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hat’s blue and red
and white all over? Blueberry and
cranberry center, Whitesbog Vil-
lage, on the fringe of Lebanon
State Forest, near Browns Mills
and Toms River. Here cranberries
have been harvested since the time
of the Lenni Lenapes. To these
bogs came ships’ captains when
clippers ruledthe waves. Their red
fruit saved sanity, teeth, and lives.
The berries’ high vitamin C con-
tent conquered scurvy, giving nav-
vies everywhere reason to be
thankful.

In the mid-1860s, the cranberry
industry literally boomed here,
Whitesbog the center of this world
in its day, Sandy land surrounding
the Vitlage went from worthless to
spectacular in the 1800s, produc-
ing 30 to 60 barreis of cranberries
per acie, worth $10 each in this
country and $20 in Europe.

In tiny Whitesbog, a seemingly
limitless woman — Elizabeth
Coleman White. — also invented
the cultivation of blueberries. Be-
fore Miss White, commercial
growing of this fruit was consid-
ered impossible, But to this
woman, Pinelands born and bred,
“impossible™ was kin to obscen-
ity.

Whitesbog Village, alluring
destinaticn in any season, is hid-
den, an egg tucked into the nest
woven by Routes 76, 72, and 530,
not far; from Fort Dix. Despite iso-
lation, the viliape maintains a com-
prehensive website: www . whites-

ed & Blue & Whitesbog

bog.org. There you can link 1o Pine
Barrens information. Memorize
their directions; then find your way
to this “town that time forgot,”
The vibrant cranberry harvest
continues throughout October, On
Saturday, November 4, join a
Whitesbog Star Party at 6 p.m.,
sponsored by the Toms River As-
tronomy Club. The Pines are far

in Whitesbog, a
town that time for-
got, you’li think
you’ve stepped into
a three-dimensionai
Edward Hopper,
profoundly vacant.

from artificial light, deep in
blessed darkness where stars take
center stage. Telescopes provided
{rain date is November 1), This is
your chance to learn to distinguish
double stars, star clusters, nebulae
and galaxies. Registration: 609-
893-4646. :

Any spring or summer’s day
trip offers posted lists and cotor
photographs of unique Pinelands
wildflowers, including flattened
pipewort and horned biadderwort,
The cognoscenti travel here from

N
A

other continents to view Barrens
specialties.

Drive in on any dreamy after-
noon, when gilded light slants
through those eponymous pines.
You'll find yourself at a subtle and
deserted crossroads, presided over
by a rickety General Store. If it’s
before 3 p.m., the newly renovated
store should be open so you can
buy a guide to the dike driving
tour. (To order in advance, call
609-893-4646.) If not open, pam-
phlets abound; but you're on your
own on dike roads.

Don’t set out for the bogs naw.
Instead, walk “‘down certain half
deserted streets . , . the murmuring
retreats” of the two berry indus-
tries, once New Jersey's glory.
You'll think you've stepped intc a
three-dimensional Edward Hop-
per, profoundly vacant. You'li
peer into Andrew Wyeth rooms
with shredded curtains, dust motes
in sunbgams along scoured wood.
Walk very slowly, taking in the
whols perspective of this once-
bustfing company town. Where
ftalian families once burgeoned in
four-square company houses,
emptiiness and silence reign. Study
your rudimentary map. Printed ar-
£ows point to rustic Browns Mills
ta the west, 10 nonexistent Rome to
the east. With its sister city,
Florence, this place exists only in
memory. Homesick Italian work-
ers of the bogs founded both,

Stroll empty lanes where non-
profit Whitesbog Preservation
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Cranberry Centrai:
In the 19th century,
shown right, italian
workers and their
families picked New
Jersey's berries by
hand; by the 1930s,
left, cranberry scoops
were in use. Below
right, is Thomas Dar-
lington with his pat-
ented dry harvester
of 1954. All were
eventually replaced
by wet harvesting.

Trust is turaing back the hands of
destruction. Restoration of the
General Store and cne of the
Worker's Cotiages was celebrated
in July. Ridged black metal roofs
keep elemental forces from the ti-
died workers’ cottages. Red metal
roofs shelter factories and ware-
houses, identify the cranberry
packing and storage building,
where Whitesbog’s managers de-
veloped the first cranberry sorting
mechanisms. Walk where felled
trees and trampled grasses signal
some ghostly dwelling. You may
find yourself whispering in honor
of those who labored and left.

This vacated venue carries the
year ‘round aura of Halloween.
“You may back off from the work-
shop, lurid signs warning ot pesti-
cides. Odd cottony batting puffs
and expands through shattered
panes, like ectoplasm run rampant.
Dead shead, a 1950s green Chevy
truck sits idle, gleaming incongru-
ously among the ruins. It could be
the Joad wuck of “The Grapes of
Wrath.” You wouldn’t be sur-
prised to hear Rose O’Sharon’s
queruious voice,

Try 1o call back the sounds of -

machinery, workers’® voices,
shouts of children on their way out
of the schoolhouse. Note two priv-
ies (one hopes that they are survi-
vors, not the sole facilities). Selid
and discreet, they seem to be his-
and-her. Requisite crescent shapes
decorate their back walls. But no
one has opened and closed these
doors since the 1940s.

Ruin has a way of triggering
the phoenix, especially in the
Pines. Whitesbog burst into life

upon the ashes of Hanover lroa -

Furnace. in a marter of decades,
that industry had burgeoned and
vanished, leaving what seemed
worthless swamps. Celonel James
A, Fenwick, in the early 19th cen-
tury, purchased a 490-acre tract,
birthing the first cranberry boom.
It took §.J. White (born 1846) to
innovate and expand upon the 100
acres he received from his grand-
father in 1866. With brother
George’ssite, the Rake Pond Cran-
berry Company sprang to life.
White soon married Mary Fen-
wick, beginning a joint book on

cranberry cultivation, soon the in-
dustry guide. Neighbors mocked
their operation ““White’s Folly™.
But the foily soon surpassed all
other New Jersey cranberry grow-
ers.

The Whites also produced four
daughters. Among them was the
aforementioned Elizabeth. At 22,
she began working on her parents’
plantation, distributing tickets to
harvest workers in return for labo-
riously hand-filled boxes.

Elizabeth wouid devote her en-
tire life to improvements and inno-
vations in berry cultivation and
harvest. She involved Dr. John B.
Siith, government entemologist.
This expert soon eliminated a spe-
cies of katydid that had been deci-
mating crops. But Elizabeth didn’t
stop with katydids.

In 19i1, she encountered the
work of Dr. Frederick V. Coville.
Elizabeth enlisted family support
for his research, a berry of a differ-
ent color. For Elizabeth and her
father were convinced — despite
local cynicism — that the blue-
berry could and should be culti-
vated. Five years later, she and Dr.
Caville had a crop to sell.

Elizabeth’s gifts included a way
with people, especially “*Pineys,”
as outsiders called Barrens’ resi-
dents. She set them on a quest o
find the most reliable wild berries.
Elizabeth provided gauges, accept-
ing no fruit smailer than 5/8-inch.
The Whites rewarded seekers with
money and by naming fruit after

their discoverers, Some names had
to be altered: Sam Lemon’s be-
came ‘‘Sam;’’ Rube Leek’s
“Rubet,” one of the keystones of
blueberry breeding to this day.
Sample Whitesbog’s wild fruits in
summer to discover that workers
were also rewarded by marvel-
ousty varied flavors.

After identification, the most
promising bushes had to be
chopped for propagation, seriously
challenging workers. Ultimately,
the field was narrowed to six varie-
ties: Rubel, Harding, Sam, Grover,
Adams, and Dunphy. Elizabeth
White soon harvested not only ber-
ries, but also an eatire propagation
business. White bushes now bear
extensively in North Carolina and
Michigan; and to a great extent in
Washington, Oregon, British Co-
lumbia, and New Engiand; some-
what in Mew York aad Connecti-
cut. In 1927, her new crop was
worth $20,000. At production
peak, 90 acres of blueberries sus-
tained Whitesbog.

Elizabeth’s enthusiasm spilled
over to focal hotlies, then rare
Franklinia. This shrub — with
white fruit as well as flowers —
was named after Benjamin Frank-
lin, 1t was reportedly found only in
the South, according 10 naturalist,
William Bartram. | can’t promise
you’ll find Franklinia on your own
in Whitesbog. But, when the Pres-

Continued on following page
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ervatlon Trust gets Elszabeth §

Suningivé.garden b]oommg again -

— the restoration project is now
underway — Franklinia should
have a place of honor.

.This woman’s resume reads fike ;
a family tree: who organized the’

first New Jersey Blueberry Coop:
erative? Became first woman
member of the American Cran-

berry ‘Association? Was the pre-:

mier woman to receive the New
Jersey Department of Agricul-
ture’s citation?

In the early 20th century, soci-.

_ologist Elizabeth Kite carried out
controversial research in this re-
gion. From her published work
came the derogatory term,
“Piney,” Kite having concluded
that inbreeding and moonshing —
among other pastimes — had gen-
erated a population of misfits. It
would take 50 years for John
- McPhee’s incisive book, ‘“Pine
Barrens,” to counter the damage.
McPhee is frankty admiring of the
region’s crusty characters. Even
so, Pinelands locals still resent
Kite's indelible slur. Elizabeth
White had supported Kite’s re-
search, though disagreeing with its
negative conclusions. Declared
Elizabeth, “I am a Piney myself.”

But Whitesbog’s fascination
is not limited to haunting scenes,
nor biological breakthroughs. Not
gven to unforgettable women. En-
chantment awaits, out on that driv-
ing trail, up on gotden dikes, be-
tween ancient cranberry fields. In

" Mocfern Harves Cranberry b gs e ﬂooded' ;
and the bemes ﬂoat to-the surface in today s wet—

Tune; star-like cjranber'ry b
are tucked aniong the bitter green-
ery:In July,. in fields no longer

“tended; you'lt find every bérry hue

from white to pink to rose to bur-

gundy. Past and future --»red then -
“white — pass in review: Walk :

down, kneel, touch the Waxen ber- -
. ries and the histoty of founders and

workers, sailors and Lenni Le-
napes, -wisely encoasragmg these’

stubborm little plants since loag be- .

fore European séttlers. . - .

- Frissons of fear may accompany ’
you on your journey: The simplis-
tic map declares many passages

out the purchased guide, you can
only hope that you’ ve followed all
the right arrows upon wooden
posts. You'll drive high on fragile
sand, among certain cave-ins,
alongside waters the color of stout.
There’s no way- of gauging depth,
~— unsettling. After all, this is the
Pinelands. The Jersey Devil (a na-
tive), is known to fly, But could
these fathomless waterways hide a
Jerséy Loch Ness Monster?

The fruitful bogs are framed
with ditches full of legendary Pines
water, Canoeists go into rapture
ovér this substance. I touched it
first at Whitesbog. These waters
“are lovely, dark and deep,” the
hue of stronpgest tea, espresso. Rich
in tannins from cedars and pines,

they are dyed by centuries of oak .

leaves and roots. Bog iron forms,

lossoms

slowly,. from these “substances;

~ seems almost to be-floating in the -
" waters swirling about you. Cop- -
" pery particles catch light; otlier bits

are black :as coal. When you step

‘Into a bog'pond, your mottled leg

tums -the color of Tipe ‘pumpkins.

_To swim it i§ to savor a full-body... |
massage. The waters are silken,.al-

most oily, yet squeaky clean. You

-long to" imbibe,. 48 -seamen- did. -
‘Knowledgeable whalers filled bar- -
tels for'two-year voyages, knows

ing :Pines water ‘would not spoil..

However, nio one is to drink of any

“wild waters i this, our 21st cen-
“Impassable Sand Roads,” With-

tury, because of dire :nfestmat im-
plications.’. -

In midsumimer, whxte water Hl-
ies open along shithmering water-
ways as far as thie eye can see.
Yellow exclamation points erupt,
the tight-fisted heads of bull head
lilies. All along the roads dance
waist-high tufts of healthy prairie
prasses. July holds the brief glory
of rare Turk’s Head lilies, - bob-
bing, bittersweet. You can rekindle
belief lin Pinelands pirates .with
flowers flung like Pieces of Eight
alongside Whitesbog roadways,

In autumn, swamp maple flares
amidst the dark waters. Setting off’
that vibrancy is the green-black
density of the Pines themselves.
Crimson woodbine and scarlet poi-
son ivy hold plump berries aloft,
luring’ migrant” birds who -attract
predatory raptors, especially at
dusk.- Off across inky impound--
ments, large white egrets settle and
fish. Early .inhabitants -mistook
thcm for cranes, hence crane ber-
ries.’

Ifyou're very lucky, a iate gold-
en shaft will zap onto.a creature of
intense cinnamon brown, Impres-
sive as Bambi’s father, it may well
plant four hooves across your road-
way, staring and daring approach.
You'H know you’re not in Kansas
in these dappled lanes. You'H have
to wait for winter for Whitesbog’s
white glories, the rare tundra
swans. If it looks like snow, it's
probably these winged creatures, -
worthy of a journey in themselves.

Whitesbog was once Cranberry
Cential, then Blueberry Genesis: 1t
revcrted to the “‘cranes’” and the
miemories of Indians, piratés and
prwateers stout laborers, silent ca:
noeists."And to you, if you'll take
yourself o those tra;ls and waters
inany season.. .

Fall Star- Watch i Whltesbog
Hlstorlc Village, Route 530,
Browns ‘Mills; 609 -893- 4646.
Night sky viewing with powerful
telescopes provided by Tom’s
River Astronomy .Club, Preregis- -
ter. $5 individual; $10 family, Sat-
urday, November 4, 6 pm.. = :




