A Chilling Halloween Story With Blueberry
The Poison Dart Frog

Once upon a time, in a dense jungle far, far away, lived a tiny, bright blue poison frog named
Blueberry. Blueberry was a special frog because his skin was the most brilliant shade of
blue anyone had ever seen. However, everyone in the jungle knew that Blueberry was also
very poisonous. Even though he was small, his bright color warned others to be careful
around him.

It was Halloween night, and all the animals were getting ready for the big jungle party. The
monkeys were carving pumpkins, the parrots were decorating the trees with webs made of
vines, and the fireflies were practicing their light show. Everyone was excited—except
Blueberry.

Blueberry sat on his favorite rock, watching the other animals have fun. He sighed sadly,
knowing that no one would want to play with him. "No one ever comes near me because
they think I'm dangerous,” he whispered to himself.

As Blueberry watched, he saw a group of young animals—Tiny the mouse, Pip the squirrel,
and Hoppy the bunny—gathering candy in their little leaf bags. They were laughing and
talking about how much fun they were having.

Suddenly, a loud *snap* echoed through the jungle. A trap! Tiny had stepped right into a
hunter’s snare, and now he was hanging from a vine, high up in the trees. Pip and Hoppy

were scared and didn’t know what to do.

Blueberry's heart raced. He knew he had to do something, but what? His poison could hurt
others if they touched him, and he didn’t want to make things worse.

But then, Blueberry remembered something his wise old grandmother once told him:
"Sometimes, the things that make us different are the things that make us strong."

With determination, Blueberry hopped over to Pip and Hoppy. “l can help Tiny,” he said.

“How?” asked Hoppy, worried. “The trap is too high!”



“Trust me,” said Blueberry. “l have anidea.”

Blueberry hopped quickly up the tree, using his sticky feet to climb higher and higher. When
he reached the trap, he carefully used his tiny but strong legs to push a sharp twig against
the vine. *Snap!* The vine broke, and Tiny fell safely into a pile of leaves below.

Tiny, Pip, and Hoppy cheered. “Thank you, Blueberry!” they said. “You saved Tiny!”

Blueberry smiled, happy to have helped. “I| may be small and different, but that doesn’t
mean | can’t help when it matters,” he said.

From that night on, Blueberry was no longer seen as just the poisonous frog. He was known
as the brave little hero of the jungle, and all the animals included him in their games and
adventures.

The lesson they all learned that Halloween was that everyone has something special to
offer, even if they seem different on the outside. It’s what's on the inside that truly counts.

And so, Blueberry enjoyed the rest of the Halloween party, surrounded by friends, with the
jungle lit up by glowing fireflies and filled with the happy sounds of laughter.



