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Duncan bounced along paths that
led through rows and rows of corn.
His father said, "Go." His mother
said, "Careful." Mrs. Hatch said,
"Welcome. Eat. Enjoy."

"Oh," said Duncan. "This is going to
be a good day. I am on my way to
Mrs. Hatch's Blueberry Patch. I am
going alone because I am a puppy
with a very brave heart. Also, I
won't talk. I can just eat."
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When he got to the blueberry patch,
Duncan could not reach the latch to
open the gate so he crawled under
the fence. Everywhere he looked he
saw ripe blueberries waiting for his
eager paws to pull the branches and
berries right to his mouth. What
>\ glorious blueberries, sun-warmed
and juicy.
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Duncan ate and ate. He was
getting very full and very plump.
Just a few more," he told’himself. |

"My fur is getting tight."When he
mpulled_asiﬁe the branch that was

now empty, there, deep among the

bushes crowding.-thexcenter of the
patch; was the 'gggi?‘i‘;lueberry
Duncan had everseen. It was

almost touching the ground; it
was so big and ready to be picked.
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"That will make a fine gift for
my parents. I am bringing that
[\, one home. It will take a puppy
| with a very brave heart to get
the job done. And I am just the
puppy to do it. I think," he

Cbought.




Through the paths between the rows of
blueberry bushes, Duncan nudged the
super-sized berry. He pushed. He
shoved. He panted. He rolled the
blueberry right up against the fence.
"Oh, no,” Duncan moaned and shook his
puppy head. The berry could not fit

through the slats of the fence. 3 &
It definitely could not go over the top.
There was no room under the fence!
Duncan munched on some more.
blueberries and scratched his head to

think. — ==\ ||
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—"Well," he sighed at last. "Only one thing
— for a puppy with four legs to do." He
would dig a hole under the fence deep
|_enough to pass the blueberry through as
well as a plump puppy getting plumper
— by the minute. Duncan dug and dug.

— Then he dug some more. Sweat and dirt
™ flew through the air. Then Duncan tested
the size of the hole. He squeezed himself
under the fence. Then he dug some more.

At last, the berry cleared the fence.
s




Both the blueberry and the puppy
were now out of the blueberry
patch. Duncan had dug deep and
well. He was a very good puppy so
he took the time to put back all of
the dirt he had taken out before he
and the blueberry continued their
journey. Inch by inch, Duncan
moved the blueberry along. It was
hard work. He would stop and lean
up against the blueberry to rest.
Then he would push some more.
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When he sat next to rest, he heard a
tiny voice coming up to him from
somewhere near his right front paw.
"Whacha' doin'?" Duncan heard

from the grass. "Who's there?"
Duncan directed towards the voice.
"I'm the picnic guy," the voice b
offered. Duncan looked down.
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It was a teeny tiny creature "
with a big red and white
checkered bib covering most

of his body.The bib spoke:
"I'm the guy who is the
uninvited but expected guest
at every summer outdoor feast. 3
Yeah, me and my brother ants g
from the hill we party hard. So
what's happening hete, t‘fude?
You an/dp—that blueberry o
nbelievable size a e doing
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Duncan explained his plan. The
little ant had a taste for this
kind of adventure and asked if
he could come along. After all,
everybody knows ants can carry
objects many times over their
own weight and size. He would
help push and let the food
rewards fall where they may.
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As they moved and
chatted, the two of

them were startled when
a delicate creature flew
over their heads, landed
ever so gently right on
top of the blueberry, and
greeted them.
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this new arrival who knew
magic tricks for he could fly,
walk, and talk.

"Well, rap my top. What blue )
vistas have appeared before
my green orbs? The sky's
above so what's blue below?"
Duncan and the ant smiled at '
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Garret was a lime-green
grasshopper who greeted
them with gusto and got

to go along on the blueberry
push-a-thon because he was
greedy for games. With grit,
the grasshopper grunted as he
ground his strong legs into
the green grass and groaned
against gravit s they

got the blu b’eylﬁ;ﬁ'going,

the grassh pper gas ed:
"What a lot of gs!".
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steadier pace because of all the
[\ help. As they pushed and pushed,
?they heard a beautiful sound
coming from trees overhead.
Somebody was practicing the
" scales. She was in fine form. Soon
g_they caught a glimpse of a very
[“orange chest which puffed up and ,»
down with each note. *~
[T — . \d}“\;’)
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As always, the robin had come at the
very best moment and cheered every
heart. Duncan and his helpers
desperately needed this support as they
were now facing the toughest part of
their day long struggle. They had to
climb and move the blueberry up a very
steep hill, the last obstacle in their path
to reaching Duncan's home and success.
There was no way around it. If it weren't
for the robin, the blueberry might have
been forced to stay put here forever.
Then there would be another blueberry
hill. The robin sang at the very top of
her birdie lungs as she pressed her
toothpick thin feet up against the hefty
blueberry which bega cend slowly,

o
slowly, up, up_to-the" oﬁ%
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Then the ant, the grasshopper, the
robin and Duncan froze. There down
below they could see Duncan's yard [’
and house. But the team could not
hold the blueberry and move it slowly
down the steep hill. It would fall out
ml?of control and smash to pieces.
Duncan was a dog with a very brave
r.,heart. He had almost done what he
*had set out to do: Would they fail

A

L “now at the very last minute? Had all
their hard work been for nothing? .
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But Duncan was also a very smart dog. He
understood that even if they failed to get the
blueberry to his parents, he and his new
friends had faced their task together with
courage for it was a very big blueberry and

they were not. They all had already done
something amazing.The group stood at the
crest of the hill, teetering and balancing
themselves and the blueberry. They couldn't
stay there and hold on much longer so they
began the descent.




Their strength and will held untl ?\
the middle of the hill when the
blueberry suddenly rolled over
them and then they rolled over

the blueberry all tumbling over
and over each other until the
| great weight of the blueberry
- pulled it free of them. It picked
up speed as it raced down the
hill in a blur(of blue. ~— )
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Duncan and his friends
piled together at the bottom
of the hill. Then they got
up and looked towards
Duncan's house watching
the blueberry head for a
final encounter with an
object that would cause it
to explode into a million
blue bits.
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off of the blueberry to look at

Duncan's dad who was waving
at them from his garden. As the

front end of his wheelbarrow
rested on the ground, they
all were shocked to see an
enormous brown ball fly
right up into it.

Just then, they took their eyes




Duncan and his friends were
close enough to hear his dad
exclaim: "Ah, chocolate."
They all started laughing.
Duncan's dad then walked
up to the chocolate ball and
began to rub it with his
~glove. "Hmm," he said. "This
is really big. And very dirty.
"And blue."
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Once washed, the blueberry did indeed

make a fine gift. For days and days, the

whole neighborhood enjoyed the most

wonderful blueberry pies. Later, Duncan P
and his friends would tell this story




