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Blueberry Bob

 


It’s 6:00 am on
a beautiful summer morning. The sun is shining through Kamma’s
bedroom window and it wakes her up. She was dreaming about a big
bowl of cereal with a pile of fresh blueberries on it. No one else
in the family is awake yet. Kamma wipes the sleep from her eyes as
she makes her way into the kitchen for her breakfast treat.

She fills a
bowl with cereal, and tops it up with a large mound of blueberries.
She is about to take a big spoonful of scrumptious berries when
suddenly she hears a voice coming from her spoon.

“Hey, help! Put me down please!” Kamma was surprised and
immediately put the spoonful of blueberries down on the table
beside her cereal. A large blueberry comes rolling out of the pile
and said, “Good Morning, my name is Blueberry Bob.” Kamma said, “Oh, Good
morning, my name is Kamma. I didn’t know blueberries could
talk?”

Bob said, “Not
all of us can talk. I just happen to be one of the lucky ones.”
“Where are you from Bob?” asked Kamma.

“I was born and raised on a farm in southern Vancouver Island.
All my family and relatives were picked when they got ripe but I
managed to escape. Eventually I got picked up, bagged and frozen
with the others. It’s a long story!”

Kamma said,
“Could you tell me the story? I will eat my cereal with other fruit
and nuts this morning.”

“Sure,” said Bob.

Well, it began
about this time last year, August I think. I was still attached to
the blueberry plant with my family, friends and relatives. We were
all getting big, juicy and ripe. One morning we saw a group of
pickers all carrying buckets and heading our way. We knew they were
coming to get us so some of us tried to hide behind the leaves and
branches on the plant, but they still found all of us except
me.

I managed to
break loose from the plant, fall onto the dirt and bury myself
until the pickers left. After about an hour all the pickers had
their buckets full of berries and were heading back into the main
warehouse area. I stuck up my head and watched as they poured all
my blueberry family and friends into large cardboard boxes. It was
real sad to see them go.

I climbed out
of the dirt, cleaned myself off and laid in the warm sunshine
feeling happy that I hid from the pickers. Suddenly a dark shadow
appeared over me and I was snatched up by a huge bird and carried
high up into the sky.
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"Yikes!" I
screamed, but no one heard me. The bird held me tight in its claws
as it flew off towards the mountains. I could see the blueberry
farm far below but it was getting smaller the higher and farther we
flew.

After about 30
minutes the bird carrying me circled a large tree and landed in a
nest at the top of the tree. Inside the nest were 4 newly hatched
birds, but they were all sleeping. I was thinking that I was to be
their lunch time snack! The big bird released me inside of the nest
and flew off to get more food for the babies. I remained very quiet
and did not want to wake up the sleeping baby birds. I knew they
would be hungry when they woke up and I was their only food
available at this time. I quietly rolled myself to the edge of the
nest and looked down.

It was a long
ways down and I would be squished flat if I jumped. Next to me was
a beautiful Maple tree and I noticed its huge leaves were in the
process of dropping off and floating gently to the ground. I
decided the only way out of the nest and away from the birds was to
try and jump onto one of these big leaves as they fell to the
ground.

I waited until
I saw a leaf ready to break off then jumped onto it. As I jumped I
yelled "Ahhhhhhhh" and that woke up the baby birds. I held on tight
to the leaf as it gently drifted down. I looked up and saw 4 tiny
heads with hungry mouths opened watching me descend.

I was about 20
feet from the ground when suddenly a gust of wind blew me sideways
towards a river. A few minutes later I landed on the river and
began floating down towards the ocean.
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It was getting
dark now and there was not much I could do except wait to see where
I would eventually end up. I think I fell asleep, as the last I
could remember was seeing the moon and stars come out.

I woke up the
next day floating out in the ocean in amongst large waves. There
were sea gulls flying overhead and a number of fishing boats
around. The sun was shining bright and it was getting quite hot. I
began to sweat and shrivel up a bit. I thought I should try and
hide from the sea gulls before they spotted me.

I slid over the
side and under the leaf into the water. It was cool and felt good.
I floated for a few more hours out of the sun The waves got bigger
and the sea was rough. All of a sudden a gust of wind picked up the
leaf I was under and blew it away.

I was left
alone now bobbing up and down in the ocean. I thought to myself, I
wonder if that is why they call me Bob? It was dark now so I was in
no danger of being picked up by birds. I eventually drifted off to
sleep floating up and down, or should I say, bobbing up and down on
the waves?

The next
morning I awoke to the screams and laughter of little children
playing at the beach. I guess during the night I got washed up onto
a sandy beach and when the tide went out I was left on dry land. I
climbed up onto a piece of a leaf I found on the beach to dry
off.
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Soon I saw a
little girl carrying a bucket. It looked like she was collecting
sea shells, sea weed, pretty stones and anything else interesting
she found. She reached down and picked me up. I didn’t say a word.
She said, “Hey, this is pretty, must be a blue fish egg.” She then
put me into her bucket with the rest of her collection.

The bucket
smelled like a salty mixture of fish, clams and seaweed. But, at
least I felt I was safe in there. Soon I heard the little girl’s
mom call her and say it
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