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Chapter One: Jelly everywhere!





We first met the Jelly Monsters on Friday, November 8, 1963. 


But even kids cannot always see Jelly Monsters right away if the Jelly Monsters do not want to be seen. It was quite a long time before we could make friends with them properly. In fact, lots of people – grownups in particular – got pretty mad at us before it was all over. And I am not sure Mom and Dad will ever really be able to believe in Jelly Monsters fully.


My little brother, Peter, had his fifth birthday party on November 8 that year. But his real birthday was the next day on November 9. So he was really only four.


November is always a great month for us. I was born in November too. I told everybody I was seven when Peter had his birthday party, but I was really only six years old then – like Peter was really still only four. I only turned seven on my own birthday on November 26. Got it? Sometimes it’s difficult to explain things just right.


My name is David and this is the story of how we first made friends with the Jelly Monsters.





Peter and I lived with Mom and Dad in a big two-story yellow house at 1408 Kentucky Street in Lawrence Kansas. It was a beautiful old house with a huge garden of almost an acre of land. Mom and Dad said it was one of the only houses not to get burned down in Quantrill’s raid back during the Civil War. Do you know about the Civil War? It happened a long, long time ago. People did some pretty mean things to each other back then.


Everything was perfectly normal for Peter’s birthday party at first, but that soon changed. Mom and Dad had set everything up in the dining room and six kids came over. Peter got to unwrap six nice presents and Mom made a yummy birthday cake. It was big and chocolate and was in the shape of a train with slices of banana for wheels and liquorice for tracks. Mom even put six tiny red and white candles on the locomotive for Peter to blow out. 


I hoped I would get a train cake for my birthday later too. Only I wanted mine to be vanilla.


	Before we got to the cake, we all ate jelly sandwiches. Jelly was our favorite. We especially liked red jelly, but we liked green jelly, and black jelly, and purple jelly, and orange jelly too – even blue jelly! Any kind of jelly.


	It was a great party. The kids wore little paper hats and we sang songs and played games. Tommy Spotted-Horse from my class at school tried to climb up on the table and Eric Shultz took pictures of everyone with the Brownie camera I got for Christmas last year. I was afraid he was going to use up all my film! And he kept throwing the burnt out flashbulbs on the floor after he used them. Mom was not going to like that!


The party was lots of fun, especially after Mom and Dad took all the other grownups into the living room because they could not stand all the noise!


	We left all the toys on the white carpet on the floor when we went up to the dinner table for the cake. You do not expect anything very strange to happen in the dining room. But …


… but, you know what? I had a strange feeling that the toys were moving by themselves while we were busy up at the table.


	It was a funny feeling. The big yellow tractor-trailer truck that Peter had just got for his birthday had been over by the door to the front hall, but when I looked for it again it was next to the record player on the other side of the room. I know. It had batteries in it to make it go, but someone still had to use the remote control to drive it. It was like someone had driven it over to the other side of the room but there was no one on the floor to drive it. And it looked like lots of the other toys had moved by themselves too.


	I pretended to sing songs and play games like the other kids, but I kept looking over at the toys. No one had taken our old Matchbox cars out of the box. But there they were all over the floor. And all the little toy soldiers. They weren’t even new and no one had pulled them out, but there they were too all over the floor by the kitchen. All by themselves! 


	I told the kids I thought the toys were moving by themselves. But toys can’t move by themselves. We all knew that.


	“There must be ghosts.” I told them. “Or even monsters!” That was logical.


	“Wow!” All the kids said and they wanted to see. 


	“Ghosts and monsters can be really scary!” Eric Shultz warned us. “We ought to be careful!”


	“Yes, I know.” I said. I had seen ghosts and monsters before. And lots of the other kids had seen them too.


	“Maybe these monsters are nice!” Tommy Spotted-Horse said. “Maybe they’re in trouble and need our help!”


	“We have got to find them!” The kids agreed. I was not so sure that it was a good idea to go looking for ghosts and monsters, but by then it was too late anyway. The grownups wanted to go home.


	“Can we stay to help look for monsters and ghosts, Daddy?” Eric Schultz asked his Daddy. 


	“What do you say, guys?” His Daddy asked the other grownups the way grownups always ask things when they think it is funny that we want to do something and they think we can’t understand what they are saying. “Shall we all stick around to look for ghosts and monsters? Ha, ha, ha!” 


	“Ha, ha, ha!” The others said and of course they were all too busy to want to wait around to look for ghosts and monsters. Grownups can never see anything that is not perfectly ordinary anyway.


So Peter and I went to the big front door by the big black metal mail box with the golden eagle on it that Peter and I had picked out for Mom and Dad from the green stamps catalogue and waved goodbye to the kids as they went off across the gravel driveway where our blue Hillman station wagon was parked. I was sorry to see them go. It had been a fun party and Peter and I would have to deal with these ghosts or monsters by ourselves now. What was going to happen to us?


Mom went back to the dining room to clean up when the others left and a few minutes later we heard her screaming.


“David and Peter! Come back here this instant!” 


Oh dear, I thought. I knew we should have picked up all the toys that were still out all over the floor after the party. But what if Mom had seen a ghost or a monster? Could ghosts and monsters still hurt Mom and Dad even if Mom and Dad couldn’t see them? We would have to do something about these ghosts and monsters soon to save Mom and Dad, I decided. Mom and Dad would never be able to see them by themselves!


“Just look at this mess!” Mom said, when Peter and I made it to the dining room. “Jelly everywhere. Look at all the toys. Jelly all over them! How did you get so much jelly on everything, I would like to know!”


Mom did not say anything at all about ghosts or monsters. But it was true that all the toys were covered in jelly. Red jelly, and green jelly, and black jelly. Lots of jelly! I did not see any orange jelly or blue jelly, but I did not remember that we had had any orange or blue jelly that day. 


“I don’t know.” Peter said as his answer to Mom’s question. 


I could have told him that that was not the right answer. Grownups never like it when we say ‘I don’t know’. 


“There were lots of kids.” Was my answer. “Everybody had jelly sandwiches. Maybe it was the other kids that did it.”


“Now don’t go blaming the other kids, David.” Mom said. (Maybe Peter’s answer was better than mine after all!) “You are the oldest and I was counting on you to see to it that no one made such a mess. 


“Get me a bucket of water and a cloth so I can wash all this jelly down the drain. But first, put the lids on those jelly jars over there. It would be a waste to throw away any more good jelly.”


Mom cleaned up all the jelly off the floor and washed it down the drain and put the other jelly jars safely away in the refrigerator in the kitchen with the chocolate cake. 


Then Mom sent Peter and me up to have baths. When we were all clean, Mom and Dad put us in bed without any more dinner. They said we had already eaten lots of jelly sandwiches at the birthday party. 


When Mom and Dad had tucked us into bed and switched out the lights for the night, Peter told them to be careful about any ghosts or monsters that might be downstairs. Mom and Dad paused at the doorway for a second, but then just said “Good night!” and went back down the front stairs. A few minutes later, I heard them start talking in the living room. 


I knew then that Mom and Dad were not going to be very careful about ghosts or monsters.
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Chapter Two: The refrigerator





But I was still hungry. It was all very well for Mom and Dad to say that we had already eaten lots of jelly sandwiches at the birthday party that evening, but I could not live on jelly sandwiches alone! I was still hungry and I knew there was a chocolate cake in the refrigerator.


“Psst!” I called out to Peter who was in the other bed. “Psst!” 


Peter could go to sleep just like that anywhere and anytime! “Are you awake?” I insisted.


“What is it?” Peter said. “I was sleeping.” 


“Aren’t you hungry?” I said. “There is a chocolate cake in the refrigerator!” 


“But Mom and Dad put us in bed!” Peter protested. “They will get mad at us.”


“Mom and Dad are in the living room.” I told him. “I can hear them talking. We can go down the back way to the kitchen and no one will hear us. It is a chocolate cake, remember!” I added, but Peter was already getting up. 


We went down the hall on tiptoe. It was very dark but we knew the hall well. Then we went down the narrow back staircase, down and down. 


Peter wanted to turn the light on, but I said no. Mom and Dad might see it. It really was dark though. And when we got to the kitchen, the bit of light that came in through the window just made it seem darker and all the shadows kept jumping out at us. Mom and Dad had made the kitchen all modern and it had a dimmer light that could move along a neat little track on the ceiling, but that was not much good if it was not turned on.


I was a little scared myself, I can tell you. But Peter was really scared so I made a little joke with him and whispered “Boo!” He almost ran back upstairs.


“Come on, Peter!” I called him back. “The refrigerator is in the corner and there is a chocolate cake in it!”


That was enough. The little light that goes on when you open the door to the refrigerator showed us that the chocolate cake was still there on the shelf where we had seen Mom put it and all the jelly jars were there on the door.


I don’t know what it was that made Peter decide to open one of the jelly jars rather than take the cake, but the fact is that that is what he did. I could not see very well in the weak light, but I think it was the red jelly, Peter’s favorite. 


Slowly he twisted the lid on the jelly jar and began to take it off when . . .


. . . when, well, I am not sure what happened exactly. There was a big noise and I think I saw flash of red and a shape like a big monster coming out of the jar. It was really big. But the refrigerator door slammed shut and there was no more light and the jelly jar fell on the floor and broke into a million zillion little pieces. What was going to happen?


Peter started screaming. I think he was really scared and I must admit that I was pretty scared myself. It was dark and I could feel the monster still there though I could not see anything. 


Suddenly, the dimmer light on the track on the ceiling switched on and Mom and Dad came into the kitchen.


“What are you two doing here?” Mom and Dad wanted to know. 


Then Mom saw the jelly jar on the floor and all the broken glass and red jelly everywhere. And Peter was all covered in red jelly too.


“But Mom!” Peter protested. “There was a monster!” 


“A monster!” Dad said. “Monsters do not exist! 


“You two just came down here to get at the cake.” Mom said. “ I know and it is very naughty to blame it all on monsters. It is very late. Get back to bed!


“But Dad, there really was a monster!” Peter insisted.


“Not another word.” Dad said. “Now it’s back to bed for the both of you.”


And when they had put us both safely back in bed, Mom and Dad switched the lights off and went back downstairs. 


As I had expected. Mom and Dad were sure there were no monsters.
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Chapter Three: The chocolate train cake





But I was still hungry. I know I said that before, but I had not eaten anything in between so I really was still hungry. What can I say?


“Psst! Peter!” Go figure, he was already sleeping again. “Peter!”


“What is it this time?” Peter said. ”I’m sleeping.” 


“I am still hungry” I said. “And the chocolate train cake is still down there in the refrigerator! We should go get some.”


“But Mom and Dad are already mad at us!” Peter protested. “We will just get caught again.”


“Mom and Dad have gone back to the living room.” I told him. “No one will hear us this time. We just have to be careful.”


Peter must have been hungry too, because he was already getting out of bed. We made our way back along the pitch-dark hall and down the narrow staircase. Peter did not say to turn the lights on this time, but it really was dark. 


I could feel the chocolate cake in the refrigerator calling to us and I probably would never have gone to the kitchen if it had not been there. We would have to be really quiet this time because Mom and Dad had sounded really mad. And now there was a monster waiting for us somewhere in the kitchen too! What would it do to us if it caught us?


	When we finally made it down to the kitchen, I could only just make out the shadow of the refrigerator, which had the chocolate cake in it. A big dark shadow.


	Only there was something very strange about this shadow. It was even bigger than I remembered that the refrigerator was. Maybe I am just scared, I thought. 


	We made our way across the kitchen floor slowly. This time, I went first as we inched forward toward the refrigerator. I was reaching out to open the refrigerator door when . . . 


. . . when I felt something really sticky and gooey all over my fingers. I couldn’t think what it could be but it was really gross. 


	“Peter?” I asked. I thought he might be playing some kind of trick on me, but he was still standing behind me. He could tell that I was scared about something and was about to start screaming but I said he should be quiet. We did not want Mom and Dad to hear us.


	I pulled the refrigerator door open and there in the light that came out of the refrigerator I could see what must have been a Jelly Monster. It was huge. A huge red monster. A huge monster all made out of red jelly. 


I was so scared!


The monster started pulling all the jelly jars out of the refrigerator and letting out the other Jelly Monsters that Mom had trapped inside them. A green Jelly Monster and a black one. As the Jelly Monsters jumped out, the jelly jars fell on the floor and broke into a billion gazillion pieces sending broken glass and jelly everywhere. 


Next, the red monster turned to us. It was chanting some words I could not understand in a muffled sticky voice. It sounded like “oordi dooli doobi oor”. It sounded really mad. Everything around us started getting bigger and really big. That’s what it looked like, at least. Actually I suppose it was us who were getting really little.


Then, suddenly, Peter and I found ourselves sitting on the cake tray inside the refrigerator. I could just see the outline of the huge chocolate train cake with the slices of banana for wheels and liquorice for tracks before the monster closed the refrigerator door and the refrigerator light went out. 


Did you know that the light goes out when the refrigerator door closes? It does. And it got really dark and cold in there.


This did not seem to bother Peter though. He started eating the cake! And he could have gone on eating for months and months, because the cake was so gigantic now that we were so little.


A little later, I heard another noise. This one also came from outside the refrigerator, but it did not sound like Jelly Monsters this time. Mom and Dad must have heard when the red Jelly Monster smashed all the jelly jars on the floor and have come to see what was going on in the kitchen. 


What would they say when they found us all little and sitting on the cake plate inside the refrigerator?


The light came on when Dad pulled the refrigerator door open and he grabbed us both in one hand. 


“What are you two doing back down here!” He yelled. He did not even notice that we were both really little now and sitting on the cake plate inside the refrigerator. He just sounded mad that Peter was all covered in chocolate cake.


“And would you just look at all this mess!” Mom cried. There was broken glass and jelly from all the jelly jars all over the floor and I was all covered in jelly too.


 “It was the red Jelly Monster!” Peter cried. “The red Jelly Monster made us really little and put us on the cake plate inside the refrigerator. And it was the red Jelly Monster that broke the jelly jars and set the other Jelly Monsters free!”


I could have told Peter there was no point in telling Dad about Jelly Monsters. 


“Jelly Monsters this time!” Dad cried. “Not another word! Jelly Monsters do not exist! It is off to bed for the both of you and this time you are going to stay in bed!”


He took us both upstairs – we were so small we both fit in the palm of his hand! – and put us back in bed. 


“Good night!” It was fun to fly through the air in Dad’s hands like that, but it made me nervous to be so little and I was sorry Dad had to be so mad at us.


How could Dad be so sure that Jelly Monsters did not exist anyway?











�
Chapter Four: Jelly Junior





When we woke up the next morning, we were our normal size again. I was beginning to think I had dreamed it all up about the Jelly Monster in the kitchen the night before, when I saw Peter. Peter still had chocolate cake all over his face!


	“You had better wash that chocolate cake off your face before you go downstairs!” I told him. “Mom won’t like that!”


	“You can talk!” Peter answered. “You are still all covered in jelly!” 


	I felt my cheeks and neck and it was true. There was tons of jelly all over me! It felt squishy and gross.


We went down the hall to the bathroom and I scraped the jelly off into a little pile on the sink as Peter washed the chocolate off his face. I was about to wash the jelly down the drain when the strangest thing happened.


	The little pile of jelly started to move by itself! 


The jelly itself looked very strange too. First of all, it was not red – I was sure it had been the red Jelly Monster that had grabbed me the night before. Somehow, this jelly was purple.


	By now the pile of jelly was moving very clearly. I could see a little head take shape, and a body, and little arms and tiny legs. Soon it got up on its little feet and winking at us with its little eyes made a pretty little bow!


	“Let’s call him, Jelly Junior!” Peter said.


	“Can you talk, Jelly Junior?” I asked. It seemed funny to be talking to a pile of jelly, even if it now looked like a little person.


	“Maybe it’s still too little.” Peter said. 


	“Hello Jelly Junior!” I said. 


	“Jell – y Jun – ior!” answered a squeaky voice from the little Jelly Monster Person.


	“You can talk!” We both shouted excitedly and we were jumping up and down when suddenly . . . 


. . . suddenly the door opened and Mom came in.


	“What are you two up to?” Mom asked when she saw us jumping up and down. “Come down and have your breakfast as soon as you get all cleaned up. I’m making something special for you.”


	Then Mom saw something on the sink. It was a surprise for us too when we saw it: where Jelly Junior had been standing we could now only see a little pile of shapeless purple jelly.


	“More jelly!” Mom cried. “I just got finished cleaning up all that mess you made in the kitchen last night. Just make sure to wash all that horrible jelly down the drain before you come to breakfast!”


	“Wash it down the drain!” I repeated as Mom closed the bathroom door behind her.


	“Jelly Junior!” Peter moaned. “We can’t do that to you!”


	“Jelly Junior!” came the squeaky answer. We stared at the purple jelly. The jelly was now in the shape of a person again.


	“You came back!” We both cried.


	“Of course I came back!” Jelly Junior said. “Please don’t wash me down the drain. I want to go home!”


	“And we will help you.” We said. “But how? Where do you live?”


	“I don’t know.” Jelly Junior said. “I’m too little. I can’t even fly properly yet.”


	“Jelly Monsters can fly?” We asked amazed.


	“Of course we can fly!” Jelly Junior said. “We can do lots of things. Only I’m too young, I have not learned how yet. Hide me somewhere! I am sure my family will come looking for me tonight if you go back down to the kitchen.”


	“Go back down to the kitchen at night to wait for Jelly Monsters?” Peter echoed. “I’m scared!”


	“Don’t be scared!” Jelly Junior said. “I’ll come with you. You’ll see. Jelly Monsters are nice. And we are scared of you too because you always wash us down the drain all the time!”


	Peter got a little glass jar from our room and Jelly Junior climbed into it. And we found a great place for him to hide while we went down to breakfast. I wondered what Mom was making for us. 


	“Don’t worry, Jelly Junior!” We cried as we went out the door. “We will come back and play with you as soon as we can.”


	But right then Mom was waiting for us in the kitchen. And when Mom and Dad called us for meals in our house, it was not a good idea to tell them that we were playing with Jelly Monsters.
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Chapter Five: Looking for Jelly Junior in the garden





Guess what Mom was making for us for breakfast when we got down to the kitchen from hiding Jelly Junior in our room! 


Pancakes! 


Pancakes were our favorite. We usually only got to eat them on Sunday nights before Walt Disney’s Wonderful World of Color on TV, but Mom said we had sounded hungry because of all the visits we made to the refrigerator the night before, so she was making pancakes that morning. Besides, it was Peter’s real birthday that day!


	“Happy Birthday, Peter!” Mom said from where she was making pancakes. And Dad’s voice echoed: “Happy Birthday!” I think he was in the living room.


We usually stayed at the table for hours and hours eating pancakes one after the other and the only thing that would make us stop was that we wanted to see the Disney movie on TV. 


	But this time we were worried about Jelly Junior up in the little glass jar in our room and we did not want to leave him all alone. We ate the pancakes on our plates as quickly as we could and when Mom asked if we wanted any more, we just said no thank you.


	“Are you feeling okay?” Mom asked. She was very surprised we did not want to have seconds and thirds and more.


	“Fine, Mom.” We said. I motioned urgently to Peter to drink my milk. Mom always wanted us to drink our milk, but I hated milk, so I always got Peter to drink mine for me. Mom caught us doing this once and said that Peter would grow up to be big and strong if he drank all my milk and I would stay little always. But I didn’t like milk! What would you have done? 


As soon as Peter finished drinking my milk that morning, we called to Mom again smiling as if there was nothing going on.


“May we be excused and go outside and play?” We asked.


	“Well, okay.” Mom said. What could she say? She did not know that we wanted to go outside to play with a Jelly Monster! “But put your coats on! It is starting to get chilly out there.”


Peter and I raced upstairs to get Jelly Junior and take him out into the garden. But when we got to our room, Jelly Junior was not hiding in the jar where we had left him.


“Oh no!” Peter said. “Where could he be?”


He was not in our room. Peter and I shared a big square bedroom in the front of the house on the second floor. His bed was against one wall and mine against another and there were nice big windows in the other two. 


Mom always said we should pick up our things and put them away when we had finished with them and we did have a lot of toys all over the place. We picked up all the toys and looked at each one carefully, but we could not find Jelly Junior anywhere and there was no jelly on any of the toys on the floor.


“Maybe Bootsie got him!” Peter said. He sounded frightened but I was not sure who would win if there was a fight between Bootsie and a Jelly Monster!


“We have to find her!” I agreed. But we had a big house and garden and it was not going to be easy to find Bootsie if she did not want to be found. 


We ran through the second floor quickly. Dad had a little office in the front – we used to pretend it was the bridge of a ship when it rained (somehow our house seemed more like a ship when it was raining) but there were no Jelly Monsters there or on the curving front stairs. The bathroom was empty and Mom and Dad’s room – well, I was a little scared to go in there. It seemed dark and I was not supposed to go there. But I did not see Jelly Junior there either.


My other brother, Roger, had a room on the second floor too. We called it the single room, because Roger stayed there alone and Peter and I shared the other one. But there was no one in the room now. Roger had gone away to school in some far off place I had never seen and could not really imagine.  He turned nine in July.


His room seemed strange now that he was not there. I did sometimes go in there, though that was something I thought was really wrong. I remember he had a huge pile of National Geographic magazines. I do not know where they came from. But they had the most amazing photographs in them. Color pictures that were so real—somehow more real than anything I could see around us. I could be in some African tribe, and still be sitting where I was not supposed to be—in my brother’s room in Kansas. 


	We did not look for the jelly monsters in his room. I do not think he ever saw them—at least he never told me he had. And I never told him—they did not seem to exist in his reality.


Mom was not in the kitchen when we went through to check out the first floor. There was a formal room in the front with the big TV set. There was no Jelly Junior there, and he was not playing the piano in the living room either. 


We ran through the dining room – it had probably been the Jelly Monsters who had put the jelly on all the toys at Peter’s birthday party. But we could not see any Jelly Monsters there then. 


So we ran back to the kitchen. Jelly Junior and Bootsie had to be in the basement or garden!


“No running in the house!” Mom commanded. She had come back into the kitchen from somewhere. “Now go on outside and play!” 


Outside the kitchen door in the back there was a huge wooden deck, but there were no monsters there. We ran down the steps and around to the back of the house where there was a little door into the basement. There were no Jelly Monsters in the room with the huge freezer. Mom and Dad had put a freezer there that could hold a whole sheep or half a cow. I always wondered why anyone would want to put a whole sheep in a freezer and where people put the other half of the cow.


No Jelly Monsters in the pantry either. But boy was it cold in there!


I held my breath when we went through the room on the other side of the house with the big machine in it. It was hot on this side of the house! Dad said it was a furnace. It was huge and made strange noises and funny smells and it was very dark in there. 


We had to go around the furnace machine to get to the back room though. Dad had set up a Tri-ang model train set on a big board back there. I got to play with it with him sometimes, but I was not supposed to go there alone. And there were no Jelly Monsters when we looked there either.


Peter and I went back out to look for Jelly Junior in the garden. There was no Jelly Junior in either of the holes we were digging to go to China over by where Mom grew the asparagus plants. And there were no asparagus plants there now either for that matter.


We went into the little woods between the sandbox and the lamppost like they have in the Narnia books by C.S. Lewis. Most of the leaves had fallen by now and the branches of the trees were bare. We had just got into the woods when we heard . . .


. . . well, we heard a strange, thin voice whining to us from up in a tree. It was not like a person’s voice at all. It was all soft and windy. I had never heard anything like it.


We looked up and there was Bootsie stuck on a branch way up high in the tree. 


Usually Bootsie was too smart to climb so high in a tree that she couldn’t jump down. But that wasn’t what surprised us most. 


Bootsie was a cat – a beautiful black cat with what looked like pretty white boots on her feet – and she was talking to us in human words!


“Hey there! Peter and David!” Remember this was a cat calling. Have you ever been called by a cat?


“What are you doing up there?” We answered – still a little surprised to be talking to a cat.


“That little purple monster put me up here!” Bootsie said. “And he made it so that I could talk people-talk. It is really strange! I was just playing with him!”


“Where is Jelly Junior now?” We asked.


“Is that what you call him?” The cat asked. “I don’t know. Blackfur started chasing me and he just put me up here in the tree and disappeared! I think you will find Blackfur over there on the swings, but I don’t know where that monster is. Get me down!”


“We can’t reach!” We cried. “Hold on and we will come back with Jelly Junior!” 


Blackfur really was on the swings on the other side of the sandbox. Maybe that will sound stranger to you when you realize that Blackfur was a dog, a big black New Foundland dog! Blackfur did not usually go on the swings, I can tell you.


“What are you doing there?” We asked, by now getting used to the idea that we would be able to talk to a dog!


“That mean old jelly thingy put me here!” Blackfur said, swinging back and forth really high. “And made me talk people talk too! All I wanted to do was chase that stupid cat. That purple monster put the cat up in a tree where I can’t reach her and me here. I can’t get off. Help me!”


But he was swinging too high and Blackfur was a very big dog, so he too had to wait for us to get Jelly Junior to undo the magic he had done.


But where was Jelly Junior? We looked for him everywhere. In the apple tree in the back of the garden where Peter and I had built a tree house with scrap lumber from the lumberyard. But Jelly Junior was not there. 


In the yellow tool shed with the crabapple tree next to it. Not there either. 


Then there was the land we all used to plant things for ourselves. That summer, I had planted a huge cucumber plant that made pretty green cucumbers that I sold to the neighbors for a quarter each! But the field was bare now and Dad had plowed up all the dirt.


And there, hiding behind one of the clumps of dirt, was Jelly Junior. I think he was glad that we found him. He was as afraid of Bootsie and Blackfur as they were of him! But he set them free with his magic and everyone became friends. 


	That is, everybody but Mom and Dad. We could not tell Mom and Dad about Jelly Junior.
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Chapter Six: Waiting for Jelly Monsters in the dark kitchen





We had a lot of fun sharing Peter’s real birthday and playing with Jelly Junior, Bootsie and Blackfur in the garden on that day. But Peter and I could not help being a bit nervous about going down to the kitchen to see all the Jelly Monsters later that night. Jelly Junior said they were friendly, but that was easy for him to say! He was a Jelly Monster himself! What would all the other Jelly Monsters do to us? But Peter and I agreed that we had to help Jelly Junior.


	And we couldn’t tell Mom and Dad what we were thinking about either. They did not believe in Jelly Monsters and if we tried to show them Jelly Junior, he would just make himself into a pile of jelly and look like a mess. And Mom would probably just wash him down the drain. And we could not let that happen.


	After dinner, we told Mom and Dad that we were tired and wanted to go to bed.


	“So early? It is your birthday, Peter!” Dad said. “Don’t you want to play a game? You usually like playing games!”


	“Are you sure you are okay?” Mom said. She remembered that we had not eaten many pancakes that morning.


	“We are just tired.” We told them. And we did not want to take a bath or to have them read stories to us or rub our backs in bed. 


	“Well, goodnight then.” Mom and Dad said as they tucked us in and turned out the light. They sounded worried, but what could we tell them? Would you tell your Mom and Dad that you were planning to sneak down to the kitchen to wait for Jelly Monsters? What would your Mom and Dad say about that?


I heard Mom and Dad’s footsteps on the stairs and then the two of them talking in the living room. I waited a little longer just to be sure, but then I called out to Peter:


“Pssst, Peter!” What do you know? He had fallen asleep again! “Peter!” I called. 


“I’m not sleeping.” Peter said, but I bet he was. He was awake now though. We took the little jar with Jelly Junior in it and tiptoed over to the little night-light to take a look. Jelly Junior just looked like a mess of purple jelly in the bottom of the jar! But maybe that was just the way he looked when he was sleeping. Still, it did not make me feel any braver about moving out along the hallway. It was very dark this time and I was more scared than usual about going to the kitchen. We were not just going to look for chocolate cake in the refrigerator this time!


And waiting in the dark was scary too. You know that time goes really slowly when you are waiting and especially when you have nothing to do. I kept thinking that I had no idea what would happen when the monsters did come! What if Jelly Junior did not wake up and tell the Jelly Monsters we were his friends?


A long time went by. I do not know how long. Suddenly I realized that Peter had fallen asleep again too! How could he sleep now? I was so scared! 


“Psst, Peter!” I started to call, when all sorts of things started happening . . . 


 . . . things like, first there was a loud rumble and then a big bang and several other noises and then the door to the refrigerator opened for a minute. While it was open, the light showed me that we were not alone anymore. The kitchen was full! I could see an orange Jelly Monster, and a red one, a green one, a black one . . . and, this is what really scared me, I could feel there was a blue one too, but I could not see it!


The Jelly Monsters were flying all over the kitchen, crashing into everything and making an incredible mess. I know what Jelly Junior said, but they did not sound very friendly to me! There were so many of them! 


Jelly Junior did wake up though and fly out of the jar to meet them. It was funny to see him fly though. He had said that he had not learned properly and it was trued that he did not fly very straight! But the other Jelly Monsters saw him and all gathered around him.


“Tell them, Jelly Junior!” I cried. “Tell them we are your friends!” But he was busy hugging and kissing the orange Jelly Monster, who must have been his mother, and had forgotten all about us.


The blue Jelly Monster – who must have been the Daddy – did not like big people any more than our Dad liked Jelly Monsters! He grabbed us with a loud roar and said “oordi dooli doobi oor” in a really scary voice like the red Jelly Monster had before. That made us really little again. 


Then he put us up on top of a shelf where he left us to hide behind what looked like a row of gigantic cans of tomato sauce! Have you ever looked at a can of tomato sauce up close? I think this one got banged against something. It had a huge dent in it.


“Hey! You put us down!” We yelled. “Jelly Junior!” 


But no one could hear us. We were so little now. I told Peter we had better hide. Who knew what the Jelly Monsters would have done to us if they had caught us again!


The Jelly Monsters seemed happy they had found Jelly Junior and they jumped around together for a while making an incredible mess all over the kitchen. Finally, Jelly Junior remembered us and explained that we were not like other big people and that we had saved him. He said we were funny looking!


His Daddy – the blue Jelly Monster – did not look very convinced. He did not like big people at all.


Jelly Junior was all excited. He said he wanted to show us where he lived and play with us in his house. But the blue Jelly Monster said that was ridiculous. 


“Big people don’t like Jelly Monsters! I have told you a thousand times. They just wash us down the drain all the time!” He said and the other Jelly Monsters did not say anything at all. They knew what big people did to Jelly Monsters. 


Jelly Junior tried to argue, but the blue Jelly Monster stopped him.


“I don’t want to hear another word.” He said and the Jelly Monsters all flew off. And not a moment too soon. I could hear footsteps in the dining room. I wondered what would have happened if Mom and Dad had run into the Jelly Monsters. I did not want them to wash the Jelly Monsters down the drain, but I did not want the Jelly Monsters to hurt Mom and Dad either.


Mom and Dad must have heard the Jelly Monsters crashing about in the kitchen and be coming to look. What were they going to say when they saw all the mess and us so small. I wondered if they would even be able to find us hiding behind the cans of tomato sauce up on the shelf! 


Mom and Dad saw all the mess in the kitchen all right – how could they miss it? – but they did not ask us what it was or how it got there. And they did not even ask us why we were so small and hiding behind the cans of tomato sauce up on the shelf. They did not say anything at all to us. They just got mad. Maybe that was the worst thing they could have done. 


Mom and Dad knew without asking that it had to be us who had made all the mess.
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Chapter Seven: The letter





The next day was Sunday and I thought it would never end. Mom and Dad were still mad at us for making all the mess in the kitchen and told us that we should stay in our room that day. 


	“We think you know why.” Mom and Dad said. “Or do we have to tell you?”


We both knew that Mom and Dad would never believe us if we said that the Jelly Monsters had made the mess they had found in the kitchen and not us. So we said nothing at all. I did not get to go to school that day as it was Sunday and we had no one to play with. And the Jelly Monsters had been so unfriendly and scary the night before we did not want to see them again either. 


	And yet I did miss Jelly Junior. When we found him, I thought we had found a really fun friend. Peter and I tried to play games by ourselves, but it was no fun at all and the hours just crawled by. It was really boring.


	Then something happened. I think we were even more scared than usual because nothing had been happening at all. I don’t know because Jelly Monsters can be pretty scary anyway.


	There was a rumbling. It was not so very loud at first but it got louder and there was a big bang and a huge flash and then suddenly the red Jelly Monster was standing there in front of us. I don’t know how the red Jelly Monster got in the room – the windows were all closed – but there it was. 


	And after last night I did not want to ask it how it got there.


	Peter and I did not have to talk about what we were going to do! We just got up and started off running down the big front staircase. 


Peter was screaming: “Jelly Monster! Jelly Monster!” 


That brought Mom and Dad out.


“What is all that racket?” Dad asked. “I thought I told you two to stay in your room!”


“Haven’t you already made enough mess for one week?” That was Mom. She would never believe us that we had not made the mess, but that it had been the Jelly Monsters.


“The red Jelly Monster is in our room!” Peter said.


“Are we talking about Jelly Monsters again?” Dad said. “Jelly Monsters do not exist. Now back to your room, both of you. I do not want to hear another word.”


We were trapped. A Jelly Monster in our room and Mom and Dad who did not believe in Jelly Monsters and were telling us to go back to our room! What would you do?


We decided to go back. Maybe the Jelly Monster would have gone away. It was clear that Mom and Dad were still there.


When we got back to our room, the Jelly Monster was gone but in its place we found . . .


. . . we found a letter! Yes, it was a letter from a Jelly Monster! A huge piece of very sticky paper with letters on it that looked like they were written with brown jelly. 


I picked up the letter. It was hard to read though because the paper was really very thick and very sticky and the letters kept smudging together.





“Dear David and Peter,” It began. The Jelly Monsters knew our names! “We are sorry about what happened in the kitchen. Jelly Junior asked me to come see you and I can’t blame you for running away. We run away when we see big people too. 


“But we just want to be friends. Jelly Junior said he had a lot of fun playing with you yesterday. He said I should leave you this letter. He wanted to write it himself but he can’t yet because he is too little. 


“If you ever want to be friends with us, just say the following words: “Jimo mimo dimo jeep!” and we will come to see you. Any time you like.


“Yours sincerely,


“Your friend, the Red Jelly Monster”





	When I had finished reading the letter, it sort of melted away suddenly – like it had been waiting for me to finish reading it!


“Well that is what the letter said anyway.” I told Peter. I hoped he remembered what it said and what the magic formula was to call the Jelly Monsters, because we didn’t have the letter anymore. I could remember pretty well. But we did not have much time to talk about it then, because Mom was calling us to come down to dinner and when she called us we had to go. 


Dinner was very quiet that night. We did not get pancakes and we did not get to watch Walt Disney’s Wonderful World of Color after dinner. And we did not get to play games either. And we did not get baths, or stories or kisses or back rubs when we went to bed. 


We were just glad to be allowed to go to bed at all.
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Chapter Eight: Feeling really little at school!





Mom and Dad were still mad at us at breakfast on Monday morning too. They did not talk about the mess in the kitchen or Jelly Monsters though. They just talked about ordinary things. Like what Peter and I had to get done for school and when Mom and Dad would be back from their work. It seemed really strange because that was not what we were thinking about at all. We could not tell Mom and Dad about the letter the red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior had sent us and that had melted away on us because Mom and Dad would never have believed us.


“We have to tell someone though.” Peter said later we went out of the house to walk to school.


“I will tell the kids in my class.” I agreed. “Kids know better than grownups about these things.” 


I met with all the kids from my class behind the swings at recess. Everyone wanted to hear what was happening and I told them all about the Jelly Monsters and the letter.


“Jelly Monsters, wow!” Tommy Spotted-horse said, and all the kids wanted to see them. “This is great!”


“But Jelly Monsters can be dangerous!” Eric Schultz warned us. “Let’s not be silly!” I agreed with him that Jelly Monsters could be scary, but the red Jelly Monster had written us a letter and Jelly Junior was great. We had to try to talk to them!


The red Jelly Monster had said that we could call them whenever we wanted, so I did recite the magic words: 


“Jimo mimo dimo jeep!” 


And . . .


. . . well, for a while nothing really happened at all! All the kids were watching and waiting and I did not know how long it was supposed to take for Jelly Monsters to appear when you called them.


Then, it must have been a few minutes later, the swings began to shake all by themselves and there was a loud rumbling. Then there was a big flash and then, right in front of the whole class, the red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior appeared.


It was kind of funny though. After all the show, when the red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior finally got there, they were both very little.


Everyone was excited and everyone wanted to ask questions.


“Before I tell you anything though,” the red Jelly Monster said, “I want to make you all little like me. I’ve always heard that big people always just wash Jelly Monsters like us down the drain all the time. I’m scared to see you all so much bigger than I am. We can make ourselves big too, but it takes a lot of magic.”


The kids all assured her that they never washed Jelly Monsters down the drain and would never try to hurt anybody, but they agreed to get small (I think they thought that would be fun anyway really) and the red Jelly Monster went from one kid to the next saying “oordi dooli doobi oor” in a really serious voice like the red and blue Jelly Monsters had to us before, and we all got really little. It was lots of fun!


There were lots of us though so by the time the red Jelly Monster had finished doing “oordi dooli doobi oor” to all the kids, she had used up all her magic for that day. 


She did not know how to make us big again! 


For a while, it did not really matter that she could not make us big again, because we just wanted to run around together in the playground. Now that we were the same size, we could tell that the red Jelly Monster was just a kid like us, and we all knew about Jelly Junior. The swings and seesaws all looked very different when we were only two inches tall! And it was fun to run around all over and climb up over everything chasing the Jelly Monsters. 


But soon recess was over and the bell was ringing! We had to get back to class – only now we were little so it would have taken forever to go that far. How could we get to class? And what would the teacher say if we did not go?


“Bootsie!” I said suddenly. I told the other kids that Bootsie was our cat. “Bootsie could carry us!” 


I think the kids liked the idea of riding to class on the back of a cat and they all agreed. 


“Would you go ask Bootsie to come take us to class?” I asked Jelly Junior.


“The last time I saw her, I had to put her up in a tree! That cat wanted to eat me!” Jelly Junior said. “But if it will help you, I will do it.”


After a while, Jelly Junior and the red Jelly Monster carried Bootsie back from our house to the school with their magic and we all climbed on the cat’s back. 


Have you ever ridden on the back of a cat? It can get really bumpy. But we had to go as fast as possible anyway as it was already late by the time we got back in the building.


We had almost made it to the classroom when suddenly a big strong hand appeared and lifted Bootsie gently up off the ground.


“No cats allowed in school!” The man connected to the hand said. We were so small that he seemed miles away but we knew who it was: It was Willie, the janitor who fixes everything when it gets broken at school. I don’t think he was expecting to get any answer.


“But Willie!” We called out to him. “We have to ride on Bootsie to get back to class!”


“What? What?” Willie said, looking around. “Who said that?”


“We did!” We shouted. 


“In your hands!” Bootsie said. “They’re riding on my back.” I don’t know if Willie was more surprised to see that we had become so small or to be told by a cat! He did not ask any questions though. 


“The teachers are always doing strange things in this school!” He muttered to himself. “I had better just take this cat to the classroom and let the teacher worry about what to do with it.” 


And Miss Malone was very worried. She kept looking for us everywhere. Miss Malone was checking the door for what must have been the hundredth time when Willie got there carrying Bootsie. 


“I think this is your cat, Miss.” He said handing Bootsie out to Miss Malone. 


“Cats do not belong in schools!” Miss Malone was about to say when Bootsie started crying. I never knew Bootsie wanted to go to school so much. She must have been so sad to see me go off to school each day without her.


“I do not ask you teachers any questions about how you teach your classes!” Willie said and handed Bootsie over to Miss Malone. She did not look very happy about it but took the cat from Willie without saying anything else. She just let Bootsie jump out of her hands.


“I am going to count to three and then look at the desks and I had better see the kids there!” Miss Malone said. And she sounded serious.


Bootsie ran around the room and we all jumped off her back and onto our desks. So when Miss Malone opened her eyes, we were all standing on top of our desks.


It did not seem to make Miss Malone very happy to find us all so tiny when she opened her eyes. And when we all started telling her that a Jelly Monster had made us so little and that we had had to come to class riding on the back of a talking cat – all without raising our hands or anything – well . . .


. . . well, I think I had better use another chapter to tell you what happened then.
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Chapter Nine: Cats and tiny kids, jelly and Jelly Monsters at school!





I don’t know about your school, but there were lots of rules at mine. We had to sit with our desks in straight rows, raise our hands when we want to talk, never talk unless the teacher gave us permission and do show and tell every Monday. And when the bell rang at the end of recess, we were supposed to go straight back to our classroom.


	And, Miss Malone told us, she was not very happy with us, because, she said, if there was one rule at school that was really important, it was probably that no cats were allowed in school. No cats, talking or otherwise, and no tiny little kids, no jelly of any kind and certainly no Jelly Monsters!


	And Miss Malone thought rules were very important. 


	The first thing Miss Malone did was send Bootsie home. I did not say anything. What could I have said? But I wondered how we were supposed to get back home ourselves now. It was so far for someone as little as we were now.


	Then Miss Malone started walking up and down in front of the desks.


	“Jelly Monsters?” Miss Malone said. “Made you all really little, hmmm. . . . Had to ride on a cat?” She kept saying really funny things like that. They sounded sort of like questions, but I do not think she wanted us to answer her. She was mad that we had not come back to class on time after recess and she did not want to hear anything more about us being small or about Jelly Monsters or riding on the backs of talking cats!


Then Miss Malone saw something on the desk in front of me. The red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior had not let Miss Malone see them in the shape of persons and just looked like two messy piles of jelly! I thought Miss Malone was going to go crazy.	


“Just wait till I get a cloth!” She said. “I am going to wash that horrible jelly down the drain right away.” 


We could not let the teacher do that to the Jelly Monsters! Miss Malone was going to be mad if she did not find them when she came back, but we had to do something. 


“Wake up! Wake up! Jelly Monsters!” We all called out. “Please fly away!” 


The red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior took the shape of persons again slowly. They looked very scared and I think they thought they were safer looking like plain jelly. But we kept calling to them so they did fly away just before Miss Malone came back with the cloth. 


	“Now where did all that jelly go?” Miss Malone asked when she got back and she did look mad.


“What jelly?” We all answered as if there had not been any jelly on my desk at all. I think Miss Malone could see that we were not going to tell her anything else and waved her finger at us. Maybe we were being a little mean to Miss Malone, but what could we have said? We couldn’t let her wash the Jelly Monsters down the drain!


Then Miss Malone called the principal on the telephone on her desk. 


	“We have a situation here.” She told the telephone. “I think you had better come and see for yourself because I do not think I could tell you everything on the telephone!” 


	She did not say anything more to us, but I could tell we were in trouble.


	Our principal was a really big man. I had only ever seen him before up on stage like a play in the school gymnasium. He always had a bright white light shining on him that made his white shirt seem to glow on his big, fat stomach. He had a loud, deep voice and used really big words. But I do not think he was talking to us then.


 	Miss Malone told him something about Jelly Monsters and the cat and about us coming back in late after recess, but he never asked us anything at all. I don’t think he even noticed that we were all really little and standing on top of our desks. 


	It was pretty late by the time the principal arrived and the school busses for the other kids had already left. The principal told Miss Malone that she should drive us home herself in her car.


	“Your parents are going to hear about this!” The principal said. This was the only thing he said to us directly and we could tell that that was bad.


The principal called all the parents on the telephone while Miss Malone drove us home, so both Mom and Dad came home from work to take us from the teacher when she got to our house. And they were pretty mad. I don’t know why, because we had not done anything wrong. 


Mom and Dad did not even notice that we were very little and did not ask us what had really happened. What had happened anyway? We had just told Miss Malone the truth! 


Mom and Dad told us to wait in our room and talked to the teacher for a while in Dad’s office. I don’t know what they were talking about but it took a long time. Peter and I just sat in our room doing nothing at all and Mom and Dad looked really serious when they came into our room after the teacher went away.


“So you told all the kids at school about Jelly Monsters?” They asked us. What a funny thing to say, I thought. All they had to do was look at us and they could tell that the Jelly Monsters had made us little.


But I could tell that they did not want us to say anything. It was strange. They left us sitting in our room alone as a punishment for telling the other kids about the Jelly Monsters! 


Why did Mom and Dad hate the Jelly Monsters so much?
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Chapter Ten: The Jelly Monsters’ House





That night, Mom and Dad sent us to bed early because of all the trouble we had made at school. They did not even tuck us in. They just took us upstairs and put us in our room. That did not really matter though, because we did not plan to go to sleep anyway.


We knew we could get into even more trouble, but neither Peter nor I wanted to leave the Jelly Monsters just like that for no good reason. It was just not fair.


“We have got to try to talk to them again and thank them for coming to school today.” We agreed.


When we were sure that Mom and Dad were safely busy in the living room downstairs, we sat on the floor in the middle of the room and recited the magic words: 


“Jimo mimo dimo jeep!” 


For a minute nothing happened at all, but I was used to that now. I only hoped the Jelly Monsters would still come at all after Miss Malone had said she was going to wash them down the drain.


Then, our house started to shake. I could hear Mom and Dad still talking down in the living room. What were Mom and Dad saying to each other about all this shaking? 


And then suddenly the red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior were standing there in front of us. They were little and looked pretty scared.


“We have got to be quick!” They told us. “The Mommy Jelly Monster was really mad at us for going to your school today. She said we could have been washed down the drain!”


“Like almost happened!” We both cried. “And the teacher and principal and our big people Mom and Dad are mad at us too.”


“We can’t stay long.” They told us. “We told the Mommy Jelly Monster all about you and I think she believed us, sort of. I don’t know what the Daddy Jelly Monster will say! Come back and play with us in our house though! No one will think to look for you there and we can get you back here before your Mom and Dad wake up in the morning!”


This was just what we wanted to ask them to let us do!


“Of course we will come!” We both said.


	“It’s a good thing you are still little!” The red Jelly Monster said. “It takes a lot of magic to make you little like that! Now close your eyes, because I am going to fly and I think you would be scared.” She picked us up in her big red sticky arms and opened the window. Then she started flying. Up and up. And really fast. 


I did not close my eyes at all the whole way though. It was neat to be up so high in the sky and to look down at all the little houses. Who were the people who lived in them all?


I could see our big yellow house down below us. I wondered what our house would say if it knew we were going to spend the night at a Jelly Monster’s house! 


I know. Houses can’t talk. But cats and dogs can’t talk either unless a Jelly Monster helps them!


The red Jelly Monster carried us far far away. Finally, she came down and landed on the top of a pretty mountain. From up there, we could see all the big people houses in the valley way down below.


And on top of the mountain, we found a pretty two-story white house like a doll house just the right size for Jelly Monsters. And it was just the right size for us too now the red Jelly Monster had made us little. 


But it was the strangest place you ever saw. Everything in it was made of jelly! 


	The red Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior opened the door and snuck us up the stairs to their room. It looked a lot like our room and they had lots of toys to play with – only they were very different from our toys. Still, it was not hard to figure out what to do and soon we were all four playing noisily together.


	When suddenly . . .


. . . suddenly the door to their room flew open and the orange Mommy Jelly Monster appeared. She must have heard all the noise and I don’t think she was very happy to find big people like us playing in her children’s room.


	Jelly Junior and the red Jelly Monster were not afraid to see their Mommy standing there though. 


	“Come meet our big people friends, Mommy!” They said. “These are the nice big people we told you about!”


	“I was beginning to think you did not exist!” The orange Jelly Monster told us and gave us a great big hug. It felt nice, but it was really sticky. Can you imagine what it would be like to be hugged by a great big monster all made out of jelly? “Is it true that you saved Jelly Junior for us?” she wanted to know.


	“And they saved us at school too!” We said.


	“What did I tell you?” Jelly Junior said. “Aren’t they funny looking?”


	“I have never really seen a big person close up like this.” The orange Jelly Monster admitted. “Are they really all little like you?”


	“Actually, it was the red Jelly Monster that made us this little.” Peter told her. “We are just kids, but we are usually much bigger than this!” 


The orange Jelly Monster burst out laughing.


	“That was just some of our magic. We can do magic, you know.” 


The orange Jelly Monster seemed very nice.


“We never saw a Jelly Monster before Jelly Junior either.” Peter said. “Do you mind if we stay at your house tonight? Our big people Mom and Dad are mad at us.”


“I don’t know what the blue Jelly Monster will say.” The orange Jelly Monster said. “That is the Daddy. But now you have seen where we live. I suppose we could not change that even if we wanted to.”


She told us to come into the living room and have a seat on the couch. It was really comfortable but it was really sticky too and made a funny squishy noise when we sat down. I suppose that I would have said it was gross to sit on a couch made out of jelly before I met the Jelly Monsters in person. But really it felt pretty good!


“What would you like for dinner?” The orange Jelly Monster asked. We had already eaten but there was always room for more.


“Pancakes!” Peter yelled. He had not forgotten that we had not eaten many pancakes at home on his birthday. So we had pancakes and they were really good. But they were different too, because they were all made out of jelly.


After dinner, Jelly Junior wanted to watch a cartoon on TV. I was not surprised that the TV was made out of jelly too. I was getting used to that. But the pictures were all in bright beautiful colors like the Jelly Monsters themselves and not at all like our old black and white TV at home. 


The show was odd too. It was all about strange creatures that kept chasing Jelly Monsters all over the place and trying to wash them down the drain. The Jelly Monsters had to run away from these creatures all the time! When I looked closer, the strange creatures were big people like us. 


“We are not all like that!” I told them.


“I am so glad.” The orange Jelly Monster said. 


The blue Jelly Monster was not so convinced when he got back home. 


“What are these big people doing in my house?” The blue Jelly Monster exclaimed when he saw us. As if we were the dirtiest most dangerous things he had ever seen. “Now they are here, all the Big People will be looking for them and will find all the Jelly Monsters. No big people have ever seen where we live or how we do magic before.”


But the other Jelly Monsters finally calmed the blue Jelly Monster down and even he had to realize that we were only just kids. And he was a good Daddy to his own kids and could see that we were just like Jelly Junior and the red Jelly Monster. 


In the end, he agreed to take us home the next morning so that we would be there when our parents woke up – on one condition, he said: That we save some Jelly Monster friends of his that had gotten trapped in jelly jars at the supermarket.


We said we would be happy to help and made big secret plans together to carry out a big mission the next day.


That night we slept in a great big bed in Jelly Junior’s room that was made of . . .  


. . . well, what do you think it was made of? It was made out of jelly, of course, and it was really sticky but very comfortable.


The next morning, the blue Jelly Monster woke us up early.


“I better get you back to your big people house now.” The blue Jelly Monster said. “I will make you big again as soon as we get there. And any time you want to, just give us a call. You know how. It would be fun to see you again.”


	When he had taken us back and made us big again, the blue Jelly Monster flew off back to his Jelly Monster family while our Mom and Dad were still sleeping in their room in our big people’s house. 


It was sad that they could not like each other.
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Chapter Eleven: On a mission to save Jelly Monsters!





We had both slept very well at the Jelly Monsters’ house that night, but we thought it would be best if our big people Mom and Dad found us in bed like normal when they woke up. We did not want to get into any more trouble!


Peter was about to get into bed when I stopped him.


 “Careful!” I said. “We are still all covered in jelly! We had better take a bath before Mom and Dad see us.”


We must have made too much noise in the bathroom, because Mom and Dad rushed in and were very surprised to find us taking a bath by ourselves.


“Just look at you two. All covered in jelly! How did you get like that?” Mom asked, and she did not know that we had already gotten most of it off. What would she have said if we told her we had slept the night at a Jelly Monster’s house?


“You did a very nice job making your beds this morning.” Dad said. We did not always make our beds so very well without being asked in the morning! But we did not tell him that the beds were still made from the day before and that we had not slept in them at all that night.


It felt strange to eat normal food at breakfast with Mom and Dad that morning. And we talked about ordinary things again, about what we had to do for school and when Mom and Dad would get home from their work. But this time we really could not tell them what we were thinking about. Mom and Dad would never have let us take Jelly Monsters to the supermarket to save other Jelly Monsters! But we could not just leave the Jelly Monsters trapped in the jelly jars like that!


	I felt a little sad when Mom and Dad got us all ready to go to school, but we could not tell them that we did not plan to go to school that morning. We were probably going to get in a lot of trouble, Peter and I knew, but we had to help the Jelly Monsters!


	When breakfast was over, we made a big show of saying goodbye as if we were about to walk to school as usual, but instead Peter and I snuck upstairs. We had to find proper clothes for our mission. 


It was Peter’s idea to dress up like a grownup with him standing on my shoulders so that we looked like one grownup. We put on some of Dad’s clothes. It was true that if people saw two kids going into the supermarket just like that, they would have asked us why we weren’t in school like we should have been. And if they saw us let the Jelly Monsters into the supermarket, well, then we would really have been in trouble.


	We started walking to the supermarket with Peter on my shoulders and I must admit we must have been pretty funny to look at. Peter was wearing a big furry Russian winter hat that Dad has. People don’t wear hats nowadays all that much, and not Russian ones in Kansas, and not winter hats in November. It was not even all that cold. But we had to hide Peter’s face a bit.


	And Dad’s magenta and black striped college scarf. I said we did not need it, but Peter said it was important. That and the big winter coat – we did need that to hide me under with Peter standing on my shoulders. But it got really hot in there. 


Not many people were walking on the sidewalks along Kentucky Street at that time, but we did see Mr. Mott drive by in his rickety old brown van. Mr. Mott took us horseback riding. He was very old. He had taken Mom horseback riding when she was little like us too. And he had already been old way back when she was little! He was always very nice to us.


“Hello, Peter!” He said. He recognized my brother even though he was so tall and was wearing a funny Russian hat. Mr. Mott was a special person though. I think he could do magic. Maybe other people would not be able to see through our disguise so quickly, I thought.


	After a while, the Jelly Monsters found us on the sidewalk and carried us the rest of the way to the supermarket. I didn’t think I would have been able to walk all the way with Peter on my shoulders. We usually go by car with Mom and Dad. 














�
Chapter Twelve: Caught!





Everything went smoothly with our secret mission at the supermarket at first. We let the Jelly Monsters in and, when it all happened, Peter and I were standing in the aisle next to the jelly aisle. That is Peter was standing on my shoulders and wearing Dad’s long winter coat with the Russian hat and English scarf. We pretended to be reading all the labels on the cereal boxes and tried to look as much like grownups – or like just one grownup really -- as possible.


	But what all happened? 


Well . . . 


. . . well, when we let all the Jelly Monsters into the supermarket, they had gone to the aisle with all the jars of jelly on the shelves. And then at exactly 9:00 like we had planned it the night before – that was the secret agreement – they smashed all the jelly jars on the floor to let out the Jelly Monsters that had been trapped inside.


	All the jelly jars smashing on the floor made an incredible racket. There was no one in the jelly aisle when it happened but you can bet all the people from the supermarket came running as soon as they heard all the noise. And when they saw Peter and me standing in the next aisle and trying to look like one grownup they decided we must have made all the mess in the next aisle! I do not know how they could tell that we were two kids in disguise and not just another ordinary grownup. But they grabbed us and took us to the jelly aisle.


	There was a huge mess. Broken glass and jelly everywhere! But we could just see the last of the Jelly Monsters flying away – the ones we already knew would be there and three other ones. I was scared that they had caught us, but I was glad that the Jelly Monsters were getting away! 


Our secret mission had been a success!


	The people from the supermarket did not see the Jelly Monsters getting away and we did not show them. They could only see the mess of jelly all over the aisle and they could see us and they knew we were not supposed to be there all alone on a school day!


	Boy, were they mad!


	They took us back to the big office and looked at us all angry and mean. 


	“But we were in the other aisle when it happened!” Peter said. It had been his idea to be in a different aisle when the Jelly Monsters knocked all the jelly jars off the shelves. 


	But all our plans did not make much difference. We were just kids and we should not have been there at all and we were dressed funny. That was enough to prove it was our fault.


	“What are your Mommy’s and Daddy’s names?” The big bosses from the supermarket kept screaming at us. They never asked us what had happened at all. 


When Dad got to the supermarket from his work a little later, he was mad at us too and he did not ask us what had happened either. In fact, he did not want to talk to us much at all. It was like he thought he already knew what had happened.


	When Mom got there, she hugged us and kissed us. She had been crying, I think. She did ask us lots of questions but not about what had happened in the supermarket that morning. She kept asking things like if Mommy and Daddy got mad at us too much and did not play with us enough. We tried to say that none of what had happened had anything to do with them at all and that the Jelly Monsters . . . 


But she did not want to hear anything about Jelly Monsters. It just made her cry again when we tried to tell her.


	The police came too and all the bigwigs from the supermarket. Even Miss Malone and the principal from our school arrived. Everyone was talking very loud to each other again. I wondered what they could be talking about because no one asked us what had happened and we were the only ones who knew.


	In the end, Dad had to give the supermarket a lot of money. I think he was glad to get the whole thing all over with, but I do not think he was very happy about giving them all that money!


	On our way back in the car, Mom and Dad told us to pack our suitcase when we got home, because we were going on a trip that afternoon. That was the first I had heard that we were going on a trip! I thought a trip would be a lot of fun, but I was not sure why we were going on one just then.


	When we were getting our stuff ready for the trip, we saw Tommy Spotted-Horse in front of our house. We had not come to school and he must have heard that we were in trouble. We told him that we were being taken away on a trip and that everyone was mad because we had saved the Jelly Monsters trapped at the supermarket. We had to tell him everything in whispers out the front window from our room on the second floor so Mom and Dad wouldn’t hear. 


	Tommy Spotted-Horse said he was sorry that everyone had got so mad just because we wanted to help the Jelly Monsters. 


“The Jelly Monsters were so nice to us!” Tommy said. “I will tell the other kids at school what is going on!”


That was all we could tell Tommy before Mom and Dad came into our room. They were being extra extra nice and were taking us on the trip and everything, but I could tell that they were really very mad at us.


“We should not say anything to them about Jelly Monsters!” Peter whispered when we went to get in the car. 


I said I knew what Peter meant.











�
Chapter Thirteen: Our trip with Mom and Dad 





Whenever Mom and Dad wanted to go on a trip, we had to get in the car and drive and drive for hours and hours. But I didn’t really mind driving in the car. I told Peter stories a lot of the time, and we played lots of games together. We counted all the green or red or any color cars we saw on the highway and we looked at the license plates to see what states they came from.


We sat in the back seat and Mom and Dad sat up front where we could see the backs of their heads. They liked to talk in the car too, but they talked about serious grownup stuff most of the time. This time they were talking about what had happened at the supermarket that morning, but I could not hear most of what they said and they did not ask us anything. They used some funny words like “quality time” and talked about whether they got mad at us all the time. And I think I heard the words “Jelly Monsters”, though Peter and I had not said anything about them.


Places we went in cars with Mom and Dad were never very close and we got kind of tired of looking at license plates after a while.


“There goes one from Mars!” I said to Peter in a normal voice. “Just look at those afterburners!”


“And there goes one from Venus!” Peter answered. He said it loud. Mom and Dad said we always made too much noise in the car. And Peter said it as if it was normal to see cars from Venus driving down the highway like that.


After that we identified several more license plates on cars from ordinary states like Kansas and Mississippi. 


Mom and Dad did not say anything, but I was sure they were listening to us. Then we heard them say something in great big words and grownup talk that included the words “Mars” and “Venus” and “Jelly Monsters”. 


We laughed. It was fun to play games in the car, but oh my goodness, how many hours we had to drive and drive.


	The place we were going to when we finally got there was really pretty though. Mom and Dad had found a little brown wooden cabin out in the middle of the woods somewhere and there was a nice clearing with tall green grass in front of it. 


	“Home, home on the range, where the deer and the antelope play!” Peter sang. He knew that I liked that song.


	“Where seldom is heard, a discouraging word, and the skies are not cloudy all day!” I answered. I don’t think there are supposed to be any trees on the range though and here it was all green and pine trees. But the skies were not cloudy. That was right. And I could picture deer and antelope playing in the clearing in front of the cabin.


	It was too late to do very much by the time we arrived. We made a little campfire and toasted marshmallows and told stories though. It was lots of fun.


	The next day we went for a long hike with Mom and Dad. Mom wore trousers! She never wore trousers usually! It was a very pretty place and it was fun to be with them all day with no school, no telephones, no work and (I think Mom and Dad were thinking) no Jelly Monsters. 


	We hiked up to the top of a hill where Dad’s book said you could look at a pretty valley. Peter and I ran on ahead laughing and giggling and, well, I guess we were not paying as much attention as we should have been. So . . .


	. . . so we fell. We fell down the side of the cliff. We fell and fell. Down and down. It was only luck really that we landed in a little spot on the cliff covered in leaves about halfway down. It was still a very long way down and it was already a long way to climb back up and the place we were sitting in was very small. It was very pretty there but I did not like it one bit.


	“Help! Help!” We cried and we were both really very scared. 


Mom and Dad started yelling from the top of the cliff and I bet they were pretty scared too. What were they supposed to do? They could not climb down to save us and it was a very long way to go back to get help and I didn’t know how long Peter and I were going to be able to sit there on this tiny ledge without falling. It was pretty, but . . .


	“Help!” We started screaming again. “Help!”


	“Let’s call the Jelly Monsters!” Peter said. “Maybe they can get us out of here.” 


And that is what we did.


	“Jimo mimo dimo jeep! Jimo mimo dimo jeep!” We yelled. 


And I am not sure about this but I think I heard Mom and Dad yelling “Jimo mimo dimo jeep!” from the top of the cliff too.


	Well, it was not long before the whole Jelly Monster family was there and picked us up and started carrying us up to where Mom and Dad were standing. The Jelly Monsters did not even make us little before they picked us up. There was no time.


	I could tell that the Jelly Monsters were scared to be so close to big people. They made themselves about the same size as big people with their magic and kept their human shape even when they were close to grownups. Peter and I were in danger and they risked everything to save us.


	“But… but…” Mom and Dad were saying. You can imagine that they were very surprised. They had been looking for us everywhere up there on the top of the cliff and they were very glad to see us. 


We told them that the Jelly Monsters had saved us and that they were being very nice to make themselves so big when there were big people there. And Mommy and Daddy said, “Jelly Monsters . . . yes . . . Oh, we are so glad to see you safe!” And they were hugging us and crying and jumping around. 


	The blue Jelly Monster looked happy that we were all right and with our Mom and Dad again like that and, well, the whole thing turned out really nice. 


Mom and Dad said they were so very happy that the Jelly Monsters had saved us!

















�
Chapter Fourteen: More big men in big dark suits





Everything was different at 1408 Kentucky Street when we got back from our trip. Mom and Dad had told us that they were glad the Jelly Monsters had saved us. But that was not all. Just about the whole town knew about the Jelly Monsters too.


	Dad called out to Mom waving a newspaper he had found lying on our porch.


	There, on the front page, was a picture of Peter and me, and of all the mess there had been when the Jelly Monsters broke all the jelly jars in the supermarket. 


Wow! There really was jelly everywhere!


	And that was what was written under the picture: “JELLY EVERYWHERE!”


	Dad told us what else was written in the paper. Tommy Spotted-Horse had told everybody back at school that we were in trouble for helping the Jelly Monsters and of course the kids at school had even met the Jelly Monsters. 


The kids had made signs saying “DON’T EAT THE JELLY MONSTERS!” and “BE NICE TO MONSTERS!” And they had been standing in the parking lot outside the supermarket blocking everything ever since we left.


	Even Miss Malone and the principal from school had come to watch.


	The people at the supermarket were really mad because no one was coming to buy groceries from them! Dad pointed to three letters from the supermarket that he had found in the big black metal mail box with the golden eagle on it that Peter and I had picked out for Mom and Dad from the green stamps catalogue. And our telephone started ringing almost as soon as we got in the front door.


	“Yes. . . . Okay. . . .Yes.” Dad said to the telephone. It is funny the way people talk to telephones when you can’t figure out what they are talking about. “Eleven o’clock this morning then.”


	“There is going to be a meeting of the Board of Directors down at the supermarket.” Dad told Mom. “And they want us all to come down and explain what is going on.”


	He did not sound very happy about telling the people down at the supermarket about the Jelly Monsters. Mom and Dad both put on their going-to-work clothes and made us wear our best clothes too. They did not say anything to us, but I could hear them talking together and using those big and serious words again.


	We drove down to the supermarket without talking about anything. It was like something really bad had happened or was going to happen. And it did not get any better when we saw the people with signs in the parking lot – all our friends! 


We went inside without saying anything. But we did not go to where all the food was when we went shopping. We went to the back of the supermarket where there was a big dark room with a long wooden table and lots of chairs in it. All around the table big men in dark suits who looked like the principal of our school were staring at us. They all looked very serious.


	Dad talked to the men in dark suits for a long time. They sounded worried and a little excited and a little mad. I guessed it was about the Jelly Monsters and all the jelly jars that had been broken, and the kids with signs in the parking lot and the things we had seen in the newspaper. 


But Mom and Dad were not telling them that the Jelly Monsters had saved us on our trip and that everything we had said was true. I just could not believe my ears.


	Then I heard the people in the dark suits say something that made sense to me. They said that they could not stop selling jelly of any kind just because some little kids did not want them to. They said that Mom and Dad had to get us to tell the people with the signs to go away. And they said that they were losing lots of money and it was all our fault.


	I looked at Peter. He had thought of the same thing and we had to tell them. It was just like grownups not to ask us in the first place.


	“We want to say something!” I said and raised my hand to get their attention. But they just told us to be quiet. This was big people business and we should not make noise.


	“But you do not understand about the Jelly Monsters!” Peter yelled. He was getting mad at them now for ignoring us and I could not blame him. “Why don’t you ever just ask us when you do not know what you are talking about?”


	Now they were listening.


	“What is it you want to tell us about Jelly Monsters, little boys?” The man with the darkest suit said. I think he was the boss. He talked to us in a funny voice that was different from the way he talked to Mom and Dad. But I don’t think he talked to kids very often.


	“We just wanted to say that not all jelly is a Jelly Monster.” Peter said. 


“Jelly Monsters eat jelly – only jelly – so they are made of jelly and when people like you come into the room they look like jelly too.” I explained. “But not all jelly is a Jelly Monster. 


“Jelly Monsters sometimes get trapped in the jelly jars you sell and it is hard for grownups to see them. But there were only three Jelly Monsters in all that jelly that broke in your store. A white one, a brown one and a yellow one. All the rest was just normal jelly.”


	“And could we sell that other jelly, young man?” The big boss said.


	“Sure!” We both assured him. “Once you set any Jelly Monsters that have been trapped in the jars free, the rest of the jelly can be eaten or whatever you want.”


	“Can you tell which jars have Jelly Monsters in them and put labels on the others saying that they are “Guaranteed free of Jelly Monsters”?” The big boss asked. I think he thought he had found something the kids with the signs outside would like to hear.


	“We would be happy to.” We said. 


So it all ended nicely for the people at the supermarket. And Mom and Dad seemed to like what we had said too.
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Chapter Fifteen: My birthday party: Finally eight years old for real!





When the time came to have a birthday party for me – which we finally only had on November 29 because my real birthday on November 26 was a Tuesday – Mom made me a train cake too, and it was all vanilla and had signals on it from Dad’s electric train set. 


We asked Mom and Dad if we could invite Jelly Junior to come to my party and they said that it would be okay. This made us very happy.


	“You really do have fun with the Jelly Monsters, don’t you?” Dad said.


	“It seems a shame to call them ‘monsters’ though.” Mom said. “Why don’t you call them ‘Jelly People’?”


	“That would be good.” Peter and I both said. “But why not just call them ‘people’?”


	The blue Jelly Monster said it would be okay for Jelly Junior to come to a big people’s party without making himself all big too. He brought Jelly Junior to our house a little before the other kids arrived. Jelly Junior was all excited. He had never been to a big person party before. I don’t know if any Jelly Monster has. Has a Jelly Monster ever come to a birthday party at your house?


The other kids thought it was great to have Jelly Junior with us at the party. Jelly Junior did not have enough magic by himself to make us all little so that we would be the same size as he was but that was all right. I do not think the parents would have liked it much if their kids had all got little anyway. And the kids thought it was neat to play with someone as little as Jelly Junior was. 


But I don’t think Mom and Dad even saw that Jelly Junior had come at all in the end. He was so small that they could not see that we kids were all playing with him when they peaked into the dining room. I think they thought Jelly Monsters were always big because the Jelly Monsters had all used magic to make themselves big when they saved us on the cliff on our trip. 


Mom and Dad did not introduce Jelly Junior to the parents of the other kids either, so they all ended up going to the living room without ever meeting Jelly Junior properly at all. Only we kids got to play with him.


And when the party was over, most of the other parents had taken their kids home before the blue Jelly Monster got there to pick Jelly Junior up. Only Eric Schultz was still there and his Mommy and Daddy, who were talking to our Mom and Dad in the living room. 


“Shouldn’t we go and say ‘thank you’ to your Mom and Dad?” The blue Jelly Monster said. Peter and I could not see why not, but Eric looked at how tiny the blue Jelly Monster was and said he was not sure.


	Then we heard Eric’s Daddy ask Mom and Dad something about the Jelly Monsters.


	“What is all this about Jelly Monsters down at the supermarket?” Eric’s Daddy asked. He was laughing a bit and I could tell that he expected the answer he got to be funny.


	“Well, the kids have found an explanation that the people down at the supermarket seem to like and I think they are making an advertising bonanza out of it.” Dad told him. He did not tell Eric’s Daddy that the Jelly Monsters were real and that they had saved us on the cliff on our trip. And Dad did not tell Eric’s Mommy and Daddy that Jelly Junior had been in the other room at the party with them the whole time.


	“Yeah, Jelly Monsters!” Eric’s Mommy said. “Yuck! What will the kids come up with next? Just so long as they wash all that horrible jelly down the drain when they get finished!”


	I looked over at Eric Schultz and the blue Jelly Monster and Jelly Junior, who were all listening too. The blue Jelly Monster looked scared. 


	“I don’t think my Mommy and Daddy could ever believe in Jelly Monsters.” Eric told us. “And you should be careful too, David and Peter. I don’t think any grownups can really believe in Jelly Monsters very long. There are just some things grownups will never be able to understand.”


	The blue Jelly Monster was picking Jelly Junior up to take him back to the Jelly Monsters’ house. He looked very sad.


	“But is it okay for us kids at least to see you all again?” Peter asked him.


	“We will have to see.” The blue Jelly Monster said.
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