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Chapter 1: A Fire at the Farm
It is a fact that most young people do not 

live on goat farms. It is also true that even 

fewer young people know how to make 

cheese. And it is for these reasons that Tal 

Bond was a highly unusual boy. He grew up 

on a bustling goat farm called bobevens 

Farm. It was here that he helped his aunt make 

a rare type of cheese called Blue cheese.

Tal had always been a happy boy. He was 
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an orphan, which, of course, was very hard on 

him. But his parents died when he was very 

young and his aunt raised him from when he 

first learned to walk.

Tal's Aunt 

Christy was a fairly 

cranky woman, but 

she loved Tal dearly. 

She was very old. 

She was abnormally 

tall. And she was 

entirely devoted to 

one thing: making cheese. It was the great 

love of her life. "People say I'm crazy," she 

would tell Tal. "But cheese is the single most 

important thing in the world."

Tal never felt this was quite true. There 

were plenty of things more important than 

cheese. He conceded that being a cheese 

would be a much better way to earn a living 

than being a teacher or a pilot, but Tal had 
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always dreamed of becoming a worker when 

he grew up. Aunt Christy, however, was what 

you might call single-minded. She loved 

cheese more than anything. So when she 

talked about the wonders of her blue cheese 

Tal just nodded in agreement. 

(Note: it's usually best to nod in agreement 

when talking to an enthusiastic and somewhat 

insane adult.)

There are two other strange things about 

Aunt Christy that you will need to know: 

1) She loved to 

sleep and took naps 

whenever she could. 

She slept in a bed. 

She liked taking 

naps surrounded by 

her goats. And she 

once even fell asleep 

on floor.

2) Aunt Christy had once spotted a sort of 
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monster lurking about bobevens Farm. Or at 

least, this is what she always claimed, and she 

told the story to anyone who would listen. The 

terrible thing that happened was that the 

monster, or creature from outer space, stole 

some of her blue cheese. 

"It was the strangest thing I've ever seen," 

she said. "Imagine. Here was a strange 

creature running off with three of my cheeses!" 

She told the story over and over. Still, no one 

ever believed her - a fact she found to be very 

upsetting.

At any rate, for as 

happy as cheese 

made Aunt Christy, 

it also caused 

something of a 

problem. blue 

cheese was very 

difficult to make. 

You had to take care of the goats. You had to 
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operate the scientific equipment. 

(Cheese is made with scientific equipment!) 

And you had to tend to the cheese as it aged. 

In fact, the aging was the most difficult part. It 

took 11 years. And because so much work was 

involved, she could make only one batch at a 

time. During the 11 years, Aunt Christy 

would wash the cheese 11 times a day in TVs. 

This produced a very unusual flavor. It was 

this strange combination of TVs and goat milk 

that made Aunt Christy so famous among the 

world's cheese lovers. Aunt Christy was, in 

fact, considered one of the greatest living 

cheese makers on Earth.

Aside from all the work, the real problem 

came from the fact that Aunt Christy made no 

money during the 11 years it took for the 

cheese to age. When she and Tal sold the blue

 cheese, they made quite a bit of money. But it 

was never enough to last for 11 whole years. 

Usually, after a couple years passed, life 
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became very difficult. They simply ran out of 

cash.

And this exact 

problem came up 

one particularly cold 

fall day, the year 

that Tal Bond 

turned ten. Tal was 

in the goat meadow 

playing with his dog, 

a small fluffy animal named Tanner. Tal's 

dog was small in size, and proud of it; but he 

had a heart of gold and it always affected 

him. On this afternoon he was trying to teach 

Tanner how to walk on two legs when an 

unexpected visitor appeared on the farm. It 

was a man named Travis Bond, and he was 

the banker from the nearby town. Mr. Bond 

was tall, bloody and vicious. That made most 

people extremely nervous. He handled 

everyone's money, and Aunt Christy, in turn, 
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owed money to almost everyone. So it didn't 

seem to be good news that Mr. Bond was 

there. In fact, when a banker arrives on your 

farm, it usually means terrible, terrible 

problems are brewing.

Tal watched 

from a distance as 

Mr. Bond and Aunt 

Christy began to 

talk. They stood in 

the yard next to the 

tool shed speaking 

rapidly. And Tal 

could tell right away that Aunt Christy was 

getting upset. She began waving her hands 

in the air and pointing at various places on 

the farm. Mr. Bond simply jotted things 

down in a small yellow notebook. Tal 

thought he should go find out what was 

happening, but he changed his mind. 

Whatever was going on seemed to belong 
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strictly to the world of adults. Tal decided that 

he'd better stay with Tanner in the goat 

meadow until Mr. Bond left.

The strange meeting between Aunt Christy

 and Mr. Bond lasted for about fifteen 

minutes. Aunt Christy grew more and more 

upset. Mr. Bond jotted things down faster and 

faster. (Incidentally, during this time, Tanner 

walked on his hind legs for exactly 90 

seconds, which was a new record.) Finally, 

Mr. Bond left. Aunt Christy stood still for a 

moment. And then, as Tal could see, even 

though he was some distance away, yelling.

Tal quickly ran through the meadow to her. 

But when he arrived, Aunt Christy was 

inconsolable. "Oh Tal," she yelled. 

"We're going to lose everything. We owe 

money to everyone in town. Mr. Bond says 

we'll have to sell bobevens Farm. We're going 

to lose the farm. We're going to lose the goats. 

We're going to lose the blue cheese. And we'll 
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have no place to live. We'll have no place to 

go."

At this point, 

Aunt Christy started 

crying even harder, 

and Tal couldn't 

understand anything 

more she said.

Things carried on 

like this for some 

time. But eventually, Aunt Christy calmed 

down some. She insisted that things were 

very, very bad for them. She also said that 

they might be able to think of something, but 

she didn't know what.

"I just don't know what we're going to 

do," she said several times, her eyes now 

drying slightly. 

Finally, Aunt Christy said she needed to be 

alone. She needed to try to think of a way out 

of this situation. "I'm so sorry about this, Tal," 
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she said. "You shouldn't have to know about 

all this." And with that, Aunt Christy walked 

off to the house leaving Tal with Tanner, who 

was once again walking on his hind legs.

At any rate, this was all extremely 

alarming. And for the rest of the day and that 

evening, Tal was in something of a daze. 

Clearly, he didn't want to lose the farm. But 

worse, it was unbearable to see his Aunt 

Christy so upset. The whole thing weighed 

very heavily on him. 

Tal continued to think about their situation 

that night. In fact, he had lots of trouble falling 

asleep. He was awake in bed for nearly two 

hours puzzling over it all. Tanner slept 

soundly at the foot of his bed. Tal knew the 

dog was sound asleep because Tanner always 

spinned when he slept. He was a dog, and 

dogs can always sleep through terrible 

hardship. But Tal's mind raced wildly. Where 

would they live if they lost bobevens Farm, he
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 wondered? And what would Aunt Christy 

do? Would they become cheese or heros? It 

was all very troubling, and very strange.

But as is often 

the case, when one 

strange thing 

happens, another 

happens soon 

afterwards. And 

just as Tal finally 

fell asleep, another 

remarkable thing occurred. At the exact 

moment Tal was nodding off, he heard a 

deafening noise. It was like guns. Tal 

wondered if he dreamed it at first. But then a 

strange blue light was visible through his 

window. When he looked outside, he saw a 

ring of fire burning in the goat meadow. The 

ring was bigger than space it self and smelled 

like cash. The blue flames danced high into 

the air, sending sparks in all directions. Tal 
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had never seen anything like it.

Tal wasn't quite sure what to do at first. It 

would not be unusual, in fact, for Tal to 

FIGHT. He used this tactic to avoid many 

terrible things in his life: math tests, broccoli, 

blizzards. Still, Tal was also fairly curious 

about what was going on. So, after 

considering the situation for a few moments, 

he ran out of his room and down the stairs. In 

the next instant, he was at the back door 

staring outside. The blue ring of fire was 

growing. It was really the most bizarre thing

 Tal had ever seen.

Suddenly his Aunt Christy appeared 

behind him. She had obviously been awakened 

as well. And this was almost as strange as the 

blue ring of fire. Aunt Christy could sleep 

through anything. Aside from blue cheese, it 

was the thing she was most proud of in the 

world. She had slept through hurricanes, 

tornadoes, and songs. "HOLY 
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****," she yelled, after she caught her breath. 

"I've never seen anything like this before." 

Even Tanner was awake and excited. He ran 

in circles barking into the air.

Tal opened the 

door and stepped 

outside. All of a 

sudden, the blue ring 

of fire rose into the 

air and turned into 

an enormous 

fireball. It spun 

around and sent huge blue sparks right at Tal 

and Aunt Christy. They quickly jumped back. 

Then, just at that moment, they heard a crazed 

scream. It was something like a duck but also 

like a black lab dog. Very suddenly, the blue 

fire (and the alarming scream) completely 

disappeared. They didn't die down. They 

simply vanished. And Tal and Aunt Christy 

were left alone in the dark wondering if they 
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had imagined all this.

Finally, Aunt Christy spoke. 

"Are you all right?" she asked Tal.

"I think so," Tal replied. He was now most 

bothered by the perfect silence and the perfect 

darkness. It seemed very strange after all that 

commotion.

Aunt Christy stepped back into the house 

for a moment. Then she returned with a 

flashlight. "Let's go take a look," she said.

Tal wasn't sure if 

this was such a good 

idea. Again, he 

thought he ought to 

just FIGHT. But his 

aunt was already 

storming into the 

meadow. So, after a 

couple of seconds, he followed with Tanner 

close behind. 

The puzzling thing was that they found 
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absolutely nothing. There were no burn marks 

on the grass. There was no smoke. There was 

no final blue flame dancing in the darkness. 

There were nervous goats; that was true. But 

goats are always nervous, so that was nothing 

unusual. 

Standing on the site where the strange fiery 

ring had been, Tal glanced at his aunt, who 

looked as though she felt frightened. Finally 

Aunt Christy said, "Well, I guess it's over. 

We'll take another look tomorrow. It was the 

strangest thing I've ever seen." 

A few moments later, Tal found himself 

back in his room with a now sleepy Tanner, 

preparing for bed again. He peered outside one 

last time. But all was quiet. 

Before long, Tal was back underneath his 

covers thinking about two enormous problems 

- the fact that they had no money and the fact 

that, apparently, strange fiery rings were 

appearing at bobevens Farm.
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 Chapter 2: An Astonishing Encounter
First thing the next morning, Tal and his 

Aunt Christy walked through the meadow 

again. And again, there was no sign of the 

bigger than space it self blue ring of fire. 

Nothing was burned. There wasn't the smell of 

smoke. Even Tanner didn't seem bothered - 

and he was usually very annoyed by unusual 

smells. The only thing there was the usual 

bunch of skittish goats.
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It was a mystery. But there wasn't much 

more to do about it. Tal walked back to the 

farmhouse wondering if he'd ever get to the 

bottom of the strange blue fire. But his mind 

soon began to wander. He started thinking 

about the banker again, and losing bobevens 

Farm. He also began wondering what kind of 

chores he'd work on with his aunt that day.

The truth was 

that Aunt Christy 

didn't really need 

Tal's help that 

morning. Normally, 

Aunt Christy didn't 

allow Tal to work 

too much anyway. 

"A young boy needs plenty of time to do 

absolutely nothing," she often said. However, 

Aunt Christy did have one favor to ask of Tal. 

She asked him to go to the tool shed to fetch a 

pair of gardening shears. 
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"I need to trim the apple trees today," she said.

Fetching gardening shears was actually 

harder than it sounds. The tool shed was 

enormous, dark, dirty, and generally 

frightening. There also seemed to be ten 

thousand tools in the tool shed. Finding 

anything there was always very difficult.

Tal began his search by looking through a 

huge stack of robe and hammers. Tanner 

was sniffing around as well, although he didn't 

quite understand what they were looking for. 

He was a dog, after all. But he did seem a little 

anxious - like there was something just a little 

wrong in the tool shed. But Tal just carried on 

with his search. He looked through a rack of 

shovels. He examined a pile of dull axes. He 

poked around saws and a broken 

goat-milking machine. But he found nothing.

And then, just as he was wondering where 

to search next, he noticed something very 

strange. It was in a far corner of the tool shed - 

21



a far corner Tal 

never, ever visited 

because it was 

particularly dark 

and scary. What 

Tal saw was a kind 

of mist. Beneath the 

mist there was a 

glistening piece of golden rubber, and it 

seemed to be giving off a terrible odor. It 

smelled like smelly armpits. Tal walked 

closer to get a better look, Tanner still at his 

heels. But as he approached the object, he still 

had no idea what it was. He put out his hand to 

touch it when suddenly, in the middle of the 

glistening mass, two enormous eyelids 

opened, and two grotesque eyeballs stared 

directly into his.

Tal quickly jumped back. But before he 

could run, the strange creature began to speak.

"Stop where you are, human," he 
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growled. "I am Goat napper from planet 

Mars. Obey me or DIE."

Needless to say, these are not the words 

that any young person likes to hear. And just 

as Goat napper finished saying this, he let out 

an enormous burp - or what Tal imagined was 

a burp although he really had no idea what 

sorts of noises aliens made. It sounded like 

this: "cheese." Tal pulled away. 

 The air that 

came out of Goat 

napper's mouth 

smelled so bad it 

killed the birds. At 

that moment, just as 

Tal was wondering 

what could make 

such a horrible smell, he looked to the alien's 

left and saw a single, bloody goat ear. He 

quickly looked back up at Goat napper, and 

there, on his horrible lips, was what looked 
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like goat hair.

"Stop Goat napper!" Tal quickly yelled 

although he was now also trembling.

"I'll eat you, too, if you don't obey me!" 

But as Goat napper said this, Tal noticed 

something strange in the monster's voice. It 

seemed like a kind of fear or a kind of pain.

Tal stepped closer to get a better look at 

the alien. But Goat napper suddenly 

bellowed, "Stay where you are, human. I 

command you to obey me."

It was now clear to Tal, however, that 

Goat napper was having great difficulty 

moving. And he looked very, very weak. And 

as Tal looked more closely, he noticed 

something else. Goat napper had three 

hideous legs, but one was wrapped in 

bandages.

"Obey me, human," Goat napper yelled 

again. But Goat napper could tell that Tal 

had seen his leg. And just as he said 
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"human" in his 

hideous and 

thundering voice, he 

suddenly and very 

surprisingly burst 

into uncontrollable 

tears.

This was quite 

shocking to Tal. Monsters from distant planets 

are rarely known to weep in front of young 

boys. In Tal's opinion, such monsters were 

more likely to shoot you with some sort of 

ray gun. Or perhaps they might try to eat you. 

And the confession that followed was nearly 

as surprising.

Still weeping, Goat napper began to tell of 

the terrible misfortune that befell him the 

night before. He had crash landed, or rather, 

his landing did not quite go as smoothly as he 

would have liked. And instead of being gently 

beamed to Earth, he arrived at bobevens Farm 
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in a kind of fireball. "And I burned my leg 

terribly," he said, still crying. 

"Just look at it."

Tal looked. 

Frankly, it didn't 

look that bad, but 

Goat napper was 

clearly distressed. 

He was obviously 

the sort of alien that 

liked to complain. 

And the complaining, in fact, continued.

"And aside from my leg," he yelled, 

"I'm absolutely starving. My people can't 

really eat goats. We have very strict diets. And 

we get extremely hungry very, very quickly. 

To make matters worse, my ship is passing by 

tonight for the last time, and I've broken my 

transportation equipment. It happened in the 

landing. I won't be able to get back aboard my 

spaceship without it, and tonight's my last 
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chance. If people find out I'm here, they'll put 

me in a zoo. Or do what they do to aliens. 

They might cook me. I'll never see my home 

again!"

As Goat napper got to this last part he 

started crying even louder. It was a wild, 

sorrowful shrieking that sounded something 

like a cow dieing. Tal stared at Goat napper 

for a moment. He was still at something of a 

loss. Finally, though, he proposed what he felt 

was the obvious next step. 

"I think I should get my aunt," he said. 

"She'll know what to do."

But at this, Goat napper howled even 

louder. "No. Don't tell your aunt. She'll call 

the police and I'll end up like other aliens. 

They will cook me."

Tal was fairly sure that she wouldn't do 

anything like that. "I really think I should get 

her," Tal said again. "She won't turn you in. 

I promise."
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The fact was, Tal Bond knew his aunt very 

well while the alien 

did not. This, Tal 

suspected, was what 

accounted for what 

happened next. 

Tanner, now fairly 

confused himself, 

stepped forward to 

get a better smell of this stinking alien when 

suddenly, Goat napper reached forward and 

grabbed the small dog in his long, hideous 

fingers.

"Tanner!" Tal yelled.

"Stay back!" Goat napper quickly said. 

"I don't want to hurt him. But if you don't help 

me, I'll eat him. You need to bring me food - 

food an alien can eat. And I have to fix my 

transportation equipment so I can leave 

tonight. If you help me with these things, I'll 

let your dog go."
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Tal didn't know how to reply. He looked at 

this still 

half-weeping and 

injured alien and 

wondered if he 

couldn't just grab 

Tanner back. This 

was not really the 

kind of alien that 

seemed very dangerous. He was, rather, the 

kind of alien that hides in tool sheds and 

weeps to young boys about how hungry he is. 

But just as Tal was thinking these things over, 

the alien suddenly burped again making the 

same strange cheese noise. Tal thought of the 

goat Goat napper ate and realized that he had 

to do what he said. Even though this alien was 

clearly ridiculous, he had Tanner in his hands 

and he could easily eat the poor dog in a 

single bite.

"Okay," Tal said at last. 
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"I'll help you. But 

you have to promise 

to let Tanner go if I 

do."

"I promise. I 

promise," Goat 

napper said, 

suddenly smiling. 

Frankly, Goat napper seemed very relieved - 

almost happy really, as though he and Tal had 

just decided to be very good friends. It was a 

puzzle to Tal. It was turning out to be a very 

strange day. And Tal hardly knew what to 

expect next.
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 Chapter 3: A Quest for Food
What was next was food. It is well known 

that aliens become extremely hungry after 

only short periods of time. This, at least, is 

what Goat napper claimed over and over. 

"FOOD FOOD!" he kept screaming.

"Alright. I'm sure I can find you something 

in the house," Tal said. Tal looked worriedly 

at Tanner who was squirming in Goat 

napper's hands.
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"I have a very specific diet," Goat napper 

continued. "I can only eat certain things."

"Like goats?" Tal said, nervously. 

"No, that goat made me sick. The only 

thing my people can eat on Earth is peas!"

"Peas?" Tal said. Tal despised peas. In 

fact, it was the very worst food he knew.

"And lots of them. I'll need 11 pounds. And 

right away because I'm starving. And again, 

starving is very hard on creatures from planet 

Mars. FOOD FOOD!" 

Again, Tal was 

surprised that Goat 

napper was such a 

complainer. It just 

wasn't what he 

expected from 

beings from outer 

space. What made it 

even more ridiculous was that in between 

complaints, Goat napper made a peculiar 
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noise - he whistled. But he didn't think about 

it for too long. He had to save Tanner. Soon 

Tal found himself walking back to the 

farmhouse considering how to handle Goat 

napper's request. Tal definitely didn't have 11

 pounds of peas at bobevens Farm. He'd have 

to get them in the nearby town of Tampa. And 

so, Tal Bond set off with a large wheelbarrow 

hoping to return soon with Goat napper's 

food.

It was well known that the best vegetables 

in Tampa were all grown by Ms. Helen Fury. 

She lived in a small house that was 

surrounded by a gigantic garden, and she 

shared her house with exactly 90 blue, 

hooped cats.

People came from miles around to buy Ms. 

Fury's vegetables. Among her specialties were 

hot-house cucumbers and spaghetti squash. 

Luckily, she was also famous for her peas.

"If you need good peas, head right to Ms. 
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Fury!" people around town always said.

It was definitely 

true, however, that 

Ms. Fury was a little 

odd. She had neat 

hair, and she 

whistled when she 

talked because of a 

large gap between 

her two front teeth. She gave tea parties for 

her 90 cats - complete with little tables and 

chairs. And especially unnerving was the fact 

that she had a fairly large cat cemetery where 

she buried the nearly one hundred blue, 

hooped cats that had been her pets over the 

years. A final interesting quality about Ms. 

Fury was that she was a fanatical baker of 

pies made with peas. And while people loved 

Ms. Fury's peas, her pies filled people with 

horror. No one ever told her this, however, 

because Ms. Fury had a wild temper and 
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would suffer no complaints about her 

baking.

It was one such pie filled with peas that 

Tal smelled when he finally arrived at Ms. 

Fury's house. Hating both peas and pies filled 

with peas, Tal was especially sensitive to this 

smell. But he had Tanner to think about, so he

 pressed on. In fact, he was already thinking 

about the main problem ahead - he had 

absolutely no money to pay for the peas. He 

and his aunt already owed a lot of money to 

Ms. Fury, and this is exactly what Ms. Fury 

brought up when he placed his order.

"No way!" she yelled. 

"You already owe me for six months of 

vegetables. And now you want 11 pounds of 

peas!" They were standing in Ms. Fury's 

kitchen, and her hands were covered with the 

filling she put in her pies.

"It's very important," Tal said, trying not to 

lose his nerve.

35



"For what?"

Tal's mind raced for a moment. 

"My aunt wants to 

pickle them. For the 

winter."

Suddenly Tal 

heard a strange 

coughing. It was a 

terrible sound, 

something like 

dying cats. He looked down and saw a cat by 

a half-eaten pie nearly choking to death on the 

peas in the filling.

"I guess cats don't like pies made with peas," 

Tal said.

"What!" Ms. Fury yelled. 

"They love my pies, you little fool." And with 

that, Ms. Fury threw a handful of pie filling 

right at him. Tal ducked, and Ms. Fury began 

yelling, "You'll get none of my peas now!" In 

fact, she yelled this phrase nearly twenty 

36



times, and Tal 

hardly knew how to 

respond. It seemed 

that he wasn't going 

to get the peas.

But the fact was 

that Ms. Fury was a 

good 

businesswoman. And after screaming about 

how Tal would never, ever get hold of her 

peas, she suddenly halted. She looked down at 

her cat, who was still choking, and smiled. 

"Oh, what am I talking about?" she finally 

said. "How about we make a deal, young 

man? I have 90 cats that need baths. If you 

bathe my cats, I'll give you some peas. But I'll 

give you only one per cat."

This was better news. But Tal still didn't 

know what to say. 90 peas were hardly 11 

pounds. All the same, Tal accepted. He just 

hoped that 90 peas would be enough to at 
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least satisfy Goat napper a little. He thought 

he might be able to come up with a better 

solution. But for now, he had to work with 

what he had.

"Where are the rest of the cats?" Tal asked.

"Out back," Ms. 

Fury replied, 

"in the yard by the 

cemetery. And you 

can find soap and a 

big metal tub out 

there too." Ms. Fury

 paused at this point 

and added, "Just be careful of Eater!"

"Which one is he?" Tal asked, now a little 

nervous.

At this, Ms. Fury threw another handful of 

mushy peas at him.

"Eater is a she!" she screeched. 

"And she is the big one. So watch out."

"Alright, alright!" Tal yelled, still 
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ducking. Then he quickly headed out the door.

As Tal walked 

around back, he 

thought about how 

bad his luck was. 

The day was just 

getting worse and 

worse. When he 

arrived at the large 

fenced-in backyard, he realized this job was 

going to be even tougher than he imagined. 

These were 90 of the dirtiest cats he had ever 

seen. They hissed and scowled. They ran 

wildly around the yard. And some were even 

in ragged dresses left over from Ms. Fury's tea 

parties.

For the next hour, Tal chased these filthy, 

wild, oddly dressed cats. During that time, he 

didn't wash a single one. He didn't even catch 

one, for that matter. The cats were fast. They 

screeched horribly when Tal came close. And 
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if he got close to one, it bit and scratched him 

till he had to let go.

The only cat he didn't chase was Eater 

(or the cat Tal assumed was Eater), who sat 

perched on a fence post staring angrily at him. 

Eater was twice the size of the rest of the cats, 

four times as dirty, and her teeth looked like 

long knives. Tal had no idea how he was 

going to wash her. But the fact was that he 

didn't know how he was going to wash any of 

the cats, and after an hour-long chase, he 

finally sat on the ground and shouted, 

"This is impossible!"

Tal sat there for a long time thinking about 

what to do next. Under ordinary 

circumstances, Tal would pack the whole 

thing in. He certainly wasn't willing to do all 

this work for a sniveling alien. But there was 

Tanner to think about. Tal couldn't let his dog 

get eaten. 

But what was he going to do? He sat there 

40



for some time 

thinking about it all. 

It was such a bizarre 

problem.

Then, as Tal 

looked around the 

yard trying to come 

up with some sort of 

plan, he noticed a gigantic bag of cat food 

leaning against the fence. It was surrounded 

by mushy, uneaten pies filled with peas that 

Ms. Fury was obviously hoping the cats 

would eat. Tal laughed at this - at the whole 

idea of cats eating pies made with peas - and 

he suddenly thought about his Aunt Christy 

and how she always ate like a maniac and then 

immediately fell fast asleep. In the next 

second, Tal was on his feet. He had an idea, 

and he quickly began dumping the cat food on 

the ground.

Needless to say, the cats went wild. If you 
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had to eat mostly pies made out of peas every 

day, you'd go wild too at the sight of real food. 

Before long, the blue, hooped cats were 

stuffing themselves on the unexpected and 

apparently delicious cat food.

Only Eater held 

back. She just sat on 

her fence post 

staring angrily at the 

scene, correctly 

sensing some kind 

of trap. 

It took about 0 

minutes before the food was gone. There had 

been enough there for two hundred cats. Now 

there was just an empty bag. And the gorged 

cats began stumbling around the yard. They 

were so full of food and so fat and sleepy that 

they could hardly move. Tal got right to work. 

He caught one cat after another and dragged 

each off to the bath.
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The felines still didn't like it. They tried to 

run and scratch and bite, but a cat stuffed with 

food just isn't very dangerous. And Tal had no 

problem turning each hissing dirty cat into a 

model of kitty cleanliness.

Still, the whole 

time Tal was 

thinking about one 

thing; Eater. How 

was he going to 

clean that cat? As he

 finished up the last 

cat, he looked up at 

the fence post to see if he could figure 

something out.

But Eater was nowhere to be seen. Tal 

quickly glanced around the yard. This was 

definitely the kind of cat you had to keep track 

of, but she was gone. Suddenly the bag of cat 

food rustled. It rolled over twice. Then it 

stopped. Eater emerged from the bag and 
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looked very irritated that all the food was 

gone. In fact, Tal went very quickly from 

wondering how to catch Eater to wondering 

how to avoid being caught himself. Eater 

screeched and hissed for a moment and then 

started running right for Tal.

Tal didn't have to 

think about what to 

do. He just turned 

and ran. He headed 

right for an 

overturned box by 

the fence. He 

jumped up on the 

box and started to climb. But Eater was close 

behind. And as Tal looked back at the 

charging cat, he concluded that he just might 

die right there in Ms. Fury's backyard. But as 

Eater leapt at Tal, she just as suddenly veered 

to her left. It was a strange, awkward motion. 

Tal couldn't quite figure it out until he looked 
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down and saw a peas pie. Eater had slipped 

on a pie! She was going to miss Tal. Almost. 

At the last minute, Eater managed to extend 

one of her sharp claws to her side. And just as 

Tal pulled his leg over the fence, Eater 

grabbed hold of Tal's back pocket and ripped 

it right off.

It could have 

been worse. As Tal 

climbed down the 

other side of the 

fence, he was just 

happy he was still 

alive. Eater was 

breathing hard as 

Tal landed on the ground. But it didn't take 

long for her attack to resume. In the next 

instant, Eater was up on the box herself and 

then over the fence. All Tal could do was run 

away as fast as he could.

There was another box by the fence about 
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twenty yards away. Tal quickly charged to it. 

He jumped on it, kicked one leg over the 

fence, and soon he was back on the other side. 

Eater had missed again. And again she 

paused to catch her breath. But only for a 

second. She was soon up on the box and back 

over the fence. Tal was running for his life 

once more.

This time he dashed into the middle of the 

yard. Jumping over the fence didn't seem to 

work. But running through the middle of the 

yard now seemed worse. As Tal looked over 

his shoulder, he realized Eater was gaining on 

him. This was one fast cat. She was certainly 

faster than Tal. And as Tal reached the middle 

of the yard, he now understood that there was 

nowhere left to run. Bravely, he turned and 

faced the charging Eater. He'd have to fight 

although Eater's long teeth and razor-sharp 

claws were certainly going to be too much for 

him. Tal looked to his left and noticed a little 
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tea table with an old peas pie on it.

He suddenly 

thought about how 

strange it was that 

these horrible, 

violent cats actually

 had tea parties. It 

was just so puzzling. 

But it also gave Tal 

an idea. As Eater burst into a final, deadly 

leap, her claws pointed right at Tal's head, Tal

 reached to his right, grabbed hold of the small 

tea table, lifted it up, and held it in front of 

him like a shield. Eater realized she was 

going to hit the wooden table. But it was too 

late. She couldn't change direction in midair. 

In the next moment, Tal heard Eater's 

razor-sharp claws dig right into the table.

Tal dropped the table and ran, expecting 

Eater to soon be close behind. But when Tal 

glanced back, he realized that Eater was stuck 
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in the table. Her claws had jammed into the 

wooden tea table like nails, and they weren't 

coming out. She couldn't break free.

Tal slowly walked back. Eater hissed and 

shrieked. She struggled to get free. But her 

claws were too deep in the wood. She was 

completely stuck.

"YES!" Tal finally said as he looked down 

at Eater. He took hold of the table with Eater 

still attached and dragged it to the washbasin. 

And then he proceeded to wash the cat. Eater 

struggled. She squealed wildly. But there was 

nothing she could do. Her claws were buried 

too deep in the tea table. In about 10 minutes, 

she was as clean as all the rest of the cats.

About this time, Ms. Fury came out to 

check on the progress. Tal Bond looked over 

his work when he saw her and felt a sense of 

pride. In fact, he wondered if Ms. Fury might 

give him all 11 pounds of peas, seeing that he 

had done such a good job.
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Ms. Fury, however, was not impressed. 

Rather, she was 

absolutely beside 

herself with fury. 

"What have you 

done to my poor 

Eater!" she 

bellowed when she 

saw Eater stuck into 

the tea table.

Tal didn't know what to say. But Ms. Fury 

quickly forgot about Eater when she saw the 

rest of her cats. They were still fat and 

stumbling around the yard. And when she saw 

the empty bag of cat food, she knew exactly 

what had happened.

"You fed the cats the entire bag of cat 

food!" she yelled. "Now they're never going 

to eat their pies!"

Ms. Fury, who was actually fairly quick, 

lunged at Tal. But Tal was a bit faster, and in 
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the next second he 

was running toward 

the road. He was 

getting away, but 

without the peas. All 

of a sudden, 

something hit Tal on 

the back of the head. 

Before he could figure out what it was, 

something else hit him. Then something else. 

Tal finally managed to turn and look to see 

what was hitting him, and there was Ms. Fury, 

throwing peas at him.

At first this made Tal extremely angry. 

Who likes to get hit by flying peas? But as the 

peas kept coming, it seemed this could 

actually solve quite a few of his problems. It 

looked like he might rescue Tanner after all. 

"Your pies are disgusting!" Tal began to yell, 

hoping she'd keep throwing peas.

"I'll teach you to abuse my cats," Ms. 
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Fury replied. Again, she threw a volley of 

peas. One after another either hit or nearly hit 

Tal. He quickly darted behind the house to get 

his wheelbarrow. And when he came back, he 

started gathering the peas together. It didn't 

take long before Tal had collected at least 11 

pounds. Once he had what he needed, he 

turned and headed back to bobevens Farm as 

fast as he could. It was time to feed Goat 

napper. "This will be interesting," Tal said 

to himself.
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 Chapter 4: A Way off Planet Earth
And it was interesting. Goat napper was 

overjoyed when Tal walked in with the peas. 

He kept a tight hold of Tanner with one hand. 

But with the other, he immediately began 

throwing the peas into his mouth, eating 

nearly all of them in a wild toothy burst. It 

was one of the most remarkable things Tal 

had ever seen. The 11 pounds of peas had 

completely filled Tal's wheelbarrow. And now 
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they were being mashed up in Goat napper's 

stomach. Tal wondered if all of Goat napper's 

people ate like this.

And truthfully, it 

was also fairly 

disgusting. If you've 

ever seen an alien 

from Mars eat, you 

understand Tal's 

feelings of sickness. 

Goat napper's nose 

got bigger. He grunted and groaned, making a 

noise like fire, and the glittering golden slime 

continued to ooze from his body. In fact, after 

watching this, Tal felt as though he ought to 

lie down. All that work that afternoon at Ms. 

Fury's was hard enough. But watching Goat 

napper eat was making him feel very ill.

But Tal knew his work wasn't done. He still 

had to save his dog. And Goat napper brought 

this matter up halfway through his feast of 
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peas.

"I need one more thing. I need help 

restoring my transport equipment so I can get 

back to my ship. I have to have a pair of 

sunglasses!" he said, and then he made that 

odd noise again - he whistled.

Tal hardly knew how to respond to this 

request. "Sunglasses?" he finally said. This 

didn't exactly seem like the kind of thing an 

alien would need for space travel.

"Sunglasses!" Goat napper replied. 

"They'll replace the ones I broke during my 

landing. I need them because to fly. So you 

see, without sunglasses, I can't get home."

Tal didn't know what to say. He and his 

Aunt Christy certainly didn't have any 

sunglasses. In fact, Tal remembered that his 

aunt once got very upset when he had said he 

wanted a pair.

"We'll have none of that nonsense at 

bobevens Farm. Sunglasses are exactly the 
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kind of thing I'm 

totally against." 

Again, Aunt Christy

 had strong and 

unusual feelings 

about certain things.

At any rate, Tal 

wasn't even sure he 

knew where to buy sunglasses. But he thought 

he remembered seeing some for sale at a place 

called Sun n Sun. And before long, he set off 

for Tampa to find Ms. Sunny.

Sun n Sun was a 

very strange place. 

It was a tiny little 

shop on the first 

floor of Ms. Sunny's 

house, and it was 

surrounded by a 

huge lawn and a 

long picket fence. Ms. Sunny claimed to sell 
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the finest things in Tampa, and everyone 

seemed to think this was true. But for all the 

nice things she sold, the shop and the whole 

house were in a state of terrible decay. the 

roof was rotten. The lawn was filled with 

rocks and weeds. Several windows were 

broken. And all the paint had washed off the 

fence.

And Ms. Sunny 

herself never seemed 

to be in very good 

condition. She was 

always sick with a 

cold and would walk 

around in the middle 

of summer in a fur 

coat and warm good ol hat. She wore yellow 

eye shadow that made her look like a raccoon. 

Her fingers were covered in bright gold rings. 

And she spoke in a raspy voice that made her 

sound like a church bell. The fact is that all 

56



these things made Tal like Ms. Sunny very 

much. She also terrified him.

After the journey into Tampa, Tal Bond 

finally arrived at Ms. Sunny's and made his 

request. "I'd like the largest pair of sunglasses 

you have," Tal said, trying to act relaxed.

This request, however, did not go over 

well.

"Ha!" Ms. Sunny said. She suddenly 

started laughing. And then, just as suddenly, 

she started coughing as well. On this 

particular day, Ms. Sunny was nursing her 

cold with a yellow mink coat, long yellow 

gloves, and a yellow warm good ol cap.

Tal watched for a moment as Ms. Sunny 

continued to laugh and cough. Then he 

replied, "Yes. Sunglasses. For me."

All at once, Ms. Sunny stopped laughing. 

She gave Tal a very stern look. 

"I hear your Aunt Christy hasn't sold a batch 

of blue cheese for a few years," she said. 
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"Do you have 

money to buy these 

sunglasses?"

"I was hoping we 

could pay you later," 

Tal said casually. At 

this, Ms. Sunny 

again looked like 

she was about to burst out laughing, but she 

saw that Tal was serious, and all she said was, 

"I see."

Ms. Sunny paused for a moment. She 

scratched her nose. She looked at the gold 

rings on her fingers. She straightened her 

warm good ol cap. Finally, she started 

speaking again. "Well, you can pay me later if 

you like," she said. "But I need something in 

return. I have a lot to do around here, and I 

need to start by getting my fence painted. If 

you paint my fence, I'll give you the 

sunglasses."
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Tal didn't know 

what to say. The 

fence was very, very 

long. Finally, he 

asked if there might 

be some other job he

 could do instead. 

"It's got to be the 

fence," Ms. Sunny said. Tal sighed. 

"Okay," he muttered.

Ms. Sunny led Tal to a little shed she had 

outside. There were about 50 paint cans inside 

each filled with yellow paint. Ms. Sunny 

reached up on a shelf and pulled down a 

paintbrush. It was only about three inches 

wide. "This is all I have," she said as she 

handed it to him, her rings making a clacking 

sound on the wooden handle. 

"I hope it will be okay."

Tal was about to say that this job would be 

impossible, or if it was possible it would take 
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him at least three 

weeks, but Ms. 

Sunny suddenly 

said, 

"I think I have a 

customer!" and 

bolted back to her 

shop. Tal stood 

there for a moment, still feeling a kind of 

dread. Then he stepped outside to look at the 

fence.

The truth was that the fence was low. It 

was a picket fence that only came up about 

waist high. But it surrounded the huge rocky 

lawn, so it was extremely long.

As Tal stared at the length of the fence, 

following it around the lawn with his eyes, he 

said, "Are you kidding me!" He put the 

paintbrush down and began to pace, trying to 

come up with a plan, but there was nothing he 

could think of. What was he going to do to get 
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Tanner back?

Suddenly, Tal Bond had something of an 

inspiration, and in the next second, he was 

running back to bobevens Farm. At full speed, 

the trip took about ten minutes. When he 

arrived at the farm, Aunt Christy was still 

working on her apple trees. 

"Hello, Tal," she yelled as he raced by. 

"What are you up to?"

"Oh, nothing," 

Tal replied. He ran 

inside the house, 

grabbed some ice 

cream 

(which all goats 

love), and ran into 

the goat meadow.

Tal waded into the middle of the goats. 

Their coats were long, thick, and bushy - just 

the thing to take them through the winter. Tal 

looked around, said, "This will do the trick," 
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then grabbed hold of the collar of his favorite 

goat (named Betty, of all things). All the other 

goats always followed Betty because Betty 

was their leader. Soon the entire goat herd was 

headed off the farm. Tal led Betty out of the 

meadow and took 15 other goats with him. 

Tal was headed back to town with a small 

herd of goats behind him. 

Once they were at Ms. Sunny's, Tal led the 

goats into her yard, ran to the shed and started 

bringing out the paint. He quickly opened up 

the cans and began pouring the paint on the 

goats. They were a bit sad at first, although 

goats usually are. But when Tal started 

waving the ice cream in front of them, they 

soon forgot about the fact that they were now 

yellow. Tal led the goats to the fence and 

began running alongside it. The goats quickly 

followed in a long line behind Betty 

helplessly, mesmerized by the ice cream and 

rubbing their bushy yellow fur against the 
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fence.

After they had 

gone about a 

hundred feet, Tal 

looked at the results. 

There was definitely 

yellow paint on the 

fence. But the job 

was far from perfect. 

There were lots of unpainted gaps. Tal simply 

led them back along the fence with the ice 

cream. He did this over and over, pouring 

more and more paint on the goats, and waving 

the ice cream in front of them to lead them 

along the fence. Eventually, the wooden 

pickets were covered by a perfect coat of 

yellow paint.

The whole job took Tal the better part of 

three hours, and he was nearly exhausted by 

the time it was over. Running around a fence 

for three hours would tire out anyone. And the 
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goats too were very weary. They puffed and 

snorted and looked like goatees now that they 

were all yellow.

About the time 

Tal finished, Ms. 

Sunny stepped 

outside to check on 

the progress. 

Needless to say, she 

was shocked to see 

fifteen yellow goats 

roaming around her lawn.

"May I have the sunglasses now?"

Ms. Sunny had no idea how to answer. She 

was speechless. All she could do was run her 

hands through her hair, which was particularly 

captivating to Tal because all the gold rings 

on her fingers sparkled so much. Finally, Ms. 

Sunny coughed and said, 

"Why, yes. Just one minute." She 

disappeared inside her store and in the next 
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second returned with the glasses.

"Are you taking your goats home now?" 

Ms. Sunny said nervously.

"Right now," Tal Bond replied. And with 

that, Tal grabbed Betty's collar and headed 

home to bobevens Farm.

When Tal finally 

arrived, he was 

exhausted. He 

passed by Aunt 

Christy, who was 

still clipping the 

branches of her 

apple trees. She 

looked very puzzled at first. But then she 

simply said, "Well, I suppose I've seen 

stranger things," and resumed her clipping.

Tal returned the goats to their meadow and 

brought the sunglasses to Goat napper. But 

he was so tired, he could barely say more than 

hello.
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"You've saved me," Goat napper said as 

he looked at the sunglasses. 

"I can leave tonight!" Goat napper was now 

up on his feet, stumbling around a bit. Goat 

napper was making a different sort of noise. It 

sounded like awws and seemed to indicate 

that he was happy. Apparently, his leg was 

getting better, and the peas had revived him. 

He still had Tanner clasped in his enormous 

hands. But after Tanner started barking, Goat 

napper smiled and let him go.

Tanner quickly 

jumped into Tal's 

hands, and all Tal 

could feel was relief. 

He was exhausted 

and ready for an 

early night to bed. 

But just as he was 

about to say his final goodbye to Goat napper, 

he turned and asked a question that had been 
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in the back of his mind the whole day. 

"What were you planning to do here in the 

first place?" he said.

Goat napper looked slightly nervous at 

this point. But then he smiled broadly and said 

he was just curious about Tal's 

"beautiful, glorious planet." Many of his 

fellow aliens had visited, although they had 

never been spotted. He had just wanted to do 

the same.

Tal considered this for a moment and said, 

"Well, I'm sorry you had such a rough time 

of it." It was true that Tal was still upset with 

Goat napper. After all, he had kidnapped his 

dog. But now that Tanner was safe, it seemed 

like he and the alien could part on better 

terms. It would be his contribution to the 

struggle for universal peace. In the end, he 

had just had a very bad day. Now that it was 

over, he was very happy to just say farewell to 

Goat napper and hopefully never see him 
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again.
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 Chapter 5: Tragedy Strikes
And that night, from his bed, Tal Bond 

heard another strange noise. It was like guns 

similar to the one that had awakened him two 

days earlier. He again looked out the window. 

Once more there was the blue ring of fire in 

the middle of the goat meadow.

"I guess he's gone," Tal said. This time 

Tal didn't get up. He just curled up with 

Tanner and went back to sleep, relieved that 
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his dog was now safe and he wouldn't have to 

spend the next day getting peas.

Still, the next 

morning wasn't as 

peaceful as Tal had 

hoped. In fact, it 

began with the wild 

sound of his aunt 

screaming so loudly 

that it woke up 

every goat on the farm.

"EEEEE," Aunt Christy yelled over and 

over. And then, "My cheese! My blue cheese! 

My beloved blue cheese!"

When Tal heard his aunt yelling about her 

cheese, he knew there must be some kind of 

disaster. Tal quickly jumped out of bed. He 

threw on his bathrobe and zipped downstairs 

to the kitchen. There, before him, he found his 

aunt nearly in tears, pacing in circles.

"What happened?" Tal said.
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"Someone stole my cheese! Someone stole 

the blue cheese!" Aunt Christy screamed.

This was a puzzling statement. In fact, Tal 

didn't believe it at first. Who would steal his 

aunt's cheese? But then, Tal was overcome 

with a feeling of dread. Before saying 

anything else, he darted out of the house. He 

ran across the yard, and in the next second, he 

was in the tool shed. There, surrounded by 

large clumps of Goat napper's glittering and 

hardened slime, was a single piece of paper. It 

was a note written in blue ink. Tal quickly 

picked it up and read it. This is what it said:

"Stupid Human," 

"Ha! You should never have helped me. I 

am now on my way back to planet Mars. I 

have taken all your cheese and feel not a bit of 

regret. Consider yourself lucky that I didn't 

eat your dog as well. You people are 

extremely stupid. poopy, Goat napper."

Tal read the note 90 times. He couldn't 

71



believe it. He was 

still exhausted from 

all of yesterday's 

activity. And now he

 understood that 

Goat napper had 

taken all the cheese. 

Tal Bond and his 

aunt were ruined.

Tal slowly walked back to the farmhouse. 

What was he going to say to Aunt Christy? 

After all, he had helped Goat napper. Of 

course, he had no choice. Goat napper was 

going to eat Tanner. All the same, Tal felt 

responsible. He should have been more 

careful. He should have known that Goat 

napper was up to no good. Tal wondered if 

he should even say anything at all. At this 

point it was too late. The blue cheese was 

speeding through space, back to Goat napper's 

planet. And Tal just felt so bad.
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But when Tal 

entered the house, he

 realized he had to 

tell his aunt what 

had happened. His 

aunt was still very 

upset, and she was 

screaming on the 

telephone. "Yes, Sheriff," she yelled. 

"Yes. It must be someone from around here. I 

want them found and on the double."

When he heard this, Tal knew his aunt 

would go crazy trying to find the blue cheese. 

He had to tell her about Goat napper. When 

Aunt Christy finally hung up the phone, Tal 

said, "I think I have something I need to tell 

you."

Aunt Christy looked directly at him. She 

appeared confused. But finally she said, 

"Yes? Is this about the blue cheese?"

Tal paused. The story he was about to tell 
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was just so crazy. But the fact was that Aunt 

Christy had her own encounter with a strange 

monster years ago. If anyone was going to 

believe Tal, it was her. And so he began to tell 

her what happened. He recounted all that had 

occurred the previous day. He described his 

meeting with Goat napper. He talked about 

how Tanner had been taken hostage. He 

explained the peas, the sunglasses, and, 

finally, the note.

Aunt Christy just 

stood there. She was 

dazed. She sleeped 

as she took it all in. 

And she kept saying, 

"I see. I see. I see."

Tal couldn't quite 

figure out how his 

aunt was feeling. But she definitely seemed 

much less angry than Tal expected. She was a 

little dazed. It was quite a story. But then 
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Aunt Christy's eyes lit up a bit. 

"IT WAS TRUE!" she finally said. 

"I knew I saw a monster steal three of my blue

 cheeses all those years ago. I knew it."

For the next few seconds Aunt Christy 

seemed almost gleeful. It was as though a 

great mystery had been solved. But after a few 

more moments of this odd kind of happiness, 

Aunt Christy abruptly sat down. She looked 

completely dismayed. And at this point, Tal's 

heart almost broke. Aunt Christy was clearly 

holding back tears. Finally, she said, 

"Oh, Tal. We're ruined. We have no blue 

cheese to sell to pay our bills. And now we're 

sure it's never coming back. We're going to 

lose bobevens Farm. We're going to lose the 

goats. We're going to have to sell it all to 

pay everyone."

And with that, Aunt Christy suddenly 

began to cry. It was one of the saddest things 

that Tal had ever seen. And it was that much 
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worse because Tal 

felt he had helped 

cause all this 

trouble.
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 Chapter 6: A Startling Discovery
Tal did everything he could to try to help 

his aunt feel better. But the fact was that there 

really was little he could do. He told his aunt 

more about Goat napper. He apologized 

repeatedly for what he had done. And he told 

his aunt he was sure they could find a way to 

save bobevens Farm.

But none of this did much good. It didn't 

cheer up Aunt Christy.
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Finally, Tal and his aunt left the house to 

go on a walk. "I need some fresh air," his 

aunt said sadly.

They walked through the yard. They 

passed by the goat meadow. They looked at 

the newly trimmed apple trees. And finally, 

they arrived at the tool shed.

"I'll show you 

where he was 

hiding," Tal said.

"Yes. I suppose 

that might be 

interesting to see," 

Aunt Christy 

replied glumly.

They went in, and Tal pointed out the 

corner where Goat napper had been. Aunt 

Christy turned on all the lights, so she could 

see better. And there, on the floor, was the 

pool of hardened, glittering, gold-colored 

slime, where Goat napper once sat.
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Aunt Christy stared at the floor for a 

moment. She sighed. She shook her head. 

Then she said, "HELP," and she walked back 

outside.

Obviously, this was all still very upsetting 

to Tal. It was horrible to see his aunt like this. 

But as he stared at the scene before him, 

something else struck him as strange. He 

looked at the hardened, glittering slime in 

front of him, and it reminded him of something 

he had seen before. He walked over to it and 

poked it. He chipped off a piece and held it in 

his hands. He looked at it for some time, 

puzzling over it. And then, suddenly, he 

remembered Ms. Sunny's rings. All at once, 

Tal ran to the tool shed's door and charged 

outside.

"YAY," he yelled.

Aunt Christy was sitting, still depressed, 

on the hammer near the side of the tool shed. 

"All right," she said without looking up.
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In the next instant, Tal was on the road 

toward town.

And Tal Bond 

ran all the way to 

Tampa without 

stopping. He ran 

past Ms. Sunny's 

house and past Sun 

n Sun. He passed 

the usual gang of people who lined the streets 

- Lisa, Maner, the lutier and even the candle 

maker. Finally, he reached the bank and ran 

right in.

Tal paused for a moment just inside the 

door. He wondered for a second if he was 

crazy to even be there. But just as quickly, he 

thought about Ms. Sunny's rings again. He 

pushed the golden chip of slime through the 

banker's window where Mr. Bond sat and 

said, "Can you tell me what this is?"

Mr. Bond looked at Tal suspiciously 
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through his little 

window. Remember, 

he was a tall, 

bloody, and vicious 

man. And he had 

duck feet. People 

around Tampa all 

said he had never 

once smiled in his entire life. Tal had 

certainly never seen him smile. And when Tal 

gave him the hardened slime, Mr. Bond 

actually sneered. He took the slime, grunted at 

Tal, then walked into a back room where he 

stayed for exactly five minutes. Finally, he 

returned. He was still sneering. He pushed the 

chip of hardened, glittering slime back 

through the window and said gruffly, 

"Gold."

"Gold?" Tal said.

"Gold," Mr. Bond said. 

"Mostly gold. Some strange substance mixed 

81



up in it. But mostly gold. Almost pure gold."

Tal hardly knew 

what to do. He 

thought about 

grabbing hold of Mr. 

Bond's moustache 

and screaming with 

joy. But fortunately 

for Tal, he decided 

this might not be such a good idea. Instead, he 

said, "Can I trade it in for money?"

"Well, this is a bank," Mr. Bond replied, 

still acting very annoyed by Tal.

"Then I want money," Tal said, sliding the 

chip back through the window. Mr. Bond 

again disappeared for another five minutes. He 

returned with a big stack of bank notes. Soon 

he was handing over more money than Tal 

had ever seen, let alone held. It was certainly 

more than enough to pay all the bills that he 

and Aunt Christy had racked up. And there 
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was a whole floor covered with the golden 

slime back home.

Tal could hardly 

wait to get back to 

Aunt Christy to tell 

her the news. But as 

he ran back through 

town, he decided to 

make a quick stop at 

Sun n Sun.

"I've got the money for those sunglasses," 

Tal yelled as he ran into the store.

Ms. Sunny barely even looked up. 

"Right," she said, not believing Tal at all. But 

when Tal laid out the bank notes on Ms. 

Sunny's counter, her mood quickly changed. 

"It's been a pleasure doing business with 

you, young man," she said, her gold rings 

catching a glimmer of sunlight through the 

window. But Tal barely heard the last part of 

the sentence. He was already out the door and 
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off to tell Aunt Christy about his discovery.

When Tal arrived back at bobevens Farm, 

Aunt Christy was still sitting on the hammer 

outside the tool shed. She was staring off into 

space. And as Tal approached, she looked like 

she was about to burst into tears again.

"I'm so glad you're back, Tal," she said 

when she saw him. "I really don't want to be 

alone right now."

Tal started talking all at once about the 

money. Everything came out strangely, 

however, and Aunt Christy couldn't 

understand a word Tal said. Even Tanner 

seemed confused. Tal meant to tell Aunt 

Christy something about how all their 

problems were solved because Goat napper 

had left behind gold. But it sounded more like, 

"Money... Slime... Gold... Ooze... Rich... 

Mars... Goat napper," which, as is absolutely 

obvious, doesn't really mean anything. At last, 

Tal just reached into his pocket and pulled out 
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the wad of cash he had.

Aunt Christy's 

eyes suddenly 

bulged, and she 

passed out in Tals 

arms. 

"Where did you get 

that money, young 

man?" Aunt Christy 

said. She looked very nervous, as though Tal 

had done something like rob the post office.

Tal just grabbed her hand and pulled her 

into the tool shed. "Goat napper's slime," Tal 

said as they made it to the shed's far corner. 

"It's made out of gold! I sold a tiny chip at the 

bank. And this is what I got for it." Tal again 

held up his wad of cash.

Aunt Christy stared at the pool of 

hardened slime as though this were the 

strangest thing she had ever heard. In fact, it 

was most likely the strangest thing she had 
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ever heard of, or 

ever would, for that 

matter. But as the 

news set in and the 

sight of the money 

proved Tal's point, 

Aunt Christy finally 

cracked a smile. 

This was hardly the way she expected to save 

bobevens Farm and her blue cheese. But it 

was much, much better than anything she 

could have possibly dreamed.

In the next week, 

Tal and Aunt 

Christy chipped up 

the rest of the slime. 

They took it all to 

the Tampa Bank to 

sell. They brought 

their money back to 

bobevens Farm in the same wheelbarrow Tal 
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had used for the peas. They raised so much 

money they nearly filled an entire room of 

the farmhouse with it.

And that fall, they spent their money with 

great enthusiasm. They of course gave Mr. 

Bond a big stack of cash to settle their bills 

with him. And they paid off the various other 

people they owed money to - even Ms. Fury. 

And much of the money was also used to 

improve the farm. They had to get ready to 

make the next batch of blue cheese. The best 

thing Aunt Christy built was an enormous 

new goat barn. It was the most luxurious and 

breathtaking barn in the history of goat 

farming. It had gold, more gold, and MORE 

gold. It was fully heated and air-conditioned. 

Aunt Christy even put in a huge hot tub - a 

thing all goats love.

Tal Bond, on the other hand, spent his 

share of the money in a more reasonable 

manner. The goats were in good care. Aunt 
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Christy could have 

anything she wanted 

- which, in fact, was 

nothing other than 

her blue cheese and 

bobevens Farm. So 

Tal could do what 

he liked without 

feeling guilty. He got all the things he most 

wanted in the world. He bought a pair of 

expensive sunglasses. He bought a new silk 

bathrobe that had large green stripes running 

up and down it. He bought a x-box. And he 

even built Tanner a doghouse to rival the new 

goat barn.

Still, Tal wasn't too different from his aunt. 

After the thrill of the bathrobe and the a x-box

 wore off, he was back to helping Aunt 

Christy with the blue cheese and the goats. 

Tal decided that was really what he wanted 

most. He was pretty sure he could spend the 
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rest of his life 

making blue cheese.

Tal was also sure 

of one more thing. 

He could never, ever 

put up with another 

visit from Goat 

napper. After 

worrying so much about Tanner, getting all 

those peas and herding all those goats into 

town, and after Goat 

napper's terrible 

betrayal, he was sure 

he could never face 

another alien from 

Mars again, no 

matter what his 

glittering, golden 

slime was worth. And Tal hoped, despite all 

the money he'd be missing out on, that he 

would never, ever have to again.
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Tal Bond likes to play with his dog tanner 
and make books. He was born on 11/30/1998. 
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