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Dedication and Thanks

 

This book is dedicated to all the gifted artists who have undertaken to draw and contribute fan-art to this newest Jerry the Squirrel book!

 

A special thanks to (in alphabetical order):

Beatrice C., Brayden W., Casie P., Clarie K., Clarke S., Draven A., Ellyana M., Eustyce M., Gianna M., Jacob M., Jonah Anthony, Jonah S., Kennedy A., Kennedy G., Lucia A., Mackenzie P., Marek E., Moe A., Norah C., Oliver W., Ramsay C., Scott Cahan, Spencer V., Teagan M., Tessa B., Veyda N., Vivian F., A. Nonymous (she did not want her name printed in the book).

 

I am so thrilled that you all have poured your heart and soul into joining Jerry and the Squirrels in this latest installment, and I am grateful to each one of you!

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Uh… so… here’s the thing. Authors usually say things in the beginning of their book like, “This book is fiction.” I can’t wrap my mind around that since it should be obvious to everyone that it is fiction. In fact, I find it quite concerning to consider the possibility that people might need this information rather than naturally understanding that a book about a Squirrel inventor is most definitely fiction!

 

However, authors keep doing it in their books, which makes me think that we’re supposed to. So, out of intense fear of potential consequences of missing this statement that I may or may not have to say…

 

I now declare to all of you that this book is fiction. Characters/places/etc. do not represent anything or anyone else (even in the book). It’s a fun book.

Everything is fiction in this book.

Have I fulfilled my obligation to declare the fiction-i-tude of this fiction book?

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Preface

 

This story has been on my mind for years. I’ve wanted to write more Jerry the Squirrel stories, but I just kept getting caught up in fantasy books for adults and teens… then there was a sci-fi series… then there’s the dystopian series (that’s not out yet), and then… anyway. You get the picture.

Now it’s time for more Jerry, so I’m excited to share this new book with you!

However… these aren’t short stories! It’s one big novel! So, have fun with Jerry’s newest adventure!

 

 

Shawn P. B. Robinson
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If you love Jerry the Squirrel, check out the Activity Book!
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The Pepper
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Drawing by: A. Nonymous

 

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.

 

Thump—thump—CRASH!

Jerry flipped out of his bed and hit the floor hard, knocking the wind out of him and leaving him dazed and confused! With a gasp, he scrambled under his bed, squishing himself back under as far as he could, hoping to hide from whatever terror lurked among the Squirrels of Erry-ville!

Thump—thump—CRASH! AAAAAAHHHHH!

Jerry tossed aside the hairbrush he’d found to defend himself and rolled out from under the bed before jumping to his feet and running into the kitchen. This was no time to hide! Someone was in danger! As scared as he was, he had to find out who it was so he could warn them to be safe!
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Drawing by: MacKenzie P.

 

Thump—thump—CRASH! AAAAAAHHHHH! OWWWWWW!

Past the kitchen table and out the door Jerry raced, hoping to find them fast so he could get on with his day, maybe even get back to his nap.

Thump—thump—CRASH! AAAAAAHHHHH! OWWWWWW! NOT AGAIN!!

Jerry looked back and forth! Who was in danger??

Across from his house and just a little to his left, Mary’s house stood tall, proud, and flowery. He was sure it wasn’t Mary because there she was on her front lawn, hands on her hips, scowling at Jerry. So… not Mary.

Down the way past Mary’s house, Larry stood on his roof in his civil war uniform, shouting some war cry at an invisible foe, preparing for tomorrow’s reenactment. So… not Larry.

To Jerry’s right, coming through the trees, a small, confident, and oblivious Squirrel with a hat pushed his way through the bushes into the village, arguing with a half-dozen other Squirrels about never needing to bathe because it removed his healthy stink. So… not Hat Squirrel.

Jerry scanned Erry-ville, counting the Squirrels, checking them off his list. All of them fine. None of them were in danger.

Thump—thump—CRASH! AAAAAAHHHHH! OWWWWWW! NOT AGAIN!! PLEASE! HAVE MERCY!

Jerry spun around to face his own house. It could only be coming from one place.

He ran to the right side of his house and raced up the steps leading to the apartment above. The yells, the screams, the begging, all grew in intensity with every second. It had to be…

Jerry barged right in without knocking and gasped at the sight of two wrestling Squirrels.

“Jerry! You want to play?” Gary asked, an enormous grin filling his face.

Before Jerry could even think of what to say, Sherry, Gary’s mom, smiled at him. “Jerry, dear, it’s so good to see you. Just give me a moment, and I’ll warm up some nice nut cookies for you.”

Sherry released the headlock she had on Gary, and Gary slumped to the floor. “Sorry we didn’t invite you to our wrestling match, Jerry,” Gary said. “I thought you were still sleeping, and I didn’t want to wake you.”

“You didn’t think the yelling and screaming and thumping on the floor would wake me?”

Gary laughed. “Of course not! I know the only thing that wakes you is staring at you while you sleep. It works every time! Well… that and my trumpet.”

Jerry frowned, and Gary mistook that as an invitation to come and give Jerry a giant bear hug. Unfortunately, Gary smelled like rotten leaves mixed with Squirrel sweat. Every breath Jerry took filled his lungs with the grossness of Gary’s body odor.

Gary, the largest Squirrel Jerry had ever met in his life, stood well over twice Jerry’s own height, and Sherry, although a small, shockingly old Squirrel, still managed to out-fight Gary or just about any Squirrel with her mad warrior skills. However, it wasn’t her ability to take down an army of giant bees that concerned Jerry at that moment.

“Uh, Sherry?” Jerry said from within Gary’s arms, doing his best to make sure his muffled voice carried to the kitchen. “Sherry? I don’t want any cookies.”

As Gary let go of the hug, he grabbed Jerry by the tail and swung him in a circle on his way to the table. A moment later, Jerry landed headfirst in a seat. Scrambling up and around, he found himself face-to-face with a plate of recently warmed cookies.
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Drawing by: Kennedy A.

 

“There you go, dear,” Sherry said sweetly. “I know how much you love my cookies. Now, eat your cookies before they get cold.”

Jerry hesitated. The cookies were certainly delicious. Sherry was such a good cook. It was difficult to pass them up. But… even so… she had a way of warming them that…

“These are so good, Mom!” Gary said through the eight cookies currently in his mouth. “I love you!”
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Drawing by: Lucia A.

 

“I know you do, dear,” Sherry said. “That’s how I know you love me, because you eat my cookies with a big smile on your face.”

Jerry rolled his eyes as he grabbed a warm cookie and popped it into his mouth, chewing loudly. They really were good. No doubt about it. He just wished she didn’t warm the cookies by sitting on them! That part was gross!

“So, tomorrow maybe you can join us as we wrestle in the morning. It’s great exercise, dear,” Sherry said with the kindest, gentlest smile Jerry had ever seen as she leaned on her cane. “Tomorrow I’m going to teach Gary how to fight like a gladiator. I find just regular street fighting is more fun, but gladiatorial skills are useful in every area of life.”

Jerry didn’t think that could be true, but Sherry did know a lot about fighting.

“Okay, maybe I will, but I don’t want you to hurt me. I heard Gary yelling for mercy.”

“Oh, Jerry, dear,” Sherry said with a sweet, gentle laugh as she took him by the arm and led him to the door while he munched on his cookies. She smiled kindly at him and said, “You’re such a kidder. Don’t you worry your little head about getting hurt. I can absolutely guarantee that you won’t go away uninjured.”

“Wait…” Jerry began as the door closed. “I don’t want to get hurt or injured! I thought those two words meant the same thing!”

Unfortunately, Sherry didn’t seem to hear him once the door closed.

Jerry turned and walked back down the stairs. At least tomorrow would be fun, even if it hurt a lot. Sherry and Gary always made life exciting.

Jerry stepped out in front of his house and took the chance to look around the village once again. Mary still stood on her front lawn scowling at anyone and everyone. Larry still stood on his roof yelling at some imaginary, historically inaccurate foe. And Hat Squirrel… Hat Squirrel was no longer talking about bathing, but was now teaching a group of young Squirrels the proper way to yell at a small bush. Apparently, there was one way to yell at a bush in the summer and a completely different way to yell at a bush in the winter. One involved a great deal of arm waiving, and the other involved something he called aggressive chortling. Then to add to it all, spring and fall's approach were up to the preference of the yeller.

Jerry loved Erry-ville. He loved living there. He loved the adventure, the challenge, the frustration, the danger, and everything.

Jerry thought he could go for a little less of Hat Squirrel’s antics, but even so, Erry-ville was the place to be!

“Look what I found! Everyone! Look what I found!”

Jerry turned. Off to the north, a Squirrel ran out of the trees and bushes towards the center of Erry-ville. Excitement filled his face, and in his hands he held something red.

“Look what I found!” Barry yelled again. “Look, everyone! Look!”

From all across Erry-ville, Squirrels ran toward Barry, excited about what new adventure awaited them. Hat Squirrel, however, did not like it when other Squirrels got attention. To protect his control over everyone’s interest, he quickly ran to Barry and stood in front of him. “Wait!”

All the Squirrels ground to a halt.

Hat Squirrel slowly turned around, making eye contact with dozens of Squirrels. “We will meet…” He hollered in a loud, dramatic voice. “We will meet…” he hollered again, this time adding a bit of his own echo along with a slight waver. “We will meet…” This time adding a whole lot of echo. “We will meet… AT THE VILLAGE CENTER!”

The Squirrels cheered and turned to the Village Center, which the Squirrels had built just outside of Erry-ville. Jerry ran with them, laughing the entire way. Hat Squirrel was right. Whatever was going on, the proper place to learn about it was at the Speaking Rock.
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Drawing by: Draven A.

 

 

In seconds, everyone had assembled outside of town at the Village Center, and the Squirrels pushed Barrie to the front of the group. Now that he was close, Jerry could see clearly what it was. Or… he could at least see it.

It was some kind of fruit or vegetable. He couldn’t quite tell what it was, actually. The object was a deep red with a short, green stem—shaped kind of odd, thicker near the stem and growing smaller, down to a point at the end.

“I have found a new food!” Barrie yelled.

“What is it?” Hat Squirrel asked.
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Drawing by: Jacob M.

 

“I have decided to call it a…” Barrie began, but Hat Squirrel quickly jumped onto the Center Speaking Rock, which sat just on the far side of the Village Center.

Once a Squirrel stood on the rock, no one was allowed to speak, other than the Squirrel who stood upon the rock! Hat Squirrel waited while everyone stared at him. When he appeared sure that he had fully annoyed the entire village of Squirrels, he declared, “I have, of course, discovered this fruit entirely by myself, and therefore, since I am the discoverer, I shall name this fruit myself! The name that I shall give it shall be: A PEPPER!”

Everyone cheered, even Barry, who nodded and appeared pleased with the name.

“In fact, since it is red, I will call it a HOT pepper. Hot like fire, although I’m sure it is not like fire in any way, but it is likely sweet and tasty, and something to rub in our eyes.”

Jerry nodded. That sounded reasonable.

Now that Hat Squirrel had fully managed to get all the attention, he stepped down from the Speaking Rock. As soon as his feet hit the ground, the other Squirrels all spoke at once. Some asked to touch the hot pepper, others asked if they could talk to it, and still others asked what it might taste like, or if it wore slippers when the nights grew cold in the fall.

No one, of course, had any answers to those questions, but Hat Squirrel had a solution.

“Hear me, hear me!” Hat Squirrel hollered.

“Okay,” Larry replied.

Hat Squirrel frowned at Larry before he said, “I wish to answer all the questions but the slipper-related-one. First, yes, you can touch it. Second, yes, you may speak to the pepper, but just remember, sometimes the pepper does not wish to speak to you. Third, we will find out what it tastes like after Jerry turns it into tonight’s meal for the entire Village!”

Everyone cheered, and Jerry groaned. Now he had to find some way to cook this strange thing called a hot pepper.

He hoped it tasted as sweet as it looked.
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Jerry sat down at his desk, staring at the hot pepper in front of him. It was large, nearly as big as his head, and it had a strange smell. He couldn’t quite figure out what the smell reminded him of, but it made him want to cough.

“What shall I make with this sweet, tasty, eye-rubbable food?” Jerry thought to himself. “If it’s sweet, then I should make a dessert. If it’s tasty, then anything will be good. If it’s eye-rubbable, then maybe it shouldn’t be a food, but some kind of eye medicine. Maybe that’s what…

“No,” Jerry said out loud. “That might be the best thing I could make with it, but Hat Squirrel said food.” As he stared at the hot pepper, wondering if he should make a tasty dessert, he remembered something. Hat Squirrel… was never right. Never, ever, ever.

Which meant that this food might not be sweet and tasty. So, no dessert. Eye-rubbable? Not likely. So not an eye medicine. Maybe he should make a meal that everyone could enjoy, but one that was not sweet.

Nut-loaf?

Nut-lasagna?

Nut-casserole?

Nut-steak?

Jerry shook his head. He needed to be more creative. All those ideas followed the same theme. He needed to shake it up a bit. Try something new. Something exciting! Something very, very different!

All those meals had one thing in common: they were all solid foods. He would change it up completely and make something not-solid.

Jerry was going to make nut-soup.

He raced back into his storage room and grabbed the largest pot he could find, then ran out through his bedroom, grabbed the pepper and put it under his arm, then ran through his kitchen and out the door.

“What are you making, Jerry?” Mary called from her front lawn. He thought she might be trying to smile, but Jerry didn’t think Mary’s face did that kind of thing.

“You’ll see,” he called out.

Running to a large open area in the center of the village, Jerry headed for the village’s fire pit. Squirrels rarely used the fire pit, unless Jerry was inventing Doms or Sherry baked an extra-large cookie, but this meal required fire!

He set the pot down on the ground, then raced off into the forest surrounding Erry-ville to gather some wood. He had to make over ten trips back and forth as he needed so much wood for his fire, but he didn’t want to run out. When he finally had enough, he placed it in the fire pit, then lit a small flame under the wood. In no time, the fire took to the old, dry sticks, and as it grew and the wood crackled, he took the time to fill the pot with water.

“Gary!” Jerry yelled. “Gary! I need your help!”

Thump, thump, thump!

Jerry turned toward his house as the thumping sound grew louder. A few seconds later, Gary came barreling
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