OUR BERKSHIRES (4/14/66)
GLOSSY IBIS
By Morgan Bulkeley

Mount Washington

OFTEN IT IS luck that makes birding so exciting. In this in-
stance we were not out for birds at all, but simply driving to
Bartholomew's Cobble to prepare for the spring opening.

The April 5 morning hinted of spring by an influx of tree swal-
lows strung on some roadside wires, but the truer story seemed to be
told by the 40-degree temperature, the frozen granular snow still
holding the shadiest places, some ponds firmly iced in and the all-
day, sap-seed flurries dusted in on a brusque north wind. The tropics
seemed especially remote, but suddenly they were not; they had their
own glossy feather-duster to toss in upon the mixed spring scene.

* * *

THE DARK BIRD stood in the edge of a pasture pool not far from
the Housatonic River north of Ashley Falls. Its body was crow-sized
but balanced on long legs and graced with a long neck. First thought
was of a little green heron, but no; the much longer bill was promi-
nently down-curved like that of a curlew. The bird dabbled leisurely
in a few inches of water, while we dipped frenziedly into all the
bird portraits in memory to identify it. It had to be a glossy ibis,
out of the tropics into the snow-melt of a New England April, and
only 100 feet away!

It waded slowly and sedately nearer probing in fastidious
fashion in the shallows, occasionally raising some morsel to swallow.

The feathering was lustrous and metallic, the fore-parts a deep
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