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To my wonderful wife who continues to tolerate both me and my sense of humor.

To Liam and Ezra, who still let me read to them at night and who listen to me tell them stories (many of which they’ve already heard).

To Jerry... not the Jerry in this book, but other Jerrys. I suspect the Jerry in this book doesn’t actually exist. I don’t want to rule out the possibility that he exists, but I’m pretty sure he’s made up. To all the Jerrys in this world who try so hard, but find nothing seems to work out the way they hope it will.

To all my editors who have shown such love and support in helping me get these books into print!

To Jesus Christ for, although I am a father, husband, friend, beard grower and more, I am first and foremost a child of a loving God.

[image: image]

Now, for those of you who like allegory or deeper meaning in books, please understand that this book is intended not to have deeper meaning or allegory. Feel free to search for it, but don’t be disappointed if you come up with really insightful meanings for characters or experiences or places and at the end of the day... you’re just wrong. ☺ Characters/places/etc. do not represent anything else (even in the book). It’s a fun book.

Everything is fiction in this book.

Click here to sign up for the newsletter so you can keep on top of all the exciting things going on!
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These Jerry the Squirrel stories continue to flow out of stories I told my sons when they were younger and from my very odd sense of humor.

I think sometimes I laugh at the stories more than other people, but I trust you will enjoy what is written. When I wrote these stories, I actually wrote twenty, intending to put the other ten in Volume Three, but I think some of the other stories stunk... at least that was the impression I got from my editors.

So hopefully, I will be able to fix the other ten stories and make them non-stinky so that you will be able to enjoy them. If you, one day, find yourself reading stories such as Bear Attack, Bee Attack, Mattresses and Doms, then the stories have been fixed (or I’ve ignored my editors).

NOTE: As with the previous Jerry the Squirrel Volume, there is an overlap between this book and the Arestana Trilogy. If you want to know more... read the trilogy!

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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Jerry was a Squirrel. Jerry was also an inventor... quite a good one, as a matter of fact. He could design and build just about anything. The problem was, Jerry's inventions rarely worked the way he wanted them to work.

Jerry woke up early and stretched his arms out wide. He could feel the nice warm breeze coming in through the open window and knew it was going to be a good day.

Most mornings, Jerry would awaken to Gary’s trumpet playing, but either Gary was sleeping in, or Jerry had awoken before his upstairs neighbor.

He crawled out of bed and made his way to the kitchen as he heard Gary coming down the stairs from his apartment. Gary always stood outside Jerry’s bedroom window when he played, but Jerry was in the kitchen this time.

He sat down at his table and began to eat some nuts and drink some water for breakfast. He felt relaxed and was sure it was going to be a good day.

He wondered why Gary had not begun playing the trumpet. Perhaps he would start at any moment. Jerry was glad he was not still sleeping next to the window in his bedroom.

He took another sip of water just as the front door to his kitchen smashed open, and a very large Squirrel barged in the door. It was Gary. He had his trumpet in hand, and he looked quite upset.

“JERRY!” he yelled with the sound of panic in his voice. He ran over to Jerry, tossed the table aside, grabbed Jerry by the shoulders and lifted him right off the ground. Gary held Jerry high enough that his eyes were level with Gary’s own eyes.

Jerry was so scared he spewed the water right out of his mouth and into Gary’s face. Jerry feared Gary would be angry about the water.

“JERRY!” Gary screamed again, this time shaking Jerry quite hard. He didn’t seem to notice that they were so close there was no need to yell. “JERRY! ARE YOU OKAY?”

“I’m fine, Gary,” Jerry said in reply. He really didn’t know what was going on, but he rarely did with Gary. “Um... are you okay?”

“I’M FINE!” Gary screamed. “THANKS FOR ASKING! I ALWAYS APPRECIATE HOW POLITE YOU ARE IN ASKING HOW I AM!”

“Um... you’re welcome, Gary,” Jerry replied. Jerry wondered why Gary was screaming everything he said. He thought he would try to figure out why his friend would scream every word. “Gary, why are you screaming?”

“SCREAMING?” Gary yelled. “I’M SORRY, JERRY, I WAS JUST WORRIED ABOUT YOU!”

Jerry looked down at the floor. Gary was still holding him way up in the air. “Why are you worried about me, Gary?”

“WHEN I CAME DOWN TO WAKE YOU WITH A BEAUTIFUL TRUMPET SONG, I LOOKED IN YOUR WINDOW AND SAW YOU WEREN’T IN BED. I WAS SCARED THAT MAYBE YOU HAD BEEN SLEEPWALKING AGAIN!” Gary said, still in his yelling voice.

“Gary, please put me down,” Jerry said.

“OKAY, JERRY, JUST AS LONG AS YOU’RE OKAY!” Gary replied.

“Yes, Gary, I’m fine.”

Gary dropped Jerry down onto the floor, and he landed with a thud. He brushed himself off and then said, “Gary, can you stop yelling now? I wasn’t sleepwalking. In fact, I’m not sure I have ever sleepwalked in my entire life.”

“Oh,” Gary said in a normal voice. “I thought everyone did that kind of thing. I was afraid maybe you had walked out in the middle of the night and wandered off into the forest. I was really scared.” Gary's voice began to shake, and he started to cry a little bit.

“Do you sleepwalk, Gary?” Jerry asked. The thought scared him a bit. Gary was a big Squirrel. If he started wandering around Erry-Ville in the middle of the night, he could step on another Squirrel or fall down and maybe even hurt himself.

“Yep. If I dream something, I usually end up doing it,” Gary explained.

“Really?” Jerry asked. “Like what?”

“Well, one time I had a dream that I was a bird, and when I woke up, I was flying.”

“Wow!” Jerry said. He was impressed and really curious. He wondered if Gary could still fly. “I didn’t know you could fly!”

“I didn’t know either,” Gary explained. “I guess I can only fly in one direction, though, because when I woke up, I was flying directly at the ground. Every time I’ve tried it since then, the same thing has happened.”

“I think most Squirrels don’t call that flying, Gary. They call that gravity,” Jerry said, rolling his eyes a bit.

“Well, I like gravity flying. It just hurts when I hit the ground,” Gary said, sitting down on one of Jerry chairs. The chair creaked under Gary’s immense size.

“Another time I had a dream I was running in a race,” Gary continued. “I woke up just before I hit the wall in my bedroom. The wall must have been really soft, though, because I broke right through it. Then, since we live on the second floor, I got to practice my gravity flying again.”

“You broke right through the wall?” Jerry asked. “Was that in the last place you lived?”

“Nope, it’s in our apartment upstairs,” Gary replied.

“What?” Jerry said, quite upset. “I’ve never seen a large, Gary-shaped hole in the side of my house.” Jerry owned the house and rented the apartment upstairs to Gary and his mom, Sherry. He didn’t want to have to fix a hole in the side of his house.

“Oh, you wouldn’t have. That just happened last night,” Gary explained. “I guess I should probably mention that to the landlord, shouldn’t I? He’s probably the one who has to fix it.”

“Yes,” Jerry said as he rolled his eyes again. “He does
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