OUR BERKSHIRES (4/2/70)
REVERENCE FOR LIFE

By Morgan Bulkeley

IT ALL BEGAN over the morning coffee on one of those late March
mornings when song sparrows first sing in the hedges. We were watch-
ing a crow on the lawn. In that clownish amble that is nearly a waddle,
it was gathering twigs and snatches of grass that suited its nesting
fancy. When lo. . .

A deer came trotting through the yard, the first we had ever seen
in this settled section at the edge of Pittsfield. It was a tired
but purposeful doe, at this season probably carrying fawn. She passed
two other houses, was turned by tennis-court wire, and headed down the
Housatonic River. Watch as we did through breakfast, we never saw the
anticipated dogs appear on the trail. Had she given them the slip?

* * *

AN HOUR LATER there arose such a hullabaloo of barking down river
that I set out through deep corn snow half-dreading to investigate.
Flocks of redwings piping and skirling in the river swamp signaled
spring's new upsurge. The mud was deep in the old river road, and
soon enough the doe's heart-shaped prints showed, close together, in-
dicating the slow pace of exhaustion, now traversing bare patches of
sod, now back to the road to avoid deep snow. The relentless dog
tracks were there too.

A half mile downstream the barking, yapping and baying divided
into five distinct, excited voices. A little nearer, and I could see

the pack had their victim in the river where a large undercut elm had
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