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“Thief, you Thief, come back here with that pie,” shouted Ma Rabbit. How dare you steal it from my window in broad daylight? Come back here with it. Don’t you know it’s for the church bazaar this afternoon? I know it’s you Jerry Rabbit, and if I get my hands on you, you’re in big trouble.” She added shaking her fist out the window at the swiftly running character with stolen pie in his hand.


Now, Jerry Rabbit was cousin to Peter, Mandy, and Kelly Rabbit who were Ma Rabbit’s children. But Jerry Rabbit was nothing like his mild-mannered, obedient, well behaved three cousins because he was always in trouble. Probably one of his most favorite pastimes was stealing pies from his neighbor’s windowsills. Second to that was stealing their clean clothes from the neighborhood clotheslines. All Jerry needed was just a little coaxing from his peers, and he’d do most anything.

Later that day because My Rabbit was so upset over losing her pie to Cousin Jerry, Kelly and Mandy decided to bake a cake for the church bazaar. When they

took the cake out of the oven, they were shocked to see it was only two inches tall. Well, brother Peter had to be in the kitchen exactly at the same time they pulled it out of the oven. Peter, seeing the cake was a flop went into hysterics, and practically fell off his shoes laughing. As he rolled around on the floor, he shouted, “Ha ha, I have never seen such a sorry cake. I could’ve baked a better one than that, with my eyes closed.”


That did it. Mandy with eyes blazing, gritted her teeth as she tried to hold back the venomous poison that she was about to spew. When she could stand it no longer, she blasted him. “You bake a cake? Don’t make me any angrier than I am. You get out of this kitchen before I throw this sorry cake at you.”


Kelly sneered as she held the cake. “Yes, Peter, you’d better get out of here before I throw it at you. Isn’t it bad enough we have to bake another cake without you laughing at us?” Kelly kicked him and yelled, “Now get out of here.”


Peter is still rolling on the floor laughing. “What, you’re going to try again after the mess you made with this one,” he teased, as he got up and backed out the kitchen door. 


Mandy realized that she’d had enough of his smart remarks, picked up the cake and heaved it at him, shouting. “You just wait, Peter Rabbit, Kelly and I will get even with you. You can be sure of that.”


“You just wait `til Ma gets home. I’m gonna tell her what you did,” Peter cried as he brushed away the cake from his face and swiftly disappeared.


Amanda laughed. “Kelly, did you see his face with that cake all over it. Didn’t it make you feel good to see him like that? I feel better all ready.”


She giggled. “Yeah, I wish I had my camera here and snapped his picture. I would’ve shown it to all his weird friends, and then we’d be even. But now, we have to think up something else. So what do you think we can do to get him back?”

Mandy thought a moment. “I got it, Kelly. Ma is going to be baking pies in the morning and putting them on the windowsill to cool. Now, if we can get a hold of Cousin Jerry, and have him steal one, maybe we can make her believe that Peter did it. Then she’d ground him for a month, and that would settle things, wouldn’t it?”

 She grinned with delight and turned just in time to see Henry Mouse peeking out from a hole just below the kitchen door. “How dare you listen to our plans to get even with, Peter. You’d better not tell him what we’re up to, Henry Mouse,” Mandy Rabbit scolded.

“Uh, Uh… I promise; I won’t tell,” he shivered.

“Well, you’d better not, or we’ll think up something to tell your mom about you,” Kelly shouted. “Now, get out of here. Go!” Henry Mouse shook his head, and quickly disappeared into the hole below the door as Kelly and Mandy made plans to contact Jerry Rabbit to set up the plan to get even with Peter. 

Later that day Jerry Rabbit had received a phone call from the girls to set up Peter in the pie-stealing scheme. Of course, Jerry Rabbit wouldn’t refuse a challenge such as this and quickly agreed to the set-up. His eyes filled with excitement. “Sure, girls, I’d love to. I owe Peter anyway, and this will be the best opportunity to pay him back. I’ll do it early in the morning. I’ll be so swift Ma Rabbit won’t even get a peek at me. I can’t wait to do it.”


Mandy looked delighted, and smiled widely. “So, it’s all settled. I can’t wait until tomorrow.”


Kelly bobbed her head, and agreed. “I can’t wait either. But what if that Henry Mouse gives us away?”


“He won’t. He’s too scared. He’ll be quiet and keep our secret.” Mandy assured Kelly.

The next morning, Ma Rabbit was up early. It was a cool, shiny autumn day with a slight breeze. It was just enough to carry the leaves from the treetops down to the soft, waving grass that covered the tiny hills surrounding Ma Rabbit’s cozy, little house. My, what a beautiful day for baking pies. The temperature outside is just right, and it will take no time for my pies to cool. So I’m gonna get started right away, before that pie thief gets up, she thought.


She walked over to the stove and reached for the oven dial and turned it on. Then she went to the cupboard, pulled out some pie tins and baking dishes. After that, she went to the icebox and got out the things needed to bake her pies. Finally, after several hours, she had completed four beautiful, apple pies for the church bazaar.


She looked at her apple pies with delight, and then, she took two of the awesome pies and sat them on the windowsill. As she did, she looked up and saw Sammy Bluebird perched on a limb just above the window. “Hi, Sammy Bluebird, how are you today?”


He tweeted, “Hello,” and then, began singing a lovely ballad as Ma Rabbit listened with pleasing ears.


“My Sammy Bluebird, you sure do know how to brighten my day with your songs. But listen for a minute. I have a favor to ask of you.”


He stopped singing. “What is it, Ma Rabbit? What can I help you with?”


“Will you watch my pies while I go get my newspaper from the front yard?”


“Sure I will. You go right ahead,” he agreed, and off she went.

In the meantime, Mandy and Kelly Rabbit had entered the kitchen to see what was going on, and so had Henry Mouse. Ma Rabbit had been gone for only a few minutes, and just as she entered the house, she could hear Sammy Bluebird squawking at the top of his voice.


Mandy whispered. “Darn that bird. He’s gonna ruin everything, and Cousin Jerry is gonna get caught.”


Ma Rabbit running as fast as her little feet would take her came through the kitchen door just in time to catch sight of young Jerry Rabbit running off with one of her newly baked apple pies. Jerry Rabbit knew that she’d recognized him, and as he sailed across the soft grass, wondered how he was going to get out of this mess without getting the girls in trouble.


After running for a few minutes, Jerry Rabbit came to rest by the little brook that was a short distance from Ma Rabbit’s house. As Jerry Rabbit sat down on the soft, mossy ground, he looked at the pie, and said to himself, “Wow! Does that look good? How I would love to eat it up right now.” Then he looked away toward the sparkling, little brook and decided it would be the wrong thing to do. “But what can I do with it?” he asked himself. Finally after pondering it over, he figured out exactly what to do,


He picked up the still warm, apple pie and headed for town. In a short while, he was at the church where the bazaar was to be held. He looked around and saw an empty parking lot and picnic tables, he thought. Wow! I’m in luck. I’ll leave the pie here on one of the tables, so when Ma Rabbit gets here, she’ll find it, and everything will be okay. That’s just what he did, and then headed for home.

Back at Ma Rabbit’s house, Mandy and Kelly Rabbit fearing that Cousin Jerry Rabbit would be in a heap of trouble owned up to the scheme they had planned for Brother Peter. They confessed to Ma Rabbit the whole scheming plan. Ma Rabbit forgave them, and Cousin Jerry was off the hook for the time being.
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