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  “The Delaware River Story chronicles the natural and unnatural history of the Delaware, one of America’s most popular designated ‘Wild and Scenic Rivers,’ that many believe is the best wild trout fishery east of the Mississippi. Having been a disciple of its fisheries for nearly half a century, Lee Hartman is well-qualified to author a book about this river. He has witnessed how the river’s ecology, fish life, and recreational assets have been abused by mismanaged water releases from New York City reservoirs. Lee has been among the leaders in devoting his time and energy to any and all organizations working to protect and preserve the Delaware River and its fisheries.”




  —Ed Van Put, author of Trout Fishing in the Catskills, and The Beaverkill: The History of a River and Its People




  “Lee Hartman has fished all over the world—Russia, Greenland, Cuba— but he’s made his name on the Delaware River as a guide and conservationist. In The Delaware River Story, Hartman offers the full sweep of the Delaware’s story and makes the case for its protection as a historically and ecologically important river that just happens to host a wild trout fishery that’s unparalleled east of the Mississippi.”




  —David Kinney, author of The Big One: An Island, an Obsession, and the Furious Pursuit of a Great Fish




  “A gripping story of the rescue of one of America’s great rivers—from a choked and contaminated commercial waterway in the nineteenth century to today’s thriving wild trout fishery.”




  —Garth Hallberg, author of Boon Juster and The Piketty Problem




  “From childhood fishing experiences in heavily polluted headwaters of the Pennsylvania anthracite coal region to eyewitness accounts of devastation, reparation, and astonishing creation, Lee Hartman documents the history of and ongoing struggle to sustain what is commonly known as the Upper Delaware tailwater trout fishery.




  You may ask is this a book about fishing, conservation, economics, politics, or history. My answer, ‘all of the above, and more.’




 



  From Supreme Court justices, far-thinking government officials, and conservationists to people simply trying to make a living, Lee recounts the battles for water rights of the Lenni Lenape Indians, early day colonists, and industrialists and current demands and allocation of water in the Delaware River watershed. Ever hear of chemical factories and the causes of the demise of Pennsylvania’s state tree, the hemlock? Read the book. Want to know more about the bewildering number of laws, rules, decrees, agreements, compacts, and advocates for the allocation of water captured and stored in the New York City reservoirs in the Catskill Mountains? Read the book. Want to know about the creation and management of cold-water ecosystems? Read the book.




  One could claim that the central focus of the book is trout. But trout serve merely as the framework of the relevance of fish such as the sorry decline of the river’s shad fishery and the importance of such resources. One learns about the success and failure of introducing West Coast rainbow trout and the European immigrant the brown trout. And perhaps, above all, one can see what happens both good and bad as people unendingly change a natural resource as magnificent as the Delaware River.”




  —Robert Bachman, PhD
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  To the memory of Phil Chase and Dr. Peter Bousum for their sacrifices to protect and preserve the Delaware River cold-water fishery
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  Phil Chase
CATSKILL FLY FISHING MUSEUM
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  Dr. Peter Bousum
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   FOREWORD




  Few people know, and love, the Upper Delaware wild trout fishery as well as Lee Hartman.




  Lee discovered the Upper Delaware in 1973, a few years after the Cannonsville Reservoir was built, with its bottom release of cold, clean water. Lee’s habit was to take a few days every year and mark a space on the map to camp and fish for trout. His wall map of Pennsylvania and New York was filled with pushpins. Until then, the Upper Delaware remained blank.




  He stopped at Pete and Lovey’s Tavern (now MicBree’s) on the Pennsylvania side of the Upper Delaware. He had a beer and asked where he might camp for the evening. The bartender pointed him toward a farmhouse on the hill.




  “The stocky, overalls-clad dairy farmer didn’t miss a beat when I asked him if we could camp by the river for the night. ‘Sure can,’ he said politely. ‘Just give me two bucks and you can drive through the pasture and park next to the maple trees below the river junction. . . . If you are here to fish you ain’t goin’ to catch nothin’ but trout. Ever since they put in those damn reservoirs the bass and bullheads have all but disappeared.’




  “Our jaws dropped as we gaped at each other like two kids in a candy store,” Lee said. “Without another word we gave the man two bucks.”




  On his second cast, Lee caught a football-sized trout. His two-day vacation turned into a week. And then a lifetime.




  The Upper Delaware—one of America’s great wild trout fisheries— was discovered.




  The great conservationist Aldo Leopold once described the “oldest task in human history is to live on a piece of land without spoiling it.”




  No landscape better describes Leopold’s challenge than the Upper Delaware River. As Lee Hartman so well describes, this is a river system whose lower tributaries, the Lehigh and the Schuylkill Rivers, were essentially killed and recovered by the discovery, production, and distribution of coal.




  

  To be certain, Pennsylvania’s coal fired the productive capacity of the United States during the Industrial Revolution and helped us win two world wars. The exploitation of rich timber reserves, initially pine for the masts of sailing ships and later any wood that could be burned to fire the insatiable demands of the acid factories, also nearly killed the Upper Delaware.




  Hunting and fishing, once a mainstay for American Indian tribes and pioneers—whose intersected history Lee so well tells—nearly vanished. American ingenuity, however, always strikes back. Seth Green and other “fish culturists” figured out how to artificially breed the progeny of rainbow trout that grew up in the McCloud River in California, and through a combination of sweat, ingenuity, and luck transported them back East.




  Meanwhile, brook trout, the native resident of eastern streams, began to blink out.




  The passage of federal environmental laws such as the Clean Water Act, the vision of several elected leaders, and the work of countless Trout Unlimited volunteers, chapters, and staff helped to set the Upper Delaware on the path to recovery. Republican governor James Henderson Duff deserves a lot of the credit for starting the recovery of rivers such as the Schuylkill and other water bodies.




  Rivers are remarkably resilient. If given a respite and half a chance, they will bounce back. Given the fact that Lee is a phenomenal angler— and one of the people who “discovered” the Upper Delaware’s trout fishery—it is surprising how little The Delaware River Story: Water Wars, Trout Tales, and a River Reborn is about fishing. To be certain, Lee covers the commonwealth’s luminaries, describing, for example, George Harvey’s nymphing technique, later perfected by Joe Humphreys. He also uses personal recollections and memories to ground us in the area as a jumping-off point to describe its history.




  Lee takes us on a journey of the people and places that define the lands and waters that he calls home. This is important. Conservation is a lot less about policy than it is about people and place.




  Inside this book, you’ll read about Zane Grey, the famous writer of Western novels, and how his fishing experience on the Delaware led to a back pocket full of rod-line records in previously undiscovered fisheries such as Australia.




  Famous anglers, such as Ed Van Put and his decades of meticulous research on water temperatures and catch records, cut their teeth on the nascent Upper Delaware. Later, luminaries such as Joe Humphreys came with Lee to camp at and fish the rivers.




  Learn about the pioneer who witnessed his father’s murder by the Mohawks, and claimed vengeance on ninety-nine Mohawk souls before he perished. If you are like me, you will get the chills when you see what some claim is his ghost looking out at you from a three-story building in Lordville.




  The Upper Delaware is a completely contrived wild trout fishery, previously known and well written about in this book for its native shad, eel, and sturgeon fisheries. Lee, one of the first and perhaps the best guide in the area, could be forgiven for being a homer for the introduced wild rainbow and brown trout.




  That never happens. Lee’s description of how the lumber boom and later the acid factories took their toll on native brook trout is poignant. When New York City was authorized to build dams to supply their drinking water, inundating a nine-generation town such as Cannonsville, it is clear Lee’s sympathies lie with the lost farms, traditions, and families.




  The book, however, is a story of hope, not loss. Witness the activism of a forty-one-year-old mom, Nancy Shukaitis, and her efforts over several years to mobilize her community and stop the ill-conceived Rocks Island Dam project, which would have displaced fifteen thousand people and created a thirty-seven-mile lake of their farms and home places. More recently, people such as Dan Plummer, the former chair of the Friends of the Upper Delaware River, are drawing connections between the health of the river and the economic vitality of the local communities.




  Trout Unlimited is replete with people such as Dan and Nancy who work daily to stop, for example, the equally stupid Pebble Mine project from being developed in Bristol Bay, Alaska. Bristol Bay is home to the world’s most prolific and important commercial, recreational, and subsistence salmon fishery. We have spent eighteen billion dollars to try to recover wild salmon and steelhead from the Columbia and Snake Rivers in the Pacific Northwest. All we need to do to keep Bristol Bay—a fishery that provides half, half, of all of the wild sockeye in the world—intact, is to have the wisdom to leave it alone.




  The Delaware River Story: Water Wars, Trout Tales, and a River Reborn is a story of one man’s love affair with a river. Lee built Indian Springs Fly Fishing lodge, the first overnight lodge on the river, which he owned and operated for decades. Later he helped form the Friends of the Upper Delaware River (FUDR). Along with Trout Unlimited, with whom Lee has worked for decades, FUDR works to ensure that New York City’s insatiable and, quite often, unreasonable demand for drinking water allows for stable summer flows and rational management of reservoir releases.




  Too often today in the hottest months, the Upper Delaware flows are cut off, impairing the bugs and riverside vegetation the trout depend on. Other times the reservoir engineers will impair the fishery with so-called yo-yo flows, where they open and close the flow of the reservoir suddenly.




  The Upper Delaware is composed of formerly resource-dependent communities—towns dependent on coal, then timber, then acid factories. Boom and bust, and largely bust for the past few decades.




  Flowing through their centers lies the source of their potential wealth and future prosperity.




  If New York City and the four states that control the flow of the rivers on the Upper Delaware could agree to reasonable and incremental changes that allow for a little more water to be left in the river in the summer, and to desist the practice of running the reservoirs like a faucet, the communities of the Upper Delaware would see a direct and material benefit from having America’s finest wild trout fishery flowing through their backyards.




  —Chris Wood







   

  INTRODUCTION




  The Delaware, which extends some 330 miles from its headwaters near Hancock, New York, to the mouth of the Delaware Bay, is one of this country’s most important rivers. It remains the longest free-flowing river east of the Mississippi. Its historical, cultural, and economic significance is unparalleled, and in many ways the Delaware River has been directly involved in events that have shaped the course of our national lives.




  When Europeans set foot on the bank of the Delaware River in the early seventeenth century, they discovered that they were not alone. The indigenous people called the river Lenape Wihittuck, which means “the rapid stream of the Lenape.” For over ten thousand years the Lenni Lenape lived peacefully along the clean river and its tributaries, surviving on its wealth. In less than one hundred years, the colonial population grew from roughly 2,000 to over 2.5 million, and soon displaced the Native Americans.




  In America’s infancy the rapid growth along the Delaware threatened the nature of the waterway, spewing out sewage and industrial waste that soured the river, causing sickness and a decline of its fish. It became apparent that the way to ruin a river is to build a city along its banks.




  After the discovery of anthracite in southeastern Pennsylvania in 1792, the Delaware’s two lower tributaries, the Lehigh and the Schuylkill, turned black from unregulated coal mining operations. European settlers began expanding northward into the Appalachian and Catskill regions, where timber cutting, acid factories, and tanning operations denuded the forestland, which led to the corruption of nearly every unspoiled mountain stream. Without the mighty hemlock and pine, silt poured into the pristine waterways, suffocating stream life and warming the water—and fish like the native brook trout found it difficult to survive.




  Slowly, over the course of the nineteenth century, the Delaware River tributaries began to heal the wounds of mankind. Transplanted fish were introduced to replenish native species. New forest growth began to appear, and soon a new class of fish, the brown and the rainbow trout, replaced the once-abundant brook trout.




  



  In the mid-twentieth century, four states, a city, and the federal government—known as the “Compact”—proposed to build a major dam in the middle of the river, just above the Delaware Water Gap. This dam would have obliterated the historic Minisink Valley and cut the free-flowing river in half, seriously impairing the migration of American shad. After a fifteen-year battle led by a lady and a freshman congressman, the Tocks Island Dam project was de-authorized.




  The most far-reaching change to the Delaware was the construction of two enormous reservoirs, located on the river’s East and West Branches, to supply drinking water to everyone within a 150-mile radius, including the millions of people in New York City. The Delaware was never considered a wild trout river until the reservoir dams disrupted the natural flows and turned nature upside down. The dams gave the once-warm waterway cooler flows, which created a self-sustaining wild trout population and established a modern-day fishing and boating industry to fuel the economy of the Upper Delaware River communities. However, questionable reservoir release management practices during the next forty years have continued to play havoc with the self-sustaining trout of the Upper Delaware River.




  Protecting the Delaware that has served as the backbone of our nation is a daunting task. There are many heroes, both living and dead, who have labored to keep its flows clean, healthy, and prosperous over the past four centuries. This book is about the individuals and organizations who have—and are still today—sacrificing their time and effort to keep the Delaware River flowing free and clear without detriment to its flora and fauna. Without a doubt their sacrifices are for the love of the river.
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  DELAWARE RIVER BASIN COMMISSION
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  Rivers of Coal




  A cold rain began to fall on the mountaintop where Philip Ginter sat in search of deer with his Pennsylvania Long Rifle. It was 1791 when the German-born immigrant moved to the hills of southeastern Pennsylvania known as Panther Valley. Ginter (sometimes spelled Ginder), being literally a hunter of the backwoods, built a small log cabin for his wife and children and settled in the mountains of eastern Pennsylvania to support his family by hunting in the Appalachians.
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Honey Brook coal breaker. Coal deposits are scattered around the world; however, the coal from a five-hundred-square-mile region of eastern Pennsylvania is special. During the Paleozoic era, three hundred million years ago, what is now rugged mountainous terrain was a steamy plain filled with swamps. Tropical plants grew and died here, and the decaying matter sank to the bottom of these swamps to form a dense organic substance known as peat. Over millions of years, shifts in the earth’s plates and other landscape changes compressed prehistoric peat deposits into mineral layers known as coal. Artist Theodore R. Davis traveled into the anthracite coalfields of Pennsylvania in 1869 to sketch scenes for Harper’s Weekly. THEODORE R. DAVIS




  





 



 

  His hunting day had been extensive and yet not a shot had been fired. Legend has it the distraught and wet hunter set his course for home before the daylight faded. Stepping down the side of the 1,440-foot Sharpe Mountain was a serious chore, and he stumbled against a hard object, dislodging a shiny black stone by the force of his foot. There was just enough light remaining to distinguish what it might be. He had often listened to the country legends about the possible existence of coal in the region. It occurred to him that the curious-looking black rock could be a deposit of that “stone coal” he had heard about.
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Philip Ginder Memorial, Summit Hill, Pennsylvania. Philip Ginter’s discovery of coal would eventually fuel an industrial revolution by the mid-nineteenth century in the Appalachian region of Pennsylvania, but there would be no rewards for the German immigrant. Deprived of his claim and cheated out of his land, Philip Ginter later died in obscurity. MARK KRAJNAK




  



  



  Ginter took the mysterious rock to his cabin. He then waited until the following spring before traveling in his canoe down the Little Schuylkill River to Fort Allen (now Weissport, Pennsylvania), located on the Schuylkill River. There he met with Colonel Jacob Weiss of the Continental Army. The colonel, who was aware of anthracite stone, brought the rock specimen to Philadelphia where three inspectors confirmed it was indeed anthracite coal. They authorized the colonel to satisfy Ginter’s find on the condition that he point out the precise spot where he had found the coal. Ginter agreed.




  The Ark of 1814




  As the sun was setting on Bethlehem, Pennsylvania, on August 14, 1814, a crudely built ship, called an “ark,” was floating by on the Lehigh River. Its cargo would bring Bethlehem into a new industrial age. The ark contained twenty-four tons of “black diamonds,” or anthracite coal, from the Room Run Mine. The ark was sixty-five feet long, fourteen feet wide, and built with hemlock wood. It began its journey at the landings at Lausanne with a crew of six men. Within a quarter mile the ark collided with a slate ledge, causing a large gash in its side. The crew ripped off their clothing and successfully plugged the hole. The ark stayed afloat all the way to its Philadelphia destination, five days later.




  The War of 1812 had raised the cost of coal and limited its availability through the British blockade of Chesapeake and Delaware Bays. This inspired a new attempt at transporting coal from the Lehigh Coal Mining Company down the river to the Philadelphia market. The Lehigh Coal Mining Company began leasing their mines to other enterprising men, hoping to increase the value of its mines. Some of the original investors had passed away. The next generation of investors (Jacob Weiss, Isaac Chapman, Jacob Crist, Charles Miner, and John Robinson) took their chances with the mining and selling of anthracite. Arks were produced at the Jacob Weiss sawmill at Lausanne Landing, Pennsylvania. Each ark could carry from twenty to thirty tons of coal.




  Josiah White and Erskine Hazard purchased a carload of the coal that was piled on the ark that passed through Bethlehem in 1814. They wanted to investigate its usefulness for heating the furnace at their mill, the Fairmount Nail and Wire Works, at the Falls of the Schuylkill. They experimented with lighting the coal for several hours but soon gave up. Disgusted, they shut the furnace door and left the mill.
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Historic Lausanne, also often called Lausanne Landing in the 1790s to 1820s, was a small settlement at the mouth of Nesquehoning Creek on the Lehigh River in marshy delta-like floodplain. KARL BODNER PAINTING, 1862




  

  One of the workers realized he left his jacket in the mill. He returned thirty minutes later to find the furnace red-hot. The closed furnace door had increased the flow of oxygen and facilitated the combustion. White and Hazard discovered the great potential of anthracite coal. Their involvement in the anthracite mining industry solved many of the Lehigh Coal Mining Company’s problems. Karen M. Samuels, Lehigh Valley History.




  American industry was in its infancy at the time anthracite coal was discovered, and relied primarily on wood and charcoal for fuel. As industrialization progressed, alternative sources of energy were needed; there were simply not enough forests to power the hungry factories the burgeoning nation. With its high carbon content, anthracite appeared to offer a solution, but digging it up, getting it to market, and making it suitable for commercial and household use would prove costly to life in the Schuylkill River watershed, the largest tributary to the Delaware River.
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A breaker boy was a coal-mining worker in the United States whose job was to separate impurities from coal by hand in a coal breaker.
LIBRARY OF CONGRESS




  By the Civil War era, coal was king in the United States. The great anthracite mining industry boomed in southeastern Pennsylvania and was soon making company bosses very rich and providing a good living for many coal managers and businessmen. With no mining regulations, they spread their collieries, coal mines, and coal breakers across the landscape. Coal companies hired men and their children to work the mines, then built small patches of homes in town, each with a well-stocked company store. Mining was unregulated, but the money was not. The coal barons gouged family paychecks for house privileges, work tools, and food costs—making the miners and their families practically slaves to the company.




  About twenty-two thousand coal miners worked in Schuylkill County, Pennsylvania. Fifty-five hundred of these were children between the ages of seven and sixteen years, who earned between one and three dollars a week separating slate from the coal. Injured miners, or those too old to work at the face, were assigned to picking slate at the “breakers,” where the coal was a manageable size. Thus, many of the elderly miners finished their mining days as they had begun them in their youth. The miners lived a life of bitter and terrible struggle.
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There were forty-one working collieries in the Mahanoy Valley (1858-1953) during the peak years of deep mining. Seventeen other collieries in the Schuylkill County region, including more than seventeen thousand miners, fueled the steel and industrial revolution, provided a critical energy source for WWI and WWII operations, and led our entire nation in setting the foundation for organized labor. COLLIERIES AND COAL BREAKERS OF SCHUYLKILL COUNTY




  



  Wages were low, working conditions were dreadful, and deaths and serious injuries numbered in the hundreds each year. On September 6, 1869, a fire in the Avondale Mine took the lives of 110 coal miners. The families blamed the coal company for failing to finance a secondary exit for the mine.




  Day of the Rope




  The disaster also caused thousands of miners to join the Workingmen’s Benevolent Association, one of the first unions to represent coal miners in the United States. Continuing labor and social strife in the Pennsylvania anthracite coalfields resulted in an increase of activities by the “Molly Maguires,” a controversial organization that conducted violent attacks against anthracite coal mine operators. These conflicts eventually resulted in the trial and execution of twenty members of the Molly Maguires in Pottsville and Mauch Chunk (now Jim Thorpe).




  Thirteen years after the Day of the Rope, the unions prevailed and the United Mine Workers was created. Unable to cope with the prospect of treating workers well, Franklin Gowen, president of the Reading Railroad, who had served as chief prosecutor at the trial, committed suicide. Several years later, evidence surfaced that suggested Gowen had been behind many acts of sabotage attributed to the Molly Maguires. In 1979 a posthumous pardon was granted for the Mollies, with Governor Milton Shapp denouncing Gowen’s fervent desire to wipe out any signs of resistance in the coalfields. “All Pennsylvanians,” Shapp said, “should pay tribute to these martyred men of labor.”




  Life in the Coal Region




  It is often said that trout don’t live in ugly places. This revelation became apparent to me at an early age.




   



  Throughout my youth the anthracite coal mining industry continued its onslaught in the region. By 1950 many company coal mines had closed, as electrically powered cranes replaced deep mining by digging mammoth open pits (stripping holes) sometimes a mile long and one hundred feet deep, scraping away layers of earth, exposing the tops of vertical black veins of anthracite. The coal breakers, often described as “enormous preying monsters,” crushed and separated the hard, black coal into different sizes, processing it for market. Huge culm piles (coal waste) littered the landscape.




  During the early nineteenth century, nearly 175,000 anthracite workers had supported a million people. The aboveground strip-mining operations cut the workforce to fewer than 2,000 workers. Their mining operations pumped out acid-laced water that polluted most rivers and streams. Any beer-colored stream, commonly known as a “sulphur creek,” was a telltale sign that the stream would be without fish and other aquatic life forms.




   [image: chpt_fig_006]




Acid mine drainage, like that of Shamokin Creek in Pennsylvania, is one of mining’s most serious threats to water. A mine draining acid can devastate rivers, streams, and aquatic life for hundreds of years under the “right” conditions. JAKEC/WIKIMEDIA COMMONS/CC-BY-SA 4.0




  



   [image: chpt_fig_007]




Delano is a former mining village and railroad center in northern Schuylkill County, Pennsylvania. The Lehigh Valley Railroad company operated the center until its closing in 1963. JAMES SHAUP




  Trout Unlimited—or any other local conservation organizations— did not exist back then to challenge the decimation of land and waterways. Did people care? Not really. Those who had been born in the coal regions knew no better and accepted this as a way of life. Abandoned strip mines became swimming holes; towns had a bar and church on every street; high school football was the number one sport enjoyed by all on Friday nights; the first day of deer season was treated like a national holiday; and church and firehouse block parties were popular events that featured ethnic food, beer, and live polka bands. Life was good!




  Coal mining wasn’t the only source of pollution in the area. In my preteen years, waste treatment facilities in the anthracite region were nonexistent in most rural communities. My hometown of Delano, Pennsylvania, located in northern Schuylkill County, was no exception. The toilet water from the small patch of homes where I lived drained into a tiny mountain brook that everyone called “Shit Creek.”




  My father was not the fishing type. In fact, my only recollection of fishing (of sorts) with him was when I was four or five years old. He drove my older brother, Eugene, and I to a small lake to go fishing for snapping turtles. When we reached the lake, Dad hoisted me onto an old wooden rowboat anchored at the lake’s edge. Gene was at the helm and I sat in the front, presumably so my dad could keep an eye on me.




  We spent the day paddling around the large pond while my father sat in the back smoking a cigarette and dragging a small piece of red flannel cloth along the bottom. Suddenly my father hollered, “I got something on!” His fishing rod got bent in half in a fierce struggle to get the beastly looking reptile into the boat. I don’t have a recollection of how long it took, but the excitement of my father catching that huge snapping turtle left an everlasting impression that inspired in me a desire to fish.




  A few years later brother Gene joined the 82nd Airborne. This was at the height of the Korean War, and I had no indication of when he would be back. Before leaving he gave me an old metal telescopic fly rod equipped with an automatic reel. During Gene’s enlistment, Dad became very ill with tuberculosis, leaving me without a fishing tutor. I was heartbroken.




  One spring afternoon my fourteen-year-old neighbor, Bobby Kahley, walked home with a stringer full of brook trout. “Wow,” I said. “Where did you catch those fish, Bobby?” “In Shit Creek,” he said with a smile. This was the same creek that if my mother caught me playing in or near it, she’d spank me. Nevertheless, it was my playground. But I never saw anything in the stream, which was so tiny you could jump across it, except strings of toilet paper and an occasional crayfish.




  The following week Bobby was outside preparing to go fishing again. “Can I go with you?” I asked politely. “No, you are too young. Besides, it’s too far of a walk,” he retorted. “I’ll never get to go fishing with anyone,” I said to myself. Dejected but not discouraged, I plotted to follow him, and in preparation went to the garden and dug up some worms. The following day I waited patiently for him to leave his house.




  He finally snuck out the back door and scurried up the backyard hill across from where our sewer pipe drained into the back-alley creek. A bit confused by the direction he was taking, I followed behind with my metal fishing rod and can of worms. Bobby was well ahead of me on the country roadway, but he never left my sight.




  

  The walk was longer than I’d expected and in the midst of my struggle to keep up, Bobby disappeared over a hillcrest. When I reached the top, there he stood waiting. Obviously, he’d known I was behind him. “Okay, smarty pants, I’ll take you fishing. But you better listen to me.” And he shook his finger in my face. I was elated.




  Together we trudged another mile along the hillcrest, nearing the valley at a sharp bend in the road everyone knew as “horseshoe curve.” Bobby stopped and led me to the edge of a steep ridge at the corner of the mountainside. He looked concerned about taking me down an unbeaten trail to the creek below. Spilling my can of worms was my only worry. We took each step carefully, holding on to small trees and bushes, until we reached the bottom.




  The stream, called Pine Creek, was no wider than five feet and no deeper than the thighs above my knees. From its back-alley origin in Delano, the water picked up speed and tumbled over rocks and deadfall three or so miles through steep, mountainous terrain, naturally cleansing itself to produce bright, clear water that exposed every submerged rock and bit of vegetation.




  Little Pine Creek




  After a brief critique of my hand-me-down equipment and some basic instruction about where to fish, Bobby quickly vanished through the mountain laurel, leaving me alone at a small pool. My futile attempts to fish resulted in tangles, snags, and frustration, often losing my worms in rapid succession and reducing my supply. I did not catch or even see a fish the entire morning. I gave up and sat helplessly on the bank, gawking at the water and wishing for Bobby to come back.




  After a while a fish suddenly swam out from beneath an overhanging bush and grabbed one of my lost worms before dashing back to its cover. That little fish had my heart pumping a mile a minute. Quickly, I put another worm on the hook, plopped it into the water, and quietly waited.




  Frozen in place, I was staring intently at the shallow pool when not one but two trout suddenly made a mad dash to the helpless worm on my hook. Spellbound, I watched the spooky fish dart back to cover, leaving half the worm dangling on the hook. Despite that setback I dropped the bait back into the same spot and waited again, eyeing one of the fish hovering just outside its cover. After a few minutes the trout slowly moved toward the worm and ate it. With one swift jerk of the rod, I plopped the fish onto the bank and pounced on it.
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Little Pine Creek is the upper most tributary of the Schuylkill River and begins in the town of Delano, Pennsylvania. LEE HARTMAN




  My eyes magnified the trout’s size. The colorful brook trout measured just five and a half inches, half an inch short of legal size. Suddenly I found myself in a dilemma. Bobby heard the commotion and appeared out of nowhere. “Whatcha got?” he said. “A trout,” I said with a smirk on my face. “But it’s only five and a half inches. Can I keep it?” He silently pulled out his knife, cleaned it, and stretched out the brook trout on his tape measure. “There, now it’s six inches.”




  My day was complete. Bobby had four or five trout no bigger than eight or nine inches on a stringer. I tied my brookie through its gill with a leader and a stick, hooked it to my belt, and proudly followed Bobby home with a big smile on my face. The memory of catching that little brook trout in that bright, clear stream taught me the importance of clean water.




  



  The water you touch in a river is the last of that which has passed, and the first of that which is coming; thus, it is with time.




  —LEONARDO DAVINCI


  


  A few years went by before my brother returned home from his stint in the 82nd Airborne. Bait fishing with worms and corn were still my only means to fish. Gene took me under his wing and taught me how to cast a fly with his new white fiberglass Shakespeare Wonder Rod. Another golden memory occurred when I caught a twelve-inch brook trout on a homespun wet fly. It was another milestone that remains with me today.




  The Schuylkill River




  The Schuylkill River is a source of drinking water for approximately 1.5 million people. Before the founding of Philadelphia, the Schuylkill—then known by its Indian name Manayunk (“where we go to drink”)—was an important part of the landscape for the Lenni Lenape tribes. William Penn originally intended for his “green country town” to spread evenly between the Delaware and Schuylkill Rivers, situating the city at the narrowest point between the two. However, residents had other ideas, developing bustling neighborhoods along the Delaware River and leaving the Schuylkill River largely as a country retreat with pastoral estates, institutional uses, and larger farm tracts through the late 1700s.
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Common fish on the Schuylkill River include trout, catfish, perch, sunfish, carp, and bass. Depending on the season and river conditions, you may also catch shad and eel. LEE HARTMAN PHOTO


  



  The Schuylkill River (the Dutch name for “Hidden River”) is the largest watershed to the Delaware River. The Schuylkill watershed is over 130 miles long, includes over 180 tributaries, and drains an area of 2,000 square miles. The watershed is located in southeastern Pennsylvania, encompassing eleven counties and over three million residents. The headwaters of the Schuylkill River drain approximately 270 square miles of Schuylkill County, flowing in a southeasterly direction into the tidal waters at the river’s confluence with the Delaware Estuary. The basin includes large parts of Schuylkill, Berks, Montgomery, Chester, and Philadelphia Counties and smaller parts of Carbon, Lehigh, Lebanon, Lancaster, Bucks, and Delaware Counties. The major towns and cities along the river are Pottsville, Reading, Pottstown, Phoenixville, Norristown, Conshohocken, and Philadelphia.




  In 1825 the Schuylkill Navigation Company opened a canal on the Schuylkill to provide transportation and water power. The “canal” was actually a system of interconnected dams and slack-water pools in and along the river, called a routing.




  The river was the least expensive and most efficient method of transporting bulk cargo at a time when the eastern seaboard cities of the United States were experiencing an energy crisis due to deforestation. It fostered the mining of anthracite as the major source of industry between Potts-ville and eastern markets. Along the towpaths, mules pulled barges of coal from Port Carbon through the water gaps to Pottsville, some locally to the port and markets of Philadelphia, and some by ship to neighboring ports in New Jersey.




  The Industrial Revolution, which continued into the twentieth century, was hardly conservation friendly. Coal interests ruled the land and turned the Schuylkill River into an inky black mess from the upriver coal banks continually feeding into the river. As villages and hamlets grew into cities and towns along the Schuylkill, industry leaders turned their backs on the river’s quality. River dams were built to harness the water for power; forests were cut; and tons of wastewater and culm deposits poured into the river, killing fish and other aquatic life and eventually threatening Philadelphia’s drinking water.
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A coalfield is an area of certain uniform characteristics where coal is mined. The criteria for determining the approximate boundary of a coalfield are geographical and cultural, in addition to geological. A coalfield often groups the seams of coal, railroad companies, cultural groups, watersheds, and other geographical considerations. LEE HARTMAN




  State and local officials sounded the alarm. After numerous studies of the Schuylkill River in 1936, it was estimated that twenty-two million cubic yards of coal waste had accumulated in the river’s channel. Traces of culm deposits were also found in the Delaware River ten miles above and thirty miles below its confluence with the Schuylkill. If the practice continued it would eventually stop navigation on the Delaware River.




  Only the extreme headwaters above the coal operations survived the onslaught. Efforts by public officials encouraged the federal government to play a role in cleaning up the Schuylkill River, which continued until 1941, when it took a backseat to the war effort.




 



  For there are many who still haven’t found out that pure streams are necessary in Pennsylvania, not only in order that we may live but also that the people of Pennsylvania may properly make a living—that water is important in the daily life of us all.




  —GOVERNOR JAMES H. DUFF







  After World War II, Philadelphia and all of southeastern Pennsylvania remained among the most densely populated parts of America. The Schuylkill River, a major source of drinking water for millions of people, was more polluted than ever—considered the most polluted river in the country. Mine acid drainage, raw sewage, and coal waste deposits continued unabated until the river became an environmental disaster, leaving it in a lifeless state.




  To rejuvenate the coal-laced river and reclaim it as a viable source of water, the State of Pennsylvania in 1942—led by Pennsylvania’s Attorney General James H. Duff, who had served on the Pennsylvania Game Commission from 1905 until 1924, under Governor Edward Martin—declared war on river pollution, not just for the Schuylkill River but for all waterways in Pennsylvania.
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James “Jim” Henderson Duff was an American lawyer and politician. A member of the Republican Party, he served as US senator from Pennsylvania from 1951 to 1957. Previously he had served as the thirty-fourth governor of Pennsylvania from 1947 to 1951. HTTP://BIOGUIDE.CONGRESS.GOV/SCRIPTS/BIODISPLAY.PL?INDEX=D000516 (PUBLIC DOMAIN)




  As attorney general, he did something no other politician had done to date. He pushed for enforcement of the 1937 Clean Stream Law to prevent the discharge of pollutants and waste into all Pennsylvania streams. Duff believed the government should do for people what they could not do for themselves.




  After Governor Martin’s term ended, James H. Duff was handpicked by Martin as the Republican candidate for governor, and he was elected in 1946 by an overwhelming margin. The newly elected governor began heated discussions with state and federal government officials to clean up the Schuylkill River.




  Although skeptical of Pennsylvania breaking from its past coal mining practices, the federal government joined in and imposed certain conditions on any proposed Schuylkill cleanup initiative. When the governor accepted the US government recommendations, the cleanup plan, called the Schuylkill River Project, was adopted.




  Pennsylvania’s first state-federal joint cleanup project officially got underway in 1947, helmed by Governor Duff. The 1945 Desilting Act was the cornerstone of the project. The Commonwealth made use of previously built dams and land holdings of the Schuylkill Navigation Company, which had gone out of business in 1931. The lower basin dams that had been acquired in the 1930s served as desilting pools once dredging operations began.




  Three more desilting basins were completed on the upper reaches located between Tamaqua (Schuylkill County) and Hamburg (Berks County), some thirty miles apart. Once the desilting basins filled with water, the pools could stand until all the silt deposits settled to the bottom. The dredges excavated the siltation and trucked it to impoundments along the river. The problem that had to be faced was what to do with the silt? It was an environmental hazard.




  After analyzing the sediment for content and combustibility, it was determined that 70 percent could be sold for profit as fuel. Power plants and other compatible industries bought the reclaimed coal deposit for as little as thirty-one cents a ton.




  Reclamation projects persisted for many years after the official Schuylkill River Project was completed in 1951. The coal sludge continues to be collected, stored in containment sites, and sold by the ton to this day.




  



  The Schuylkill River Project was the first major environmental cleanup effort undertaken by a government agency in the United States. At the time it was also the largest operation of its kind in the world. The historic Schuylkill River, once considered the dirtiest river in the country, rebounded from the past and came back to life in a dramatic way. The river improved significantly as fish and fauna returned throughout much of its length, and in 1978 it was designated a National Wild and Scenic River under the 1968 Wild and Scenic Rivers Act.




  I did not know of Governor Duff ’s efforts until he died in 1969, when I read of the love he held for the great outdoors. He was unlike most politicians of his time. Serving as attorney general, governor, and later a senator on behalf of the state of Pennsylvania and its citizens, his conservation efforts are still felt today. He is a true environmental hero of his time.




  The Lehigh River




  The Lehigh River, the longest river in the Delaware watershed, rises in the Pocono Mountains in southern Wayne County and zigzags its way for 109 miles until it reaches the Delaware River. The Lehigh has been flowing through eastern Pennsylvania for thousands of years. It is one of nine rivers in the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania that is navigable. Until the nineteenth century it was called the West Branch of the Delaware River. Only after the river acquired its own individuality as a transportation base for coal in the early 1800s did we begin to use the English version, Lehigh, of the name the Native American Lenni Lenape Indians gave the river, Lechewuekink. This tongue-twisting word means “where there are forks,” hence the name Forks of the Delaware.
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  I walked away, finally a free man. No more saluting generals, no more spit-shining boots or parading in marching bands. My three years of life in the military ended August 17, 1964. Hooray! The Vietnam War was heating up when my discharge papers were handed to me. Now don’t get me wrong; I loved the military service. Why not? They obliged me with an electronics school that lasted a year, then put me in a windowless cinderblock building with five army mates for the next two years to maintain and repair a complicated control system for the Nike Hercules missile that circled Philadelphia.
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The Lehigh River below the river gorge. LEHIGH COLDWATER CONSERVANCY ALLIANCE






  The first thing I had to do was buy a car and find a job. Without either I couldn’t go fishing. After mustering out at Fort Dix, I bummed a ride to a used car dealer in Philly, bought the first vehicle available, and headed home to Delano in a used black-and-white 1959 Chevy Impala.




  Hidden in a four-foot-high cubbyhole in the third-floor attic of my parents’ house was the remainder of my fishing gear—an old telescopic metal fly rod, a box of moth-eaten wet flies, and a Perrine automatic reel spooled with an old HDH floating line. Salvaging what was usable, I replaced the rust-stained pole with a new eight-foot, six-weight Fenwick fiberglass fly rod, a double-tapered six-weight Cortland line, and a model 1498 Pflueger hand-cranked fly reel—just enough gear to get back to fly fishing.




  Most streams and rivers in coal mine country were not yet suitable to fish. However, the coal culprits who spewed out their waste products were losing money, and the volume of coal production soon declined. Sewage treatment plants and strict regulations became the law of the land—a double whammy for coal operators—which initiated a recovery process for many neglected streams and rivers of the coal region.




  

  The Lehigh River above White Haven had always been an exception—an area where coal deposits had never been discovered. The upper reaches of the river, where I routinely fished during my high school days, had a special place in my heart. This uninhabited section, with trout-friendly water, had no public access points until the town of White Haven. After three years in the military, I yearned to float and fish the mighty Lehigh again.




  Deliverance Down the Lehigh




  “That fiberglass canoe won’t work on the Lehigh River,” I said to the rental agent. “Where I’m going is rough-and-tumble water.” “Of course it will. This canoe will handle any whitewater situation,” the rental agent answered confidently. I paused for a moment, reflecting on my own experience navigating the Lehigh in a two-person rubber raft during my teen years. That twelve-foot inflatable was like a giant Ping-Pong ball, and it had safely bounced us down the river over rock and rubble as easy as having breakfast.




  Oh well, he was the expert. I paid the man the two-day rental fee, strapped the fiberglass-constructed fourteen-foot Old Town to the rooftop, and drove away to pick up my paddling partner, Mike Rachuck, a high school friend and fishing companion.
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