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“Just remember,” the farmer cautioned. “Stay inside the tape!”

“Tape,” Selene frowned. “What tape?”

“Don’t worry,” Jonathan said. “He’s just asking us to stay inside this field.”

“What difference does it make?” Selene said, slinging her basket over her shoulder. “It’s a blueberry farm. You’re supposed to pick blueberries. What difference does it make?”

He shrugged. “It’s the farmer’s field. He makes the rules.”

“But it’s a blueberry field,” Selene repeated. “If I picked berries from the other field, what’s the worst that could happen?”

“Maybe there are snakes in the other field.”

Selene gave Jonathan a look.

“I’m kidding. There are no snakes.”

“There better not be, otherwise, next time we’re buying blueberries from the store.”

“Oh Selene,” Jonathan chuckled,” put his arm around her shoulder. “It’s not just about the blueberries. We’ve been sitting around the house every weekend this month, trying to figure out something to do. Fresh blueberries are always better than store-bought. Store-bought blueberries have pesticides on them and they spend too much time sitting on the shelf. Besides, they’re cheaper up here. We can pick a whole bunch of them and spend way less than we would have gotten them at home.”

“But it’s taking so long,” Selene moaned. “It took forever to drive up here.”

“It only took one hour,” Jonathan said. “Besides, you had fun. We stopped at that diner and ate onion rings. You like onion rings.”

Selene said nothing.

“Right?”

“Yes,” Selene murmured. “I do like onion rings.”

“Now we get see all of this beautiful scenery. You like looking at barns, right?”

“They’re...nice.”

“And we saw that cow! You love cows.”

Selene smiled. “It...has been a long time since I’ve see real cows.”

“See? We’re having fun.” Jonathan kissed her on the cheek. “That’s a good girl!”

“Don’t call me a good girl,” Selene muttered. “I’m not a child.”

“I’m sorry, dear. I just get so excited when we go out. I’ve wanted to go blueberry picking with you for ages, and now we’re finally doing it!”

“Alright, Jonathan” she said, “But how much longer do we need to be here?”

“Until we both fill our baskets with blueberries,” Jonathan explained. “I need several quarts of blueberries to make all of my recipes—that means plenty of blueberry muffins, blueberry pancakes, blueberry syrup, pickled blueberries, you name it!”

“And we can both go home so that I can finish my report?”

“I promise,” he said. “The sooner we fill our baskets, the sooner we can go home.”

Selene breathed a sigh of relief. “Okay, I’ll do it! Let’s hurry up!”

“Wait!” Jonathan said. “Don’t go past the tape!”

Selene paused just before crossing the plastic yellow tape. “Of course,” she said. “Lead the way.”

Selene followed Jonathan throughout the blueberry field, searching the bushes from plump, juicy blueberries. The bushes near the entrance had been picked clean, so Jonathon led Selene further out into the field. The further they walked, the more berried they found, but even on the edge of the field, there weren’t a lot of blueberries to be found.

“It must be late in the season,” Jonathon said. “I thought that we had more time. Either that, or it’s been a pretty busy few weeks.”

“There have to be some blueberries in this God-forsaken field!”

“Selene, shh!” Jonathan said. “The farmer will hear you.”

“I don’t care if he does. What’s the idea of charging people to pick blueberries in your field if there aren’t enough berries to pick?”

“Honey, it’s alright. We’ll find more berries, we just have to look a little harder.”

Selene scanned the bushes. “There’s hardly anything here.”

“There’s enough. We just have to keep looking.”

Selene found a berry and plucked it off the bush. Just as she was about to eat it, however, her stomach gurgled loudly.

“You hungry?” Jonathan asked.

“No.” Selene placed the berry in her basket. “I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course, I’m sure,” she smiled. “Let’s just find some more blueberries.”

“That’s the spirit,” Jonathan said. “The sooner we fill the baskets, the sooner we can leave.”

Selene was pleased. She was happy that Jonathan was on the same page, and that he was trying his best to hurry things up. She had promised him one weekend to pick blueberries, but she’d kept putting it off, thanks to work. The office was so busy this summer, and Selene was beginning to realize that all of that delaying had inadvertently put her in this position.

If only we’d come a week earlier, she thought. There would have been plenty of blueberries then. We could have filled our baskets in no time, and we’d probably be on our way home, already!

Jonathan plunged ahead. “We’ll get something to eat when we leave, dear.”

No! I don’t want to stop for food! I want to get home! I need to finish my work! I want to be back in my room! Selene searched the nearby blueberry bush. Luckily, she found a big, plump blueberry.

If I put this inside my basket, we’ll be able to leave quicker, but if I eat it I won’t have to stop on the way home to get dinner.

“Oh! That’s a big one,” Jonathan said. “Aren’t you going to put it in the basket? It’ll be perfect for my blueberry muffins.”

“Of course,” Selene said, dropping the berry into the basket. The sun was beating down on her from above. She mopped her brow and walked on. “Are we almost done?”

“There aren’t a lot of berries in this row,” said Jonathon, “But if we move up and down the rows, we’ll definitely find enough berries.”

“Are you certain that you can’t make muffins with berries from the grocery store?” Selene asked.

Jonathan frowned. “Why, are you alright? Are you hungry?”

“No, it’s just that we’ve been up and down these rows again and again, and we’re not even halfway done.”

Jonathan looked at his basket. “This is taking longer than I expected. Let me tell you what: why don’t we make this a race?”

“Race?”

“Yeah! The first one to fill up their basket will win a plate of potato skins when we go out for dinner.”

“No—I mean, I have a better idea,” Selene said. “If I win, we’ll drive straight home: no stops.”

“What about dinner—“

“We’ll get delivery. Come on, let’s get moving!”

“Wait a minute,” Jonathan said. “Don’t just run off.”

“Hey! Look at that!” Selene reached into a nearby bush. “I found three!”

Jonathan smirked. “Alright, but if I win, we’re stopping somewhere nice for a old-fashioned sit-down dinner—hey!” He reached into the bush. “I found two.”

“That means I’m winning,” Selene declared. “I’m going to win this. Just wait. I’ll be back here with a load of berries. Just wait!” She walk up and down the rows of bushes, inspecting them carefully, popping a few berries into her basket before moving on.

Jonathon smiled as he watched Selene hurrying from bush to bush. I would have gone straight home if she really wanted to. Oh well, he grinned. “I’d better start picking. Otherwise, I won’t have enough in my basket when she gets back. 

Selene plucked berry after berry from the stem. She had certainly outpaced Jonathan, hurrying from bush to bush, gleaning everything she can off its branches, and then moving on to the next bush. When she reached the end she hopped over to the next row and plucked berries from those bushes, too.

Still, the search was tough. Jonathon was right. There simply weren’t many blueberries left. Most of the berries were dry and shriveled up. Each bush yielded less than a handful of berries, and whenever Selene looked into her basket, it never seemed any fuller. She hoped that the next row would have even more berries, but her progress was still slow.

“Selene? Where are you?” Jonathan shouted

“Over here!” she replied.

“Okay! Stay close.” Jonathon laughed. “I don’t want to lose you,” 

“I’m moving a little further!” she shouted. She walked deeper into the blueberry patch before Jonathon could answer. She found a few more berries, but he basket was barely halfway full. She was just about to move on when she noticed the yellow tape strung between her and the next row of blueberries.

Selene was at the edge of the field, running up against the very tape that the farmer told her not to cross. She walked along the edge of the field, searching the bushes. She dropped a handful of berries into her near-empty basket.

She had to keep searching, but she had been through every row already. She promised Jonathan that between the both of him, they’d pick enough berries for him to cook all of the cakes and muffins he could ever want. Now, thanks to her delays, they seemed to have barely enough for a few dishes. The yellow tape told her that she had run out of space, but he looked past it for a moment to see what was on the other side. 

What is this, a crime scene? Selene smirked. If the farmer is so worried about people staying inside the field, he could have done better than just a strip of yellow tape.

Looking into the other field, Selene saw blueberries—hundreds—even thousands of them. They were bigger than the blueberries in Celia’s basket, and they were so full and juice that they looked ready to burst. They sat together in clutches, like grapes, weighing down the branches and gleaming blue in the summer sun.

Selene walked up the yellow tape and gripped a nearby fencepost. It had been easy for her to keep from eating the blueberries, but these berries were so plump and juicy that just looking at them made her tummy rumble again.

I know I shouldn’t cross the tape, but there are so many! No one will notice a few berries gone. I can fill my basket and go home, and maybe I could have a little snack
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A juicy treat to bring out your inner babe.
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