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It was just a normal day on my friend’s farm, or so I thought.  Little did I know the “escapade that awaited me. We should’ve been paid time and a half for the humorous event that was about to transpire. I was no match for a little black and white creature that would turn my world upside down.
     My Mother and I had arrived early this day to take care of my friend’s husband who has Parkinson’s disease. My Mother and I were caregivers. We were there to do our normal routine. Then the goat arrives. This day was anything but routine.
     There was no knock on the door, but my mom noticed two strangers in the cow pasture. My church-friend says, “That is just my son-in law’s friends dropping off a silly old goat that he has purchased.” 
     The two people were obviously in a hurry, scurrying around.  They breathed a big sigh of relief, as their truck whizzes back down the driveway, a dust cloud emanating from the back of it.
     While we were focusing on the out-of-control truck swerving down the driveway and sliding sideways onto the main road out front, we noticed that the bull and cows were petrified of the little goat. He had taken charge of the barnyard. It took the “cud-cruncher” a minute flat and he was past the electric fence and into the main yard.
     This guy was nothing but a big troublemaker. They had forgotten to mention that he was also an “escape artist.” He, now, had the run of the yard, as if to say, “Come and get me you old “fogies.”
     I, a middle aged, obese man about 300lbs of pure fat, yells for my church-friend that her black and white billy-goat had escaped out of her cow pasture. The cows just start “mooing,” as if to cheer the goat on.
    My friend comes out of her little white farmhouse and lets out a shrill scream that about bursts our eardrums. Then she runs back inside to call for reinforcements, as fast as her eighty-year-old legs will carry her.
     I begin to trudge after the wily critter. My Mother who helps take care of the Parkinson’s patient wheels his wheelchair back onto the back porch. He watches the whole thing go down, while cackling at our silly antics. My Mother begins to help chase the misfit. She uses her keen instincts and runs around “bahhhing” like she is a goat. My Mom is no “spring-chicken” in her mid-sixties and a chunky lady at that. The goat lets out a loud deep “bahhh!”back. None of us were really in shape for this ordeal. My Mother begins to try and corral this 





“character.” Her “bahhing” almost works. She slowly coaxes the goat back to an old shed behind the white house. The scoundrel hits his nose on the electric fence and lets out a squeal like a charging bull. 
     My church-going friend had called her next-door neighbor to help with the situation. I and the neighbor grab some rope like real cowboys. We sling the rope at the goat and try and lasso his neck. And I about lasso my neighbor. This slows the process even more.
     The goat is winning. He keeps running around us, making us run in circles around the yard. I keep heading him off at the pass so the goat will not get run over in the road out front. I’m the one the traffic ends up stopping for.
     There were a few near-misses and some near lassoes. Then the goat begins to run us around the big pine tree. I go one way and her neighbor goes the other way around the conifer. We almost crash into each other on the other side of the tree. The prankster dodges us and begins to run free once again.
     After a few more tries to bag this animal to no avail, the goat starts to get tired. He lays down on his front legs, while keeping his back legs planted for a quick move if he must. We are all tuckered out ourselves. When we get closer to him, he gets up and starts running again. The man with Parkinsons just chuckles from the back porch.
     My church friend rushes out of the little white farmhouse and helps us for a little while. My Mom has not quit “bahhhhing,” and she is starting to get hoarse. She refuses to give up. There are now four people chasing the billy-goat. The star zigzags through us like a pro-football running back headed for the endzone. We try and circle him, but we fail miserably. The goat acts like he has done this before. We are huffing and puffing, gasping for air, while sweat streaks down our tired faces. We had planned to wear the goat out, but he had worn us all out.
     During the two hours that we chased this joker, he has done nothing, but outsmart, divide, and conquer. My friend’s neighbor starts to pray, because we are church-going folks and by now it was obvious that we needed God’s intervention.
    My friend’s neighbor then slings his lasso at just the right moment and snares the creature around the neck. We lock the inmate away in a small shed behind the farmhouse. We barricade the screen door to the shed with wooden beams and five, 5-gallon buckets. The door is pinned shut. The goat is trapped. 
       




     Twenty minutes later I am just admiring the sunshine out my friend’s window. The goat waltzes past the window. He is zigging, zagging, and hopping around in the yard.
     Luckily, my church-friend had called her grandson, who is in his twenties. We were too tired to be of help. Her grandson goes out and ropes the hip-hopper in twenty minutes flat. The titan had met his match. The goat would never, ever, ever get loose again. We made sure of it.
     The man with Parkinsons just gives us all a “thumbs-up” and laughs. My church-friend had named the goat “Bandit.” She vows to visit him every once and awhile.
     We ship him off to a big ranch that was like Fort Knox and could contain the crafty fellow. The caper had ended.
     
