Dynamo
By C.L. Nemeth

She would be up before 5 a.m., would have already prepared the picnic lunch, gathered up everything needed, and was working on our breakfast, when she woke us and hurried us through dressing, eating, then we were on our way.

We were going berry picking in the woods on Grandpa’s farm.  The day would be hot and humid, as always in the middle west summers.

I and my brother would be given a small pail and told to pick the blackberries.  Vince and I would pick a few, eat a few and soon we were out exploring the woods.  Mom kept close tabs on us and we never roamed too far away from the adults busy picking berries.  Lunch was always a treat with fried chicken and potato salad and iced tea.  Then we laid down and soon were napping under the trees.  Upon awaking we found ourselves alone, the others had gone back to the berry picking.

I was always surprised at the large amount of, not only blackberries, but Goose berries and wild Raspberries.  Soon we were in the car, heading for home. 

Mom would have the supper made when Dad came home and we all were treated with Blackberry Pie for dessert.  Then Mom would oversee our bath and soon we were in bed.

Mom would be up until the early morning hours canning berries and making jam and jelly.

Throughout the long, cold winter we had berries, jam, jelly and berry pie to enjoy.  All this from a dynamo called Mom.
