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A razor sharp scream cut through 
  the last light of day.

 “Why? Why, oh why? 
How could anyone do such a thing? 
It was fresh from the oven... 
My pie... My sweet pie...”

Something was wrong on the farm.

By the sound of it, this private detective 
had just found his next job.



Someone had brought 
      Missus MacDonald’s cherry pie 
to a sticky end.

 “I set it to cool on the window sill 
and stepped away for a moment... 
Then some wretched animal must 
have—” she sobbed, “It’s not fair!”

 “No. It’s not,” I said.



 I had seen my share of trouble 
    and this was nothing new. I’d lost things, 
had things taken from me.

I didn’t like it.

I reached into my pocket 
and put on my disguise.

 “The best way to find a crook is 
to go undercover. 
I’m gonna have to get my hands dirty 
with the rest of the animals.
 

ZEKE SPADE
will get to the bottom of this , ma’am.”



 I started at the barn. 
    It was full of smells. 
Sweat. Manure. Hay. 
But most of all: Trouble.

 “We heard you talking about 
your tasty meal by the window,” 
a rooster sneered.

 “It was just grass,” the goat cried, 
 “But there’s more! I felt a weight—
a weight on my shoulders!”

 “The weight of a guilty conscience, “ 
the bull said. And the animals mooed 
and nayed and brayed their approval.



 T his barnyard court was all 
     song and dance. I felt queasy 
and when a black sheep caught my eye, 
I knew it wasn’t just me.

 “I know a scapegoat when I see one,” 
she muttered. “That kid didn’t do it.” 
A herd gathered nearby.

 “Did you hear different?” I asked. 
The herd glared.

 “I heard a crow right before the pie got 
knocked off. And that’s all you’ll hear 
from me.”



 C rooks of a feather flock together, 
      so these birds might not take 
kindly to piggish questions. 
But posing as a scarecrow 
in the corn field, I could be all ears. 
If one crow was my pie thief, 
I’d know soon enough.

My arms ached, my eyes itched, and 
then finally, a little bird told me, 
“Something is fowl.”

All beaks pointed to the docks. 
Waterfowl. Geese. Case closed.



 GADZOOKS!
To say I had ruffled feathers would be 
putting it lightly. It’d be the last time I 
accused that gang without any real proof!

This job had turned into a wild goose 
chase and I wasn’t even the one 
doing the chasing. I was on the run.

Suddenly, it was raining pitchforks. 
The trail was cold and I was all wet. Just 
what kind of barnyard investigator was I?



 I was the kind that doesn’t quit so easy,   
 that’s what kind! To dig deeper 

I’d have to talk to someone on the inside.

 “Off the carpet, please, sir,” said a voice 
in the cellar. Every farm has a rat and I 

had just stumbled, soaked, into his den.

 “Mr. Spade, while I am a rodent who has 
his fingers in many pies, this crime was not 

mine. That is fact, sir. 
Help me out. Catch this thief. 

After all, I am not too fond of cats.”



 I climbed into the attic and caught the cat  
 admiring herself in a mirror, 

looking starstruck. I interrupted.

 “Well, don’t you look satisfied. 
Like the cat that ate the canary... 

Or some pie, perhaps?”

She hissed. But I was ready. 
I poured a saucerful of the white stuff 

and she slinked toward me in a daze.

 “Oh, Zeeeeke,” she purred. Two bottles and 
she told me everything I need to know. 

The cat was out the bag.



 I t was almost morning and I knew where 
   I had to go: the roof of the barn. I was 

making my way to the ladder when 
the bull stopped me in my tracks.

“Where is he?” I said.

“Goat’s in the pen. 
Nothing to see here, pig.”

“You make me sick,” I snorted. “Your 
boss, the one you’ve been covering for? 

He didn’t even share that pie. Now, 
step aside, you bull-headed goon!”



“H ere’s how it all went down,”
  I called out to the pie thief.

 “This whole plot was an act. 
Only the goat didn’t know he was an actor. 

And you got the cat to play, 
telling her she’d be the yowling star. 

But you were the director...

...and you took the final curtain call. 
You hopped on to the sill, 

had your fill,
 and kicked the spoils 

  to the kitchen floor...

Throughout the 
barnyard, a crow was 

heard—not the bird, but the sound. 
It was a cock’s crow: the triumphant cry    

      ...OF A ROOSTER! ”



 “H ear me out before you squeal on me, pig.
  Can’t you see the farmer and his wife 

are living high on the hog? 

We plow the fields. 
We grow the wool. 

We lay the eggs. 

I wake them up each and every cold dawn. 
Just once I wanted to taste what it was like 

to be the upper crust.

 IT’S NOT FAIR!”
“No, it’s not,” I said, 
“but a crime is a crime.”



 “So, the beast is caught?” asked 
 Missus MacDonald.

 “Yes ma’am. We’ll keep the rooster cooped 
up until he gets his head on straight.”

 “Well, my little hero, you can take off 
that silly disguise now.”

 “What disguise?” I said. “I’m a pig. 
What’s more, I’m a pig that doesn’t want 
to smell a pie on this yard again.”



I wear a mask because I’m hiding.
I wear a mask because I’ve lost things.
I wear a mask because I know 
an unfortunate truth. Every farm 
has two kinds of creatures:

those who get pie
and those who don’t.

Because all farms are dirty.
Their fields are seedy and full of weeds.

And one pig has gotta 
tend to things as best he can.




