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Dedication and Thanks

 

To my wonderful wife and amazing sons! You have put up with my sense of humor longer than anyone should have to. Well done. Well done.

 

To Hollie, who edits an enormous amount of my work and does it willingly and with a smile on her face. You are a trooper.

 

To Jerry. You know who you are.

 

To Hat Squirrel. We know who you are.
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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.

 

 



 

Preface

 

This story started out as Jerry the Squirrel: Volume Two.

I meant to just write a number of short stories, but then I thought, “Hey! Wouldn’t it be fun to write the backstory for the Squirrels in Arestana II?”

So, I set out to write about five chapters of backstory and then the rest of the chapters were to be short stories.

As usual, I got carried away. The story turned into a novel.

I have enjoyed writing this book, and I hope you enjoy reading it.

I recommend you read Aestana II: The Defense Quest first, however… that is not necessary.

 

Enjoy!

 

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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Catapult

 

Jerry was a Squirrel. Jerry was also an inventor. He was quite a good inventor, 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 awoke to a loud bang. It was followed by another, then another.

He jumped out of bed and rushed to the door to see who could be trying to wake him up in the middle of the night. He hoped it wasn’t Mary complaining about her garden again. The incident with the landmines wasn’t really his fault.

He opened the door and stared at the Squirrel in front of him. “Larry, it’s the middle of the night! What do you want?”

The Squirrel at the door bent down, and Jerry jumped back at the sight. It wasn’t Larry; it was Hat Squirrel. Hat Squirrel stepped into Jerry’s house. The hat barely squeezed through the doorway.

“I’m sorry, Hat Squirrel. I didn’t know it was you. What can I help you with? Can I offer you some Nut Cookies? Sherry just baked them last month. I can have her or Gary warm them up for you if you’d like.”

“No time, Jerry! We’re in a rush. I have a job for you, and it’s top priority,” Hat Squirrel declared. “We’re attacking Kings-Home, and I need a catapult to take down the wall.”

“Kings-Home? But we’re not at war with Kings-Home!” Jerry said. He was confused as to why they would do such a thing.

“No, I guess you’re right. We’re not really at war with them, but we’ve been offered a week’s worth of nuts to attack them. I think it’s worth it,” Hat Squirrel explained.

“A week’s worth of nuts for the entire Squirrel population? Where could anyone get that many nuts?” Jerry was shocked. He knew how many nuts they would go through as a nation in a week. Thousands upon thousands of Squirrels ate a lot of nuts.

“What? Don’t be ridiculous, Jerry! I mean a week’s worth of nuts for me! A week’s worth of nuts for Hat Squirrel is worth more than all the nuts in the world!” Hat Squirrel declared.

“I don’t think that makes as much sense as you think it does,” Jerry started to say before he was interrupted.
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“Enough conversation! Make me a catapult that will take down a wall at Kings-Home. I have to go hide our treasure, so it’s not lost in the battle.”

With that, Hat Squirrel stormed out of Jerry’s house and off into the darkness.

Jerry closed the door behind Hat Squirrel. It was the middle of the night, and he was still half-asleep, but he knew Hat Squirrel wouldn’t be happy if he didn’t at least start on the catapult right away.

“I don’t get it! Why are we attacking Kings-Home?” Jerry said to himself. He knew King Jep of Kings-Home was a close friend of the Squirrels, and Masha was not one to mess with. The last time they had had a run-in with Masha, the Squirrel nation suffered greatly. The older Squirrels still talked about it. It wasn’t because they were the only ones who remembered it, but because old Squirrels talked a lot.

He grabbed a few nuts to munch on as he made his way back to his desk. Once there, he sat down and stared at a blank piece of paper. He was still quite tired and kept thinking about his nice warm bed.

Jerry shook his head to wake himself up some more and leaned over the paper before him. He had to have at least the design started by the time Hat Squirrel arrived home from hiding their treasure.

He thought about all the ways he could design a catapult. If it needed to be strong enough to take down a wall at Kings-Home, it would have to be very strong. He wouldn’t be able to design it to throw dirt or wood; that wouldn’t break down a wall. The catapult would have to throw large stones.

If it threw large stones, then they would have to have some way to collect the stones and carry them. Since those stones would be too heavy for any Squirrel to carry, he would also need a wagon and a way to put them in the wagon.

He set to work on the wagon first and quickly drew up the design. Jerry always started with a design. He found if he could figure out the problems on paper first, the invention was easy to build.

He set that design aside and pulled out another piece of paper for the actual catapult. A typical catapult would have an arm with a bucket at the one end, and it would bend down so it could spring up and shoot a rock or a large chunk of cheese, whatever was necessary for the particular battle. This one would be just like a typical catapult, but just much stronger.

He drew out the wood arm and a nice bucket, large enough to hold a solid stone. He knew he could not build a catapult big enough to break down the wall with one shot, but he could build one that could break it down with many shots. The walls at Kings-Home were thick and solid. They would need to hit the walls over and over again to crack and eventually break them.

Once he had drawn out a plan for the arm and bucket, he drew up another arm. This one would have a giant claw on its end, and it could be used to swing over to the wagon and grab a large rock. It had to be a strong arm with a strong claw if it was to lift the rocks. He would call that one the crane.

He then drew up a design for a control panel. From there, he could control the crane to pick up the rocks and drop them in the bucket. He drew out the controls to bend the arm back as well so that it could be ready to spring forward and fire the rocks.

By the time the sun was starting to come up, he had his design drawn up. He was tired, but the design was ready. He thought maybe he would have a quick nap before starting to build.

A loud bang at his front door let him know his dream of a nap was not to be. He walked to the door and opened it, only to see Hat Squirrel standing there looking exhausted. He looked like he had been running all night.

“Jerry! Where’s my catapult?” Hat Squirrel hollered.

“It’s not built yet, Hat Squirrel. I just finished drawing up the design,” Jerry replied. He knew Hat Squirrel wasn’t going to be happy.

“What? What do you mean it’s not built yet?” Hat Squirrel yelled.

“I don’t how else to say that, Hat Squirrel. If you don’t understand, maybe I could draw you a picture,” Jerry said. He hadn’t had much sleep, and he was feeling very irritable.

“Yes, I think that would help,” Hat Squirrel replied.
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Jerry shook his head and turned around. He walked to his kitchen table and had a seat with a piece of paper and a pencil. Jerry drew a picture of a Squirrel and a catapult. He then drew a big “X” through the catapult and wrote, “NOT YET” at the bottom of the page.

Hat Squirrel examined the picture for what seemed like an hour before he set it down and said, “Yes, I now see what you mean. You mean to tell me that the catapult isn’t built just yet.”

“I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Jerry replied.

“When will it be finished?” Hat Squirrel asked, looking at his wrist as though he were wearing a watch. He was not.

Jerry decided he’d play along. He was also not wearing a watch, so he looked at his wrist and said, “Oh, about three days.”

“That’s unacceptable!” Hat Squirrel screamed, far louder than he needed to, considering he was sitting right next to Jerry. He continued at the same volume, “I need that catapult no later than four days from now. We don’t have time for your laziness!”

Jerry was confused. “If I need three days to finish it, that’s too long? You need it sooner than that?”

“Yes,” Hat Squirrel replied, still screaming.

“And you think that four days is less time than three days?” Jerry asked, still confused.

“Yes, you can’t have three days to build it! I need it in four days, or else I’ll remove your status as Official Inventor for the Squirrel Nation!” Hat Squirrel explained, still screaming.

Jerry hadn’t realized he was the Official Inventor for the Squirrel Nation. He liked that. “Alright, Hat Squirrel. I’ll make sure that I don’t take three days to finish the catapult. Instead, I’ll quickly build it in four days.”

“You’re right, you will,” Hat Squirrel yelled.

With that, Hat Squirrel stood and stormed out of the kitchen. He swung open the door, only to walk into a wall of fur. Hat Squirrel bounced off the fur and landed on the ground, looking quite upset.

The wall of fur bent down, and Gary’s face appeared in the doorway. “Hello, Hat Squirrel,” Gary said in his low, slow, loud voice. “I thought this was Jerry’s house. What are you doing here?”

“I’m checking up on Jerry’s progress on the catapult. Now get out of my way.”

“Why do we need a catapult,” Gary asked. “Is it some kind of new transportation system between Squirrel villages?”

“What?” Hat Squirrel yelled. “Of course not! Why would we…” Hat Squirrel stopped mid-sentence and looked like he was thinking it through.

Jerry knew it was a bad idea. There was no way he wanted to build a catapult system for shooting Squirrels from one village to the next. He had to distract Hat Squirrel before the Squirrel leader thought too much about it and maybe decided that they should develop catapult transportation.

“Thanks for coming by, Hat Squirrel! I’ll get this catapult for attacking Kings-Home finished within four days. You can count on me,” he said, as he pulled Hat Squirrel to his feet and pushed him out the door past Gary. “I’ll see you in four days! Remember, the catapult is for attacking Kings-Home. Good-bye.”

With that, he slammed the door shut, blocking out both Hat Squirrel and Gary. It was time to start building his invention.

 


Building the Catapult

 

Jerry ran to his workshop in the back of his house. The workshop was a little bigger than his work desk, and he could spread out and build larger inventions. Most of his tools were back there, as well.

He wouldn’t be able to build the whole catapult in the workshop as it would need to be so large, but he could at least build the control panel. It would only be big enough for a Squirrel to use and then have some gears and more to connect up with the rest of the catapult.

The control panel would be the hard part. It would have to be able to control the arm with the bucket as well as the claw and crane. It was certainly the most complicated part of the whole machine.

He had lots of gears and parts on the shelves in his workshop and began to pull them off the shelves and assemble them. It took all morning and part-way into the afternoon, but he managed to get the control panel put together. There was even a snazzy looking covering over the panel with buttons and levers so he could look good while he controlled the catapult.

It was time to start assembling the rest of the catapult, and for that, he would need help.

Jerry put all his tools away and went out into his kitchen. He was surprised to see how dark it was outside. He was sure it was still only mid-afternoon, but he didn’t care. He was hungry and thirsty. He loved inventing so much that he found he often forgot to eat and drink. Once, he had spent all day and night for two days straight working on an invention and didn’t realize how hungry he was till he was all finished.

Since it was so dark outside, he figured he should stop work for the day. He decided to just go for a nice walk in the calm summer air before bed. He went to his front door and opened it, only to find it was bright and sunny outside! He stepped out, wondering why it was so dark in his kitchen. As he looked over at the window, he found the answer. Gary was standing there.

Gary was huge. He was a big Squirrel. He was tremendously big for a Squirrel. Gary lived upstairs with his mom, Sherry, in the apartment above Jerry’s house. Gary was a really nice guy, but he was also a little hard to handle. He smelled, drooled, played the trumpet early in the morning, and practiced gymnastics in the apartment above Jerry’s house.

“Hi, Gary,” Jerry said.

“Jerry! I’ve been waiting for you!” Gary replied. “I’m sorry, Jerry. You just took so long.”

Jerry usually didn’t know what Gary was talking about. This time was no different. “What are you talking about, Gary? What are you sorry for?”

“Your cookies. I ate them. Mom sent me down to help you with your invention. I came down a long time ago, but you closed the door on me. I had nice, warm cookies for you. Mom just warmed them up for you. I stood here all morning, waiting for you to open the door, and you didn’t. So I ate them. I’m sorry, Jerry.”

With that, Gary broke down into loud sobs. He wept louder and louder and cried so hard that Jerry felt bad. He was just about to go up and try to comfort Gary when he saw that Gary was coming for him. The big Squirrel wrapped his arms around Jerry and began to beg for forgiveness. As he begged, tears streamed down onto Jerry, soaking his head and filling his ears.

It was gross.

“Please, Jerry, please forgive me. I was just so hungry. I have to eat my weight in nuts, four times a day. That’s a lot of nuts. If I don’t eat that much, I get gassy. Mom insists I eat that much. I was so hungry. Please forgive me, Jerry!” Gary was only getting more upset.

As he opened his mouth, Gary’s tears filled his cheeks. “Gary,” Jerry gurgled as loud as he could to get above the noise. “Gary! Listen to me! I forgive you! I don’t care about the cookies. I find your way of warming them up disturbing!”

Gary stopped crying instantly. “You mean you’re not mad?”

“No, now let me go. I have work to do,” Jerry said.

“No problem, Jerry. I’m here to help you.” With that, Gary dropped Jerry and stepped back with a big smile on his face.

Jerry shook his head and tried to get the tears out of his ears. Gary was such a nice guy, but it was rarely nice to be around him.

“Okay, if you’re here to help me, we need a bunch of supplies. I need a LOT of wood and….”

He spent the next few minutes explaining to Gary exactly what he needed. They would need wood for the cart, wood for the arm of the catapult, wood for the base of it, wood for the wheels, wood for the crane, and more. Jerry knew it would be hard to find all the pieces he needed, but he was glad to have Gary’s help. He was pretty sure no one else in Erry-Ville would help him out at all.

Gary listened attentively to everything Jerry said, nodding his head now and then at appropriate moments. When Jerry was finally finished, Gary nodded once again before taking a deep breath.

“Jerry,” Gary said.

“Yes, Gary,” Jerry replied.

“Can I tell you something, Jerry?”

“Yes, Gary. You can tell me anything.”

“Well, Jerry, it’s like this.”

Jerry waited for a moment before rolling his eyes. “What’s it like, Gary.”

“Well, you know back when you were explaining to me what we needed to make the transportation device?” Gary asked.

“Gary, first of all, it’s not for transportation. It’s for breaking down a wall at Kings-Home when we attack the city. Second, I do remember back when I was explaining THAT to you. That was like thirty seconds ago. What about it?” Jerry wasn’t feeling very patient with Gary. He just wanted to get the supplies he needed to build the catapult.

“Well, you remember back when you were explaining to me what we needed for the catapult?” Gary asked.

“Yes, Gary. I remember,” Jerry replied, rolling his eyes.

“Well, I wasn’t listening,” Gary said. At first, he looked embarrassed; then, he looked like he was concentrating again. Jerry was now pretty sure the concentration look meant that he wasn’t listening.

“Gary! GARY!” Jerry yelled. “Come back to me! Listen to what I’m saying!”

Gary shook his head and looked at Jerry as if he were surprised to see him. “Jerry! Good to see you! I’m sorry, I ate your cookies.”

Jerry quickly explained what he needed again to Gary and made Gary repeat it back to him. He then sent Gary off to find what was needed.

While Gary was collecting supplies, Jerry took the time to head inside for a quick nap. He still hadn’t slept much since Hat Squirrel had awakened him in the middle of the night.

He woke from his nap feeling refreshed and grabbed a few nuts for supper. When he was
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