OUR BERKSHIRES 5/1/69
RIDING THE SPRING FLOOD

By Morgan Bulkeley

NO TIME is quite so pleasant for the canoeist as springtime.
Then, if ever, come perfect days. He rides down the chill waters
of winter on the ebb, into the south wind and the tide of summer
birds coming in. He rides high because the river is at the flood,
to the brim of the banks and overflowing. He seems buoyed like
Noah ﬁp to blue hills and blue skies =- as if he were the last man,
since he will encounter few others along the river. His river is
miraculously wild at this late date in civilization; there are miles
of windings where he will not see a house. The freshet has swept
away or swallowed up the trash along the banks; it has diluted the
pollution to a clarity where below can be seen the silvery green of
new grass blades as the canoe glides across some flooded promontory.

* * *

SO IT WAS in April as we pushed out onto the highest flood in
10 years. We launched the canoce in the little meadow pool where Dr.
Holmes once kept his goldfish. This pond, usually separated from the
Housatonic by an interyvening dirt road and a quarter-mile of woods
and sproutland, was now a backwater cove. Through great vases of
pussy willows we slithered where the woodcock had lately been probing
on dry land. A bright goldfish 8 inches long fanned his fins lazily
in a pocket of submerged brown grass, the evacuated home of meadow
mice, not long since under a yard of snow. Never before had we
noticed that a goldfish could look like a dandelion.

Over the road we drifted on a few inches of water, finding it
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