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Running the Wild "Yough" 

Valerie F. Olson 
A stalwart band of river rats gathered 
in the hamlet of Ohiopyle on a misty 
morning in May. However, this group 
did not appear to be the typical breed 
of carefree, devil-may-care adventurers 
. . . or were they? Indeed, the faces (if 
not the attire) bore vague resemblance 
to some of the members of the OSA 
board of directors. In truth, the outing 
marked a prologue to the annual 
spring board of directors meeting at 
Annapolis. 

The river wasn't exactly the Omo 
coursing through the jungles of Ethio
pia, or the mighty Colorado through 
the depths and desert of the Grand 
Canyon . . . but it was a remarkable 
facsimile of wilderness for a spot 
barely forty miles south of Pittsburgh. 
The Youghiogheny (pronounced y k a 
GAY nee) is a delightful, lushly deco
rated succession of exciting white 
water interspersed with calm blue 
pools. This eight-mile run is the most 
popular of all Eastern rivers and pro
vides more than ample thrills for 
novice and experienced "rat" as well. 
Because the Yough is usually jammed 
with crowds on weekends and daily in 
summer, we chose a May Monday for 
our adventure. It had been easy to 

Valerie Olson and Jerry Brandt: Making preparations and looking brave. 

break camp . . . merely a scribble of 
the pen on a Master Charge at the 
Sheraton. The rooms had been com
fortable and snug in spite of the inter
mittent thundershowers all night long. 
(In such cases as these, the ecstasies of 
tent camping are gladly forgone). 
Similarly we partook of an elegant 
breakfast in the dining room and were 
on our way; blue jeans, overalls, funny 
hats, and all. 

There were six directors (Jean 
Bennet, Bruce Steiner, Art Guenther, 
Jerry Brandt, Steve Benton, and me), 
and an honored guest, Hal Bennett. 
Jean, Hal, and I had previous river 
experience; the rest were newcomers. 
Two young men from Detroit com
pleted the list of nine passengers. We 
would be aided by two experienced 
guides. 

Al l during the drive down, the 
weather looked threatening. I hoped it 
wouldn't pour. It's quite enough for 
novices to be introduced to river run
ning by the wetness from below with
out the added complication of wetness 
from above! As the day unfolded it 
was partially cloudy, never did rain, 
and was quite warm. A couple of 
hours of uninterrupted sun would have 

made for perfect weather, but it was 
mighty nice all the same. 

We convened for the requisite pre¬
trip instructions—as usual, program
med to anticipate all questions: 

Q: Where do we sit? A : Two on 
each side and one rudder in one boat, 
two on each side in the other. Feet are 
to be inside the boat. 

Q: Where will the guides be? 
A: One in a kayak and the second in 
another boat, appropriately stationed 
to direct boats through each of the dif
ficult rapids. 

Q: What happens if you fall out or 
the boat turns over (known as a flip)? 
A: You get wet. You don't panic! 
You hold onto the boat if you can. It 
will require two people to pull you 
back in. If you must swim, go feet 
first, toes up. Don't try to breathe 
under water and don't hit any rocks. 
We will scout all the difficult ones 
first. 

Q: (From Art Guenther) When's 
lunch? A: About two miles down
stream. 

Hal was chosen captain of his boat 
on the basis of previous experience. I 
was chosen captain of my boat on the 
basis of my ability to be heard over 
the roar of the river. 

The rapids were exciting, though 
we didn't always look very profes
sional during execution (i.e., some
times backwards, sometimes sideways 
. . . however, mercifully, never upside 
down). It took a while for the teams 
to adjust to individual members' 
strengths and abilities. The Bennetts 
and I had calibration problems, in 
opposite directions. They were forced 
to adjust downward in maneuvera
bility from the sleek, quick-response 
kayaks of their experience, and I up
ward from the large, bulky ten-person 
rafts that carry a ton of gear and peo
ple. Jerry Brandt provided the power 
stroke for our boat, and Art, Steve, 
and Bruce took quickly to the pad
dling rhythm. 

About two thirds of the way down 
we had some unexpected excitement. 
Indecision on my part, a command for 
left or right stroke not issued, and up 
on a rock we wen t . . . and into the 
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water I went. Everyone followed in
structions and I was pulled out soaking 
wet but none the worse for wear. 

The Yough is really a lovely wilder
ness area with lush vegetation, many 
wild flowers, and a magnificent col
lection of butterflies. 

We enjoyed the comparative soli
tude, noting only one other river party 
and a slow train that moved precari
ously on the right bank for at least 15 
minutes. A splendid repast of baloney 
and cheese sandwiches with lemonade 
and cookies appeased some growling 
stomachs. Some hijinks ensued at 
lunch, in calm water and also when 
Captain Bennett's boat purposefully 
led Captain Olson's boat astray (and 

into some rocks) in order to capture a 
motion picture with dramatic impact 
. . . Also I believe they were secretly 
jealous because we had begun to look 
like a pretty hot paddling team. 

We exited at the take out about 
5:00 p.m. and were shuttled back to 
the cars. A perfunctory clean-up and 
clothes change preceded the long ride 
to Annapolis. There we straggled into 
our next camp, a Hilton, tired but mel
low, only to encounter the Executive 
Committee adjourning its evening ses
sion. "You made it!" said Emil Wolf 
and Dudley Wi l l iams.. . "and after we 
went through all the trouble to nomi
nate your replacement!" Wait till we 
get them on the river next year. 

Art to Jerry: "When's lunch?" 

Underway at last, and suddenly it's thrilling! 

SEE US AT TABLE 19 
AT ROCHESTER '79 


