheerleading team. Then again, that might be due to the fact that she was, in fact, wearing a cheerleader’s uniform. The third kid was an Asian girl who was probably the same age as Sydney. She was dressed in an all-white outfit, including blouse and pants, and was wearing a thin yellow vest. She also had on a yellow fedora-type hat. Personally, I thought it was very stylish.

Sydney pointed at the boy.

“We have Deion Johnson, Maddy Fisher, who for some reason thought it was appropriate to wear her cheerleader uniform here, and finally, Yoona Park. Mr. Anderson, we belong to a, uh, ... no, I can’t do this. Yoona? Put your hand down. As I was saying, we created a drama club, where we like to rehearse our favorite Shakespearean plays.”

Having no clue where this was going, I waited patiently for the girl to get to the point.

“We, uh, that is to say, I learned that your new house has its own theater. Is that true?”

I thought back to my large movie room located on the ground floor. “It does. I’m not sure how this helps you.”

“Well, we were wondering if we might be able to rehearse there.”

That’s when the cobwebs cleared and I figured out what Sydney wanted.

“The theater with the stage,” I said. “Sorry, and I can’t believe I have to say this, but with regards to that house, you have to be more specific. The movie theater is on the bottom floor, and the theatre,” using my phony British accent for the word, and thereby earning myself a giggle, “is located on the next floor up, above the pool.”

“You have an indoor pool?” Yoona asked. “How lucky are you?”

“I do, and incredibly so,” I said, grinning at the girl. “So, you guys are asking for permission to rehearse at my house, in the theatre with the stage, is that it?”

Sydney nodded hopefully. Jillian wandered by at that moment and hesitated when she saw her manager.

“Sydney? Aren’t you supposed to have the day off?”

“I’m here to pick up another set of bamboo spoons,” the girl clarified. “Yoona burnt my last set.”

“It’s not my fault your stove heats up so fast.”

“It’s a gas stove,” Sydney said, rolling her eyes. “Open flames? Wood spoon? Hello! Of course, it’s going to catch fire.”

“I was about to give these kids permission to use the theatre and the stage,” I told my wife. “They formed a Shakespeare club, and were looking for a place to perform.”

Jillian nodded. “As long as you don’t mind an audience, feel free. Put together a schedule and let us know.”

Sydney clapped excitedly and leapt forward to embrace the two of us in a three-way hug. Once the kids were gone, Jillian looked at me and shook her head.

“I can’t leave you alone for a second, can I?”

I gave her a what can you do grin and headed for the lounge, a small reading area near the center of the store.

“Who would’ve thought this week would be so exciting?” I asked the dogs. Sherlock snorted once and jumped up onto my lap. He settled into the space between my right leg and the chair and I swear the little booger pushed. “We’re going to have a great time this weekend, guys. You’ll see.”

Well, I wasn’t wrong. Stories would be told for years to come. Some would focus on the events at the convention. Most, though, would involve what would happen at Corgi Cottage.
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kay, yes, I’m a fan of many movies,” I was saying, as I held the door open for Jillian to enter. The dogs and I followed closely behind. “After all, my movie library numbers in the thousands. I can even say that there are quite a few of them I can quote from memory. However, at no time ever would I show up at one of these things wearing something like that.”

I was referring to the large group of people we had just passed who were dressed as their favorite characters from at least five different fantasy movies. I saw the swirling black coat belonging to one ranger and would-be king, the brown and green tunic that his elven best friend often wore, and sure enough, trailing along after them was either a small kid or an actual dwarf playing, well, a dwarf.
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