


Pictured opposite is the George J. Schmidt family picking wild berries on a Sunday afternoon in
Wisconsin. The ritual took place several times each Spring, Summer and Fall as we children were
growing up in the mid to late 30’s. The County roads in Wisconsin were still gravel in those years and
quite dusty. That didn‘t deter the Schmidts from coming out in their *Sunday best” to pick berries. ( In
those days people dressed up on Sundays to go to church and stayed dressed up all day.) Some of the
berries we picked in season were: the wild strawberry, blackberry, bluberry, hucklebetry, raspberry,
'elderberry, gooseberry, current, as well as wild grape, plum and crabapple. ( Sometimes Geofgie Junior
thought it more fun to chase 3 rabbit under the berry bushes! ) As the county roads began to be
paved, the hedgerows slowly disapeared. My father spoke sadly of this passing of the "good life”, so 1
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