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RIVE~ TONIC OR TOXIN?

By Mo~gan Bulkeley

THE FIFT¥ whO p~~ticip~ted ~n the ~utumn canoe trip of the

Housatonic ~iver Watershed Association, everywhere along the winding

18 miles from Brookside in Great Barrington to Bartholomew's Cobble

in As.hley Falls, saw, by turns, the two possibilities that the river

p~esents. Now the silvery, reflecting surf~ce was heads; now the

dull, t~rnished currency was· ta.ils.

'rhe questiQn w~s.: how wquld the public call it? What would

society m~ke qf tt: recreat~qn, p~rk ~nd s~nctu~ry or development,

d\Jmp and seweJ;'?

The final spin is coming up, and it is not too much to say

th~t the whole individu~lity of Berksh~re depends upon who calls

the toss. Will it be the optimists or the opportunists?

* * *

'rHERE WA~ only one poss~ble answer for those paddling into

the diaphanous morning mists which made the river seem mystic. Bars

of the first sunlight over June Mquntain glanced between tree

canopies, dividing great draperies of fog; smaller shafts subdivided

these into luminescent folds. Along the eastern bank, cobwebs heavily

beaded with dew hung like glistening tiaras from invisible suspen­

sions between fall goldenrod and asters, between red osier and fox

gr~pe! and even h~gher, between silver maple and cottonwood. A

startled great blue heron lumbered off through the fog. We had

launched into a nether world, as if into some antediluvian realm on

the first morning that ever was.
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