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I was sorry my campers never got to 
see what happened to the berries in the 
fall. People would flock to the Pines just 
to watch the harvesting. The magnificent 
scarlet berries glittered in the water from 
the reflected sunlight, and it was beautiful 
to see. But the kids were pleased enough 
with not only getting to drink cranberry 
juice, but also seeing how it was made. 
Something interesting to tell the gang back 
in their cities of concrete and stone.

One minor problem surfaced after our 
cranberry field trip, however. So taken with 
the idea that healthfully tart red berries 
just grew on bushes for the taking, some 
kids started popping anything they found 
hanging on a bush or tree right into their 
mouths. Sometimes they’d grab blueberries, but sometimes they didn’t. I’m all for an 
experienced woodsman living off the land if he wants to, but if my kids started brows-
ing in the forest, they were in for some nasty surprises. We didn’t have anything like 
water hemlock that I knew of, but I was pretty sure there was inkberry around. So I’d 
say to the kids, “Don’t eat anything you find growing on the bushes and trees around 
camp. Some things that look good could give you a bellyache, a bad one.”

And they stood there looking at me like I’m the Grinch. 

One enterprising little boy wrote me a new page on foraging, though. The kids loved 
to get a hook and line and go fishing, and they’d sit there along the river bank, real 
serious, twitching their lines every so often. They’d use anything they found around for 
bait: a leaf, a peanut, a little chicken bone. Nobody caught anything, but they didn’t 
care. Then one day I heard all this commotion, and some of the fishermen came run-
ning up. “Guess what? Levander caught himself a fish!” From the way they were car-
rying on, I expected Moby Dick’s big brother. So here comes little Levander, holding 
up this pint-sized perch.

“Man, that’s some neat fish,” I told him. “What did you use for bait?”

“I got it off a bush. Didn’t put it in my mouth. Put it in the fish’s mouth. That’s okay, 
right, Mr. Braggs?”

“That’s just fine, but what was it?”

“I caught him with a blueberry!” he said, standing there all proud of himself. “So 
blueberries make good fish bait, huh?”

Campers in sack race at Batsto Village.


