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A TEN-MILE DISAPPOINTMENT

By Morgan Bulkeley

WHERE WE LAUNCHED the canoe at historic Canoe Meadows, the

Housatonic ran clear enough to show a clean, sandy bottom. It was

a promising sta~t compared to six ye~~s before when we had slipped

on the slimy, sludgy bank as we pushed off into murky, oil-filmed

water. QbViQusly Pittsfield and DaltQn, the General Electric plant

and the pape~ mills had made strides toward cleaning the river.

A Q~~~~~ed C~Q~ hlew upst~eqm with a chattering kingbird riding

on his bqck-~~n qncie~t feud that seemed to symbolize dark waters

tY~a.nnized by ma,n.

* * *

THE CANOE la,zed Qut easily Qn the gentle current heading down­

st~ea,m fq~ di.stant Wqod' s Pqnd. The ~iver zephyrs and the shade of

a,~ching silve~ ma,ples rendered the 90-degree June day most pleasant.

Whe~e maple withes dipped in the water, they had caught little

sna,tches of flqtsam shQwing that the spring freshet was fully four

feet above the present, placid su~;fa,ce. Along the high, curving

banks a,l~eady the fiddlehea,d ferns had unrolled into upright ostrich

plumes tha,t in a,nqthe~ month would be rea,ching seven-foot fronds to

the very water.

Three black ducks, startled frqm a w~ving bed of watergrass

and duckweed, qua,cked off downst~ea,m. Killdeer piped on muddy flats

marked with ~cqqn tracks. The canoe slid along easily from one

birdsong to a,nother, nqw an indigo bunting at the meadow's edge, now

a,noriole in a tall elm, now bobolinks in cqw-pasture, a rose-breasted
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