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Join Cornelius the wise cedar and the whole gang who live in Mrs. Nestleberry’s garden as they make new friends and discover new truths. Flowers, trees and bugs all work together and have a place in this wonderful yard.
Dudley The Dandelion: I Have a Purpose
Dudley, the wisecracking dandelion and his many cousins, has everyone in stitches with wild stories. He proves to everyone that there is even a plan for weeds in Mrs. Nestleberry’s garden.
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This moment was a picture of what a sparkling spring day should be in the garden. “Buzz.” “Buzz.” “Buzz.” Bees busily bounced from flower to flower dotting the peaceful calm.
“Days like this make it worth the wait in winter” Cornelius the wise old cedar said.
“OH, please tell us again about winter?” Chloe the crocus asked.
“Why do you want to here that again?” Kayla, another crocus asked.
“I like the way he tells it.” Chloe sang.
Cornelius’ words and tone made artful strokes as he painted the tale. “While you little bulbs sleep safely under your blanket of soil, the sky slowly becomes darker. Then big clouds begin to drop bits of frozen white lace.
Chloe said, “Wow” and the great tree kept paining.
“The white flakes collect on the ground and on my needles until everything is covered in a soft layer of shimmering powder called S-N-O-W.” He said the last word slowly in a whisper.
“I like snow; it sounds beautiful. ” Chloe said.
“What are you talking about, too much of that stuff could kill us! Kayla snapped. “Besides, I have peeked out from the cold dirt when there are still some patches on the ground and I don’t think it looks that great.” Kayla added with a “Humph!”
“Do you always have to be so sensible?”
“Don’t be such a pansy, Chloe. Tee, Hee Hee!” Kayla laughed.
“You know full well, I am a crocus and could never be a pansy.” Chloe crossed her leaf arms and tried not to laugh. Suddenly, there was a nudge, nudge, next to her. “Hey, someone is crowding me!” She squealed.
“Relax, It’s just me, Dudley. I am trying to find a bit of room. Do you have to be so loud, sweet pea?”
“Do you have to be so close Mr.?”
“Actually,” He paused, turning left then right before continuing. “I find I’ve a better chance of going unnoticed if I am close to a wanted plant.”
“Hello Dudley” Cornelius said.
He jumped than waved his leaf hand and said, “Oh, hey big guy, what’s up?”
“It seems you are.” Cornelius said and they both laughed.
“AH-HUM! Who’s Dudley?” Chloe asked.
“I am a dandelion and I pop up whenever I have a mind to.”
“He’s a WEED,” Kayla snapped.
Cornelius continued, “His seeds fly with the wind and they grow wherever they land.”
“That’s right Cornifuss” Dudley said.
“The name is Cornelius” he corrected sternly.
“Ok, ok, don’t get your needles in a knot Cor-nel-ius.”
Dudly gave a bow, and said. “I am a surprise addition to any garden or patch of dirt for that matter.”
“Doesn’t that make you sad? Chloe asked, “We crocuses are only here for a season and that doesn’t seem fair either.”
“No way It’s not sad! I see lots of new places and have lots of new adventures. Besides, You shouldn’t complain, you come back each year and you don’t get pulled up by your neck—r-r-i-i-p-p and tossed out.”
“Is that what happens to you?” Chloe asked. Dudley thought for a minute.
“Yea, but sometimes I go unseen for weeks. Then I get my punk look. My hair tuns into silvery feathers with spikes that take flight with the slightest breeze.” Dudley’s leaf arms were flying all over as he spoke. Chloe was impressed, “Cool!” This encouraged Dudley all the more.
“Once I even made it into a house and was placed in a jar.”
“No way, who would put a weed in a vase.” Kayla argued.
“A mother!” He crossed his leaf arms and added. She couldn’t throw me away since I was a gift from her son. Chloe added her, “ooh and awe.” Even Kayla was listening intently.
It was fun being in a place of honor but I live longer outside in the yard.”
Tell us another adventure! Chloe squealed.
Kayla added, “Yea! before she could stop herself. Then she added, “This is IF you have any more.” Dudley smiled. “How much time do you have? I’ve got plenty of stories to tell. Let’s see . . .”
“One time a young girl picked me and several dandelion friends she connected our stems and made a chain. We rode around balanced on her silky blond head all day. Man, What a view!”
Chloe added her “WOW!” “It sounds like you have had a lot of adventures.”
“Yea, a few but usually I just get pulled and tossed.”
“I would hate not knowing how long I will grow or what will happen any given day?” Kayla said.
“What good is worrying? I just take each day as it comes and I am thankful.” Dudley said. “There is always another seed and another weed!”
“That is a wise way to look at the garden.” Cornelius said.
“It is how we all should see things—no worries!” Chloe said looking at her friend Kayla.
“I heard you.” She said leaf arms crossed.
Soon Mrs. Nestleberry was tending to the yard. She was weeding the front walk.”
“Uh oh, Dudley, looks like you’re a goner!” Kayla whispered.
“See you around, sister.” Dudley said as he prepared to get pulled.
Instead Mrs. Nestleberry reached down and gently picked the yellow dandelion.
She didn’t toss him. Instead she put the sunny blossom in the buttonhole of her denim shirt. Then pulling out the rest of the plant She tossed it in with the other weeds. Cornelius and the other plants looked on and smiled as they watched Dudley shining proudly as he rode next to her heart the rest of the afternoon.
“Well what do you know?” Cornelius said. “Looks like another adventure for Dudley.”
“This garden is a special place.” Chloe said dreamily
“It is the love.” Cornelius said.
“I would have to agree, Mrs. Nestelberry surprised even me.” Kayla said.
Both Chloe and Kayla enjoyed every moment of the remaining spring days. As their leaves began to brown they said their good-byes.
“Just remember what Dudley says . . .” Cornelius was interrupted by the familiar voice “See you next time sisters! Hey you really are CROCases! Ha ha, get it croak?”
“Dudley”, they both whispered in unison, laid on the ground, and went to sleep for the winter.
Dudley, still chuckling, was just able to peek out from the ground cover under Cornelius.
“Looks like you found a good hiding place young fellow.”
“Yea, this ground cover was perfect but now I am getting to tall to hide.”
“The Gardener is sure to see your yellow bloom.” Cornelius said.
“Maybe, maybe not, After all she was here weeding the other day and missed me.
“Trust you to enjoy the time you have.” Cornelius said. He then smiled, stroked his pine needle beard. There is sure to be a next adventure.”
“That’s right. Oh and thanks for providing such nice shade. You are one cool tree Cornelius.” They both laughed at Dudley’s own brand of humor.
Mrs. Nestleberry had missed Dudley this time. Soon a fluffy silver-white headdress replaced his yellow bloom. “Hey Corny, watch this!” Dudley shook his arms until some of the fluffy seeds fell under the ground cover. “Those seeds mean you are sure to see me again!” He laughed until the breeze caught the last of his feathery seeds and carried them off to the next adventure.
“Good by for now my crazy friend.” Cornelius called after him.
Soon fall and winter would come. Cornelius too was thankful for every day. He enjoyed all of the flowers and watching The Gardeners loving care. This was indeed a special spot where everyone had a place — Even a wise cracking weed named Dudley.
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