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Shiny Black Berries

Penelope was a lively girl, filled with curiosity
and a desire for adventure.

One warm, sunny day, she awoke with joy
in her heart. She had been looking forward
to this day, and the days that were 1o follow.

It was harvest time—the time the trees bore
their delicious fruit and the bushes were alive
with color and were covered with juicy berries.
Everything was beaufifull And foday was the
day when they would begin the much-loved
chore of collecting fruit and berries from the
nearby forest.

For the past few weeks, her friends and she
had worked hard to weave new baskets in
preparation for this season. Every year, they’'d
prepare in this way, always looking forward
to autumn. The boys from the village would
accompany the men on hunfing trips and
would also collect honey from the beehives.
The girls would forage, as well as help their
mothers cook and prepare the food, drying
and preserving some of the fruit they collected
for use in the months to come.




*Come, children. Let’s wash up in the river and prepare for the busy day ahead of us,” Penelope’s mother said, as the children
scrambled out of bed and ran to the river’s edge. This was their daily routine, out they rarely performed this simple task with such
enthusiasm as they did today. They ate their breakfast and did their chores quickly, eager to begin their day’s work.

The village square consisted of a little monument made of stone and a few rocks surrounding a few plants and flowers.
Penelope met up with her friends there. Each of them lbrought along their treasured collection of newly woven baskets.
After a quick greeting, they made their way to an area where there were an abundance of fruit trees and berry bushes.

“I'll start over here,” one of the girls said.
"And ['ll begin there,” another chimed in. They all made their way to different trees or bushes, and began diligently picking.
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*I'll start with the berries,” Penelope said 1o herself,
as she made her way over to the bushes that spread
almost as far as her eye could see.

There were certain fruits and berries that were good
to eat, and there were certain fruits and berries that
her mother had told her they could not eat. Some
of the different plants, berries, and fruits around were
poisonous; others just didnt have a good flavor. In
the beginning, Penelope’s mother used to come with
Penelope and her sisters to show them what 1o pick and
what not to pick, but now that they were a liftle older,
Mother trusted them to do the jobb on their own.

Her mother had told her that most of the berries were
good, but that there was a certain black, shiny berry that
they should never eat. Penelope had often wondered
what that berry tasted like, and she didn’t think eating it
would do her any real harm.




Penelope was picking all the
good berries she could find when
she came to a bush that had those
shiny black berries her mother had
warned her about. What if | fry just
one? she thought. Mother will never
know. They look so delicious, and
every year I'm tempted to ear them.
Maybe nobody has ever really
fasted them. Maybe we’re missing
out on a delicious berry. They do
look awfully tasty...

She picked one of the berries,
studied it for a moment, and then
put it in her mouth. It didn’t taste
SO bad. Penelope decided to eat
another, and then another, and
another. But she didn't tell any of her
friends what she had done.

After a long, but fun day’s
work, shortly before the sun was
beginning to seft, they started out
for home. By this time, though,
Penelope was beginning to feel
quite sick. Maybe | shouldnt have
eaten those berries affer all, she
thought. I'm feeling tferrible, and it
seems fo be getting worse. What
am | going fo tell Mother?




*Mother,” Penelope blurted as soon as she was B
through the door, "I know | shouldnt have, but | afe
_ - some of those berries you told us not to eat. Now | =
feel awfull And I'm so sorry | ate them.”

"Oh, dear,” Mother said, looking concermed.

"I am happy you told me, but I'm sorry you are
feeling unwell. Those berries are known to cause

’— " ~ anupset tummy, which is why | warmed you to not =
3 ﬁ ) eat them...”
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& Penelope’s tummy was very upset for the next i
/ few days, and she missed out on some yummy
meals that her mother made for her family. She
also missed the beginning of the harvesting
season that she had so been looking forward fo.
|| Penelope goft better and learned her lesson too.
Next year, when harvesting
season came around again,
Penelope was eager to point
out fo her younger sisters
the berry bush they were to
stay away from, telling them
about what happened to her.
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