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WHEN MOUNTAINEE~~ descend to the river bottoms, it is not with

any high expectations. It might be called condescending for they are

accustomed to clear, clean springs that supply water even in mid­

summer. We know one New Yorker who visits one of these fern-draped

springs like Ponce de Leon to take some jugs back to the city with him.

The mountain brooks, like the springs, run clear and sparkling over

polished quartz and granite pebbles and between boulders of prophyry

as gayly speckled as the small trout darting under them. The lofty

fields are never flooded but are continually brushed and cleansed by

low clouds sweeping .the mountain.

Accordingly when two of us set out by canoe during the first week

in August for a two-day junket from Pittsfield to Sheffield, it was not

with the poetic thoughts of observers 100 years before. Had not Holmes

called the Housatonic the best of all tonic? In a prose paroxysm he

found it a "dark stream but clear, like lucid orbs that shine between

the lids qf auburn-haired, sherry-wine-eyed demi-blondes ... " Long­

fellow called his favorite oxbow at Stockbridge "this silver Dian's

bow of the Housatonic." Fanny Kemble thought it so pure that "it

should be used only for baptism."

* * *

WE DID NOT find it thus as we launched our canoe at the bridge

on Holmes Road. A fallon the greasy bank was our baptism. We shoved

off into the miasmal morning mists as though down the river Styx. The
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