OUR BERKSHIRES 4/4/68
RIDING THE FLOOD

By Morgan Bulkeley

A PEW DAYS after the East Lee flood, March 27 to be exact, we
launched our canoe at Great Barrington for a 1l2-mile paddle down
the swollen Housatonic to Bartholomew's Cobble. There is no better
way to observe a river than to get into it, and we were reminded
of the local character who made an annual summer fetish of swimming
from Farmington to Avon smoking a cigar while he floated on the
current, But that was'years ago.

'And this was nothing like a summer excursion. It was the cold
spying freshet. Thére were still remnants of drifted snow on shaded
banks.

* * *

THE RIVER for most of the way through this meandering stretch
was at the very brim of its banks although grassy telltales caught
%3 upthrust red osier and pensile silver maple twigs showed that it
had been nearly 3 feet higher. In many places it spilled over into
low meadows, flooded swampy woods and made shortcuts for the canoe.
Twice it beguiled_us into old oxbows broader than the mainstream
which took us in half~mile circles back to points we had already
passed.

A pleasant difference between this and summer canoeing was the
impression of spaciousness given by the four extra feet of water
contributed by the winter runoff. This slight elevation made all
the difference between being in a ditch or riding high through the

sunny countryside. Absence of the summer leaf-screen eyerywhere gave
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