Canoeing The Upper Allegheny
At Pittsburgh, the Allegheny River is wide and powerful, accounting
for sixty percent of the water entering the Ohio River. When oil was
discovered in Titusville, it became the highway for oil barges to reach the
Pittsburgh railroads. The banks of the Allegheny at Pittsburgh became the
trading port where oil was bought and sold. Later in the twentieth century,
river barges still ruled the waterway.
Upstream, above Tionesta, is a gentler river hospitable only to
smaller craft. It borders the Allegheny National Forest and glides through
tree covered hills. The Upper Allegheny hosted one of my most memorable
canoe trips.
I had been in a canoe in grade school with my two brothers. Our
family vacationed at Edinboro and enjoyed its man-made lake. A row boat
came with the rented cottage but my brothers wanted to try a canoe. I
took my place in the center, never touching a paddle.
Years later, I worked as an attorney in the Pennsylvania Department
of Environmental Resources. Our oﬃce was full of young attorneys, many
of whom enjoyed outdoor activities. Tom Au became our outdoor organizer
and he arranged my first canoe trip along the Clarion River. We camped at
Cook Forest State Park and hired an outfitter too carry us ten miles

upstream the next morning. Some quick lessons taught me a J-stroke and
a back paddle, two strokes that managed to get me down the river without
upsetting. The warm weather made it fun to be on the water.
Fall took us to the Upper Allegheny. A Tionesta outfitter took us
fifteen miles upstream and set us out on our journey. Tree covered hills
bordered the stream and stood proud in all their fall glory. Reds, yellows
and oranges covered every hill. A bright sun brought the colors to life.
They reflected on the calm waters, painting the stream as we paddled
along. Pennsylvania provides many beautiful fall sights but none surpass
that trip on the Upper Allegheny.
There was more to the trip than beautiful scenery. Howie Wein, an
attorney working with the Water Quality program, asked us to take some
water samples during the trip. Howie procured sample bottles but did not
make the trip himself. Justina Wasicek, my co-worker, dutifully put some
sample bottles in our canoe and looked for places to fill them.
Unfortunately, she selected a site just above a stretch of rapids. Leaning
over the bow of the canoe, she began to fill a bottle. The conversation
went like this:
"Justina," I warned, "we are approaching a rapid. It's time to pick up
your paddle."
"I only need a minute," she replied.

"Justina, the rapid is getting closer. You really need to pick up your
paddle."
"Almost done," she replied.
"Justina, we are in the rapid."
Using my back paddle stroke and a rapid J-stroke, I was able to
maneuver us through the rapid without tipping the canoe. We got the
sample and got to the end of the trip without getting wet.
The beauty of the river and the struggle at the rapids made this a
memorable trip. I later became a much better canoeist and paddled many
memorable streams. This trip, nonetheless, stands the test of time.

