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RIDING THE FLOOD

By Mo~gan Bulkeley

A FEW D~Y$ qfte~ the Ea~t Lee ~IQQd, March 27 to be exact, we

1~~nchBq ou~ cqnQe ~t G~eqt B~r~~ngton fo~ a 12-mile paddle down

the swo.1len Rousqtonic to.Bq~tholo.mewls Cobble. The~e is no better

w~y to o.bse~ye ~ ~ive:L than to get into it, and we were reminded

of the,local cha~acte~ Who made an annual summer fetish of swimming,
from F~rmington to Avon smoking a cigar while he floated on the

c1J;J;,Vent\But tha,tW:as yeaX'S ago.

And this was nothing like a summer excursion. It was the cold

~p~ing freshet. Tb~rewere still remn~nts of d~ifted snow on shaded

banks.

* * *

TIiE.R:f¥E:R, ~o~ :n}ostof the way through thi,s meandering stretch

waS at the yer;y brim of its banks altho.ugh grassy telltales caught

in,upth1;'ust~ed osie:!;"a,nd pensile silver maple t.wigs showed that it

had been nea,rly 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

V!h~ch took us in ha,lf""milecircles ba,ck to.points we had already

pa,ssed.

A ple~sant diffe~ence between this and summer canoeing was the

imp~ession of spaciousness given by the fou:!;"extra feet of water

contributed by the winte~ runoff. This slight elevation made all

the diffe~ence between being in a ditch or r~ding high through the

sunny countryside. Absence Of the summer leaf-screen everywhere gave
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