
Berry Picking  

By Mabel Eronchie 

When I was nine my family went on a fishing trip. There were about seven of us in the boat. 

We were staying in a little cabin on a island between Rae and Lac La Marte. I was so happy to be out in the 
bush again. It had been a long time since I had been out. The scene was beautiful and the lake was 
sparkling clean. 

I saw a lot of blueberries. 

I ran back to the cabin and told my grandmother Adele. She and my mom and I went out with pails. We sat 
there picking berries for a long time. 

Most of the time I picked berries and put them in the pails, but the rest I ate. It didn't matter because I knew 
my mother would pick lots. 

After we had finished we went back to the cabin. By the time we got home Joe and Clifford were back. They 
had caught some fish so my mom and granny started fixing them and I watched. 

My mom taught me how to do it too. We made dry fish out of the whitefish and we kept the jackfish and trout 
to eat. 

We made a lot of dry fish and stayed there four days before we headed back to Rae. 

 

 



 

 


