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Dedication and Thanks

 

To my wonderful wife who continues to read through my stories… the good ones and the… ahem… not so good ones.

To Liam and Ezra. You inspire me!

To Mark Gunning. It’s been fun walking this journey of writing and publishing with you. Keep at it! You write awesome books!
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Now, for those of you who like allegory or deeper meaning in books, please understand that this book is specifically 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.

Get used to it.

 

Preface

 

These stories have been sitting on the shelf for too long (which has created a “political” problem as you’ll read about below).

I’m not sure when I wrote them, but I think it was either 2018 or 2019—I think early in 2019.

Ever since, these stories have been screaming out to be shared.

And my wife has grown tired of the noise. So, it’s time to get them out there.

Now… what’s really strange is the last story in this book (Sherry’s Soup). Although it was written well before current events, it reads as if it was specifically written against certain… hmm… things. I’m not a guy who writes political stuff into stories, so I’ve tried to adjust it somewhat to avoid this political kerfuffle, but it really does seem to still have that “feel” to it.

In the end, if you want to read it as a political argument, go ahead. Have fun. If you prefer to read it as a fun story… go ahead. I prefer option #2, but you do you.

Enjoy!

 

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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Mattresses Part I

 

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.

 

“Run for your lives!” screamed Mary, as she ran out of the forest and into the middle of a lane running between the houses.

At that moment, most of the Squirrels from Erry-Ville were gathered together outside Jerry’s house, complaining to him that his latest invention, a motorized fly-swatter, was getting confused between flies and Squirrel faces. They were not happy with Jerry.

Jerry had just made his eighth attempt to explain it to them. The fly swatter was not actually designed to smack flies but was designed to smack ugly. There was no way to stop it from doing what it was doing.

“Run for your lives!” Mary screamed again. “They’re coming!”

The Squirrels stopped their complaining and yelled in unison, running in every direction. They ran back and forth along the path and between houses. They ran up and down trees and around in circles in front of Jerry’s house.
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The Squirrels were not actually scared. Few things in Arestana could harm a Squirrel, but Squirrels kind of liked to yell and run when they had the chance. It was always so much fun.

Mary ran up to Jerry, pushed him down, and turned back toward the Squirrels. “Run, or we will all perish!”

The Squirrels all came to a stop and stared at Mary. Hat Squirrel pushed his way to the front and stood before her with a look of anger on his face. Mary was breathing so hard her shoulders moved up and down as she gasped for air.

“Mary!” Hat Squirrel yelled. He rarely spoke without yelling. He had informed the Squirrels that he felt it was a Hat Squirrel’s duty to yell a lot. That, he explained, was how you knew he was a good Hat Squirrel.

“Mary!” he yelled again. “Who do you think you are, coming in here and using words like that? We don’t know what the word, ‘perish’ means.”

As Mary tried to catch her breath, Larry stepped up and explained, “I know what it means. It comes from the word, ‘pear.’ You know, the fruit? So, when she says we should run or we will all perish, she means if we don’t run, we will start to grow pears out of our ears. Then we will be perish.”

The Squirrels nodded their heads and responded by saying, “Aaaahhhhh,” or “That explains everything.”

Jerry shook his head and was about to explain what perish really meant when Barrie said, “That’s not what it means. It means that if we don’t run, we will start to smell like pears. I’ve seen it before. It’s really not nice. My grampa, once when he was just a young Squirrel, was attacked by a pear tree and didn’t get away in time. He smelled perish for a year after.”

Everyone nodded their heads again. Jerry wondered for a moment how a pear tree could attack someone but pushed that thought aside. The pear tree would have to be very upset before it would do such a thing.

Finally, Jerry said, “No, it doesn’t mean either of those things. ‘Perish’ means to die. I think she means that if we don’t run, we’ll die.”

By this point, Mary had caught her breath. She shook her head. “No, Barrie is right. I meant if we don’t run, we will be attacked by pear trees and all smell like pears for a year.”

Before Jerry could say anything else, a loud noise echoed across Erry-Ville, causing the Squirrels to spin around. It was coming from the part of the forest out of which Mary had just come. As they watched, the trees began to sway back and forth. Something was coming through the forest, and it was big.

The branches of the trees parted, and the Squirrels watched as a pear tree walked out of the forest and into the middle of Erry-Ville. It took about four steps and then came to a stop.

The Squirrels yelled again and ran. Since they were standing just outside Jerry’s house, the Squirrels ran into his house to hide. Nothing scared the Squirrels, but they liked to run and hide.

It was fun.

Jerry also ran for his house but got there just as Hat Squirrel closed the door. “Hey, let me in! It’s my house!”

“No way, Jerry!” Hat Squirrel yelled. “That pear tree looks angry. I won’t open this door for anything.”

Jerry heard a lock click and wondered who had installed a lock on his door. He had never had one earlier that day.

He turned back to the pear tree. He was the only Squirrel left out in the open. He figured he should probably find out what the pear tree wanted.

He decided to start by trying to befriend the tree. “Hey, pear tree! How’s it going?”

Jerry approached the tree and noticed the bark looked like it was moving. He stepped closer and groaned to himself. The tree wasn’t alive and running around on its own. The tree was infested with Leaf Bugs.

Normally, there would just be a few bugs here and there. Two or three Leaf Bugs were annoying. They were small. They bit. And they ate leaves.

But if they gathered in large groups, they could attack an entire tree and eat it. They moved so fast and ate so much that a large swarm could shake a tree. Sometimes, if there were enough leaf bugs, the shaking would move the tree like it was walking through the forest.

That many Leaf Bugs could eat all the leaves on all the trees in Erry-ville!

But Jerry wasn’t worried. The great thing about Leaf Bugs was that they only ate dead, dried leaves. They never ate fresh leaves, at least not normally. Since it was spring, the leaves in the forest would be safe, and the Leaf Bugs would probably just leave.

He smiled and turned to head back to his home when a loud buzzing sound caught his ear. He spun back to the tree to see that the Leaf Bugs had all left the pear tree. They swarmed in the air above Erry-Ville and circled around.

“Ahhhh! We’re all going to perish!” screamed Hat Squirrel from inside Jerry’s house.

“No,” Jerry hollered back. “They’ll probably just eat all the dead leaves on the ground and then move on. We’ll be okay.”

With that, the Leaf Bugs dive bombed Jerry and bit him repeatedly before swooping around and attacking all the dried leaves on the ground. Jerry grumbled to himself. He didn’t like being bit by Leaf Bugs.

The bugs flew all over Erry-Ville and ate all the dried leaves on the ground. There were a lot of leaves left over from the previous fall, but since there were so many Leaf Bugs, they were able to eat every leaf on the ground within seconds.

They then turned toward Jerry’s house and flew as a swarm toward his front door.

Jerry had never seen Leaf Bugs act that way. He wondered at first what they could be after, but then he remembered his house, and everyone’s house, was insulated with dried leaves. Not only that, all the pillows and mattresses in each and every house were stuffed full of leaves.

The swarm hit the side of the house and tried to enter. Jerry was afraid the Leaf Bugs would eat his mattress and his pillow. He didn’t want that! He had plans for using his mattress and pillow that very night! And every night after!

When the Leaf Bugs reached his house, all the Squirrels inside held the windows and doors shut tight to protect themselves. No bugs made it through.

When the bugs found they couldn’t enter, they left his house and swarmed around the village. After a few seconds of swarming, they turned toward Mary’s house. They rushed inside through her door and through her open windows and in a few seconds, came out again. Next, they entered Larry’s house, followed by Hat Squirrel’s house. Each and every house in Erry-Ville was targeted by the Leaf Bugs. Jerry wasn’t sure what the Leaf Bugs were doing in the houses, but he didn’t think the Squirrels would be happy with it.

When the Leaf Bugs had finished entering every house, they swarmed off into the woods, eating dried leaves along the forest floor as they moved. Within minutes, the swarm had disappeared, leaving a path of leaf-less ground in their wake.

Jerry watched them go and then heard a click. He turned to see his front door open. On the other side of the door was a wall of fur, heads, arms, and legs. Every Squirrel in Erry-Ville, aside from Jerry himself, had squeezed inside his home. He wasn’t surprised they were packed so tightly.

Hat Squirrel managed to untangle himself from the rest of the Squirrels and walked up to Jerry. “Are they all gone, Rick?”

“I thought we already established that my name is Jerry.”

“Those kinds of unimportant details are often hard for me to remember. You know that, Sam.”

“Yes, Hat Squirrel. They are all gone. Everyone can come out now.”

The Squirrels emerged from his home and looked around nervously. Once they were sure that the Leaf Bugs had truly left, the Squirrels returned to their homes. Jerry watched them enter their houses, but he didn’t go anywhere. He knew the Squirrels would be back in a moment, and they would want to complain to him.

All the Squirrels of Erry-Ville screamed inside their homes and ran back outside. They circled around Jerry with angry looks on their faces.

Jerry shook his head. He waited.

“This is all your fault, Jerry!” Mary yelled. “Those Leaf Bugs ate my mattress, my pillow, and all the insulation in my house! Now I’m going to be cold in the winter and have to sleep on a hard bed without a pillow!”

Larry waited politely for Mary to stop yelling and then added, “This is all your fault, Jerry! Those Leaf Bugs ate my mattress, my pillow, and all the insulation in my house, too! Now I’m going to have to be as cold as Mary is in the winter and sleep on just as hard a bed as she sleeps on!”

“Why is this my fault?” Jerry asked, but he knew he didn’t want to hear the answer.

Hat Squirrel stepped up and explained, “Because you’re the only one with a mattress, pillow, and insulation in your house. So obviously, it’s all your fault.”

“I have a mattress, pillow, and insulation in my house because you were all in my house when the Leaf Bugs attacked. You barricaded the door, and the Leaf Bugs couldn’t get inside,” Jerry corrected.

“No, I don’t think that’s the kind of answer we want to hear,” Hat Squirrel said. “Since this is your fault, you have to fix it, Jerry!”

With that, the Squirrels turned around and stormed back to their houses. He thought he heard each and every door in Erry-Ville slam closed.

Jerry smiled. One of the things he loved about everything going wrong was that it gave him the chance to invent.

He ran into his house and slammed his own door shut. He examined the lock on the inside of the door and wondered how Hat Squirrel had managed to install it so quickly, but he didn’t care. He made his way back to his desk and began to draw up
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