
E-MAIL: Sheri you don’t have to wor-
ry about a thing. I will attend French 
Meadows with you this summer and 
pack all the camping gear you need. 
Just pick out a new sleeping bag and 
we will be good to go. Your loving 
bro, Scott.

I was the macrobiotic person who 
ran away from opportunities to 
camp in the woods. I was the high 

maintenance girl, lost without hair-
dryer and curling iron. For years I 
tossed the idea around, but each time 
I looked on the website I wasn’t sure 
if I could handle the great outdoors. 
Would a bear attack me? How about a 
mountain lion or snake? How would I 
stay warm? Would people talk to me 
after not taking a shower for a few 
days?

I think it had something to do with 
my Girl Scout experience of catching 
the woods on fire when making camp-
fire stew. Or, maybe it was my scary 
memories of doing séances in our tent 
to bring Walt Disney from the dead. 
Maybe it was the lovely view when 
we shone our flashlights down the la-
trines. We always managed to freeze, 
get really dirty, crave a soft bed and 
warm shower, and swear we would 
never go back. And, more than once, 

we were caught making our way over 
to the Boy Scout campsite to eat be-
cause the boys knew how to pack 
food and cook. 

But this time I had guts. I was go-
ing to give it a shot, especially since 
my macrobiotic friends on the cruise 
promised that they would lend a hand. 
They even offered to teach me how to 
set up a sun shower (but wait what is 
a sun shower?—does it actually rain 
in the sun?).

Plus—I had a back up plan—my 
brother. He was a boy scout. 

I left the serious gear up to him 
and began a search for the greenest 
sleeping bag I could find. After many 
stores, I found a half-cotton one at 
Kmart, but it was heavy and impos-
sible to roll up in the stuff sack, so I 
returned it (half out of the sack).

I called Scott in a panic. He found 
one on the Internet and would bring it.

I began to practice as well. I 
signed up to chaperone our 8th grade 
student trip to Sandy Hill, a rustic 
campground on the Chesapeake Bay, 
only to find that we were staying in 
the air-conditioned indoor lodge.  It 
did put me in the camping frame of 
mind though.

day oF departure 
I should have known we were 

in trouble when Scott delivered the 
goods—one big suitcase—weighing 
less than 50 pounds. I wondered how 
the tent, all the equipment, and my 
sleeping bag could possibly fit. Then 
I remembered that he’s the Boy Scout 
and probably found some clever way 
of folding everything up.
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Falling in Love with French Meadows
To all who are curious to attend but have serious doubts about the wilderness experience!

Sheri DeMaris

sHeri deMaris



First day oF CaMp 
We stopped at the restaurant, Lati-

tudes, before driving to the campsite. 
The chef told us he was glad we came. 
It reminded him to purchase enough 
oat flour for the French Meadows 
crowd. He explained that participants 
flock to his restaurant for Oat Pan-
cakes in the afternoon that camp ends. 
I was bummed to find that we would 
miss this macro feast since we were 
leaving a few days early to attend the 
Kushi Conference in New York. Oh 
well, the tempeh tacos we ordered for 
the ride were tasty and hit the spot.

Once off the highway in our rental 
PT Cruiser, I felt like a foreigner in 
a new land. The forest was stunning! 
We took a drive down the first entry 
road to a bright blue lake and dove in 
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for a quick swim, and then proceeded 
up the road to French Meadows, one 
of the last campsites along the wind-
ing road. 

Carl and Julia, who organize the 
camp, greeted us upon arrival. Both 
were welcoming and friendly. Julia 
had a bright smile and kind eyes. Carl 
was warm and inviting. I instantly 
knew we were among great people. 
Carl showed us various spots that we 
could call home. I anxiously waited to 
pitch the tent so I could take a nap.

Scott opened the mystery suitcase 
and pulled out a piece of equipment 
that looked like a small folding um-
brella. When he unraveled it, I pan-
icked. YIKES! It was our tent—a 
miniature—made for a midget. How 
could both of us fit? Where would 
I put my clothes? He pulled out my 
new sleeping bag—the size of a small 
tootsie roll—the weight of a sheet—
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the fiber all natural cotton. He was so 
proud. I was in shock. 

I rushed to find Carl who reas-
sured me that we would be okay. We 
could rent a larger tent, and it turned 
out to be Herman Aihara’s old tent. 
Great energy! I thought, and I re-
laxed. Luckily I had packed my two-
ton half-cotton sleeping bag as a back 
up (reconsidered and purchased for 
the kids trip) so I was in good shape.

Some fellow campers and Carl 
helped us assemble the tent. It was 
hotel size and could fit three to four 
people. We chose a spot near the 
classes and dining area. I didn’t want 
to venture too far away from civiliza-
tion.

Once settled, we joined the group 
for our first meal. It was divine. The 
cooks were alchemists and made the 
food very delicious. It was a great 
time to relax, meet new people, make 
some plans, and discuss macrobiotic 
topics. I felt like I was in heaven.

tHe week oF CaMp
Classes were all outdoors and 

easy to find. There were classes on 
chanting, macrobiotic theory and 
practice, shiatsu and even some really 
cool motivational leadership training. 
All were inspirational. Participants 
brought beach and lawn chairs and 
some brought blankets and yoga mats 
to sit on. Cooking classes were held 
behind the dining area. What a treat 
to teach outside!

Downtime allowed us to go swim-
ming in the stream or reservoir, relax 
in the tent or with friends, or take a 
hike. The bookstore was available 
with a great selection of macrobiotic 
books, magazines, and those infa-
mous sun showers.

This summer the cooks were try-
ing out the use of sun ovens, which 
were scattered through the parking 
lot—cooking yams, cookies, and var-
ious other yummy treats. When the 
daylight was gone, groups gathered in 
the parking lot and danced to musical 
tunes.
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At nighttime after dinner, we 
brushed our teeth, put personal prod-
ucts and snacks in the truck (to avoid 
bears) and headed to the campfire with 
warm jackets and flashlights. Usually 
a few musicians (including my broth-
er) played guitar and sang. On two 
nights, there was a talent show with 
wonderful acts. Neil hosted the show 
in a makeshift Elvis outfit and sang 
beautiful songs with Karen, his wife. 
(I’m still playing his CD in my car.) 
Many old timers knew the words of 

the songs—Dr. Voo-
doo and Dreaming 
of French Meadows 
(if you are curious, 
Google the later one 
on You Tube).

our last 
nigHt 

I was sick at the 
thought of having to 
leave. Scott assured 
me that his wind-up 
alarm clock would 
wake us early enough 
to make the flight 
from Sacramento. 
Then, he remem-
bered that he left the 
directions for how to 
set it up at home and 
suggested staying up 
all night. We ended 
up falling asleep but 
waking up on time. 
Herman must have 
been looking down 
on us and having a 
good chuckle.

Dreary eyed and tired, we made 
our way out of camp the next morn-
ing, sad to leave and wanting to stay 
just a few more days. With smiles 
on our faces we realized that we not 
only survived but also had a delight-
ful time. 

Sitting around a campfire with 
loving people, looking up through the 
treetops at the stars, eating delicious 
macrobiotic food prepared on a wood 
fire, sleeping outdoors on the ground, 
listening to inspiring lectures—life 
doesn’t get any better than this!

See you all next summer! If we 
can wait that long!

And yes, with the two-ton sleep-
ing bag and directions for the alarm 
clock in tow.

Sheri DeMaris, M.Ed. is a holis-
tic health counselor who has taught 
whole foods/macrobiotic cooking 

at various restaurants and cooking 
schools throughout the United States 
and Europe. She continues to host, 
produce and direct a local alternative 
health TV show, “Tea With Sheri.” 
She has also produced and hosted a 
cooking DVD for the network, a one 
hour documentary on the history of 
natural foods and a number of kids’ 
cooking videos. Sheri is an adjunct 
professor in the Alternative Health 
Program for medical students at Hah-
nemann University, Philadelphia and 
has been a full-time counselor for 26 
years. Sheri DeMaris is currently a 
full-time Guidance Counselor at Val-
ley Forge Middle School, Wayne, PA. 
Sheri offers cooking classes, lectures 
and seminars as well as individual 
counseling and cooking instruction. 
Her website is: www.teawithsheri.
com.
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Our Sincere
Thanks to:

Eden Foods
for their donation of many

quality food products

Lundberg Family 
Farms

for their donation of all the
organic rice used at camp

South River Miso 
Company

for the donation of super-fine
sweet miso

SI Salt
for the donation of quality

sea salt

All Teachers, Staff, 
and Volunteers

for all the help and support

sHeri Holding Her MaCro MagiC Book


