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Greenville, ME - Because of the cooler weather here (compared to our home in Virginia) the berries which grow wild ripen much later in the summer.  From the middle of July to late September there are berries available in NW Maine for anyone who wishes to challenge the wildlife (a.k.a., bears) and the bugs on any given afternoon.  One piece of advice which I strongly recommend for all berry picking forays is a long sleeve shirt, long pants and a hat...and if it is bug season, add a lot of insect repellent.  Because my hands are constantly moving to do the picking, I do not use gloves.  Even though both the thorns and the bugs are trying to get me, their best efforts have not resulted in any damage to my hands.
The raspberries arrive first, usually in mid to late July.  They grow mostly in distinct patches where there is sufficient sunshine.  You will not find them in the dense forests, but in openings in the woods or along the dirt and gravel logging roads.  Wild raspberries do not require particularly good soil.  Here they flourish amongst the rocks and fallen timbers in a few inches of soil where few other plants can survive.  Obviously they are hardy...last winter we had over 7 feet of snow and temperatures below zero for extended periods.   Each year the plants grow new canes which do not produce fruit that year, but will have raspberries the following year.  There are small thorns, but I regard them to be the gentle variety, that is, as long as you are moderately careful, there is little danger of being scratched or pricked, even when making your way into the middle of a large patch.  When picking raspberries, the ripe ones come off easily and leave the characteristic white center behind on the stalk.  A ripe raspberry when picked looks like a tiny red stemless mushroom.  Unlike the other two berries, it has very fine hairs on the surface - they are edible and few are aware of them.  If you pull on a raspberry and it does not detach immediately, it is not yet ripe.  Unlike the other two types of berries, once a raspberry ripens, you have. a relatively small window to pick it before it over ripens and becomes squishy.  Bottom line: raspberries up here offer little hazard to the determined picker once you have located some good patches, except for the occasional bear (which I have not seen, but have found evidence of).
The “wild Maine blueberries” are the next to ripen; they come in earnest in early August.  I put this in quotes because they are totally unlike their cultivated cousins which grow on tall bushes.  These Maine blueberries are found on plants close to the ground, and, hence,  are called “low bush.”  They are a perennial and are commercially harvested by farmers on “barrens” - acres of plants which have been growing here in this northern clime for centuries.  These operations use specialized machinery (large rakes) to harvest the crops which are sold to processors for retail sales in supermarkets.  But they also grow on rocky hills throughout northern Maine, and this is where I find them.  
My first introduction to wild Maine blueberries came a few years ago while hiking the “100 Mile Wilderness” section of the Appalachian Trail.  As we reached the summit of several mountains in early August, my buddies and I were rewarded with patches of these tasty delights.  We gobbled them by handfuls.  The taste is an intense delight.  Here near our cabin in NW Maine, I have found several patches of these same treats.  Some are possibly on private land....I choose to pick without permission on the theory that forgiveness comes easier than permission.  Because there are no thorns, and the berries come in clusters close to the ground, I am able to simply sit on the ground collecting as many blueberries as I can reach, and then crawl to another nearby spot.  The berries are quite small, so it takes at least two hours to collect enough for a good amount of jam.  The blueberries do not all ripen together which allows me to pick almost daily over a three week period until early September.  They have incredible amounts of antioxidants, causing one online enthusiast to gush, “Wild blueberries are the sole food on the planet to contain the full power of the divine, the Holy Source, the universe...”  Perhaps a bit of a stretch....I like the taste.
Blackberries arrive next.  They are plentiful in Virginia in early July, but here they are not ripe until mid-September.  Blackberries pose challenges, a.k.a., thorns.  Like raspberries, they do not produce blossoms or fruit the first year, just tall canes which are lined with long thorns to poke any exposed skin (they are biological members of the rose family).  The patches which I visit here are in extremely rough terrain such that I have to be careful not to lose my balance while sorting my way through the brambles.  The berries are small and red until, overnight, they suddenly swell to twice the size and turn black.   Although many of the ripe berries are in plain view on the canes, you often have to look carefully near the ground to find other clusters with multiple berries on them.  One blackberry (raspberries are similar) is actually a cohesive cluster of many tiny individual fruits, called drupelets, joined together to a center core.  Each berry has between 10 and 60 of these small orbs which usually, but not necessarily, ripen together.  Also each drupelet has its own seed in the middle, giving blackberries a very seedy composition;  some do not care for this, but I enjoy the crunch in the resulting jam.
By far the best aspect of picking berries here in Maine is the absence of poisonous snakes.  I can work my way through the most imposing brambles, crawl through an acre of blueberry bushes, reach my hands into blind spots - all without fear of being bitten by rattlers or copperheads found in most states south of Maine.  Sadly, few people appear to pick wild berries these days.....but that means more for me!
I thought you might like to know.
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