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By Jim Palmer

Do Wisconsin’s conservation wardens still chase deer shiners?
I heard when penalties were increased significantly, night hunting
of deer dropped off in the state. But I find that hard to believe
because I remember those particular outlaws being mighty deter-
mined.

They’re not easy to catch and nabbing a bad outfit in the
act was a point of honor 40 years ago. A popular enforcement
technique effective back then involved “driving black.” We
would drop in behind a suspect’s car, several yards back with our
headlights off, and tail it for miles while waiting for them to find
a deer and take a shot at it. We came up empty more often than
not, but it was a thrill when a suspect would finally hit the brakes,
jump out and shoot at a deer in front of us. During late summer
and through the fall we ran up a lot of nighttime miles “in the
black.”

Of course there’s a law against driving around at night with
your headlights off, but we felt there must be some type of
exemption for law enforcement guys. I recall a discussion about
getting an Attorney General’s opinion on the matter. But some-
one asked what the Department would do if the AG ruled it was
illegal. So, to the best of my knowledge, the AG was never asked
and the legality of driving black remained in the “gray area.”

The term “driving black” was used with the thinly veiled hope
that folks didn’t know it meant we were cruising around with our
headlights off. Of course there were occasional off-road excur-
sions and minor collisions with rural mailboxes and highway
signs. But we stayed low profile on the procedure and kept catch-
ing deer shiners. We were careful in court testimony to never
offer the information that we pursued the defendants with our
headlights off. We hoped it would not become public knowledge.

I was stationed in Superior in the 1960s, and there was a quar-
ter-mile dirt racetrack at the fairgrounds where they held stock car

races every Saturday night throughout summer. More accurately,
they could have been called jalopy races because typically the cars
were un-modified refugees from the salvage yard. I’ve always
been a race fan so once in a while I’d drop in at the track.

Half-way through the race program one night they announced
that the next event was the “policemen’s race.” Police officers
and sheriff’s deputies had arranged with racecar owners to
borrow their cars for the 10-lap event. Not wanting to feel left
out, I climbed over the fence and went down in the infield and
located two characters I’d caught spearing fish that spring. They
had a 1951 Ford with no muffler and the No. 7 painted on the
doors. They said it was as fast as anything there, and agreed
with the ironic notion that the local game warden should race
their car once.

Twelve of us lined up two abreast in our borrowed rides. It was
a standing start and the Ford and I were in the last row. The starter
dropped his flag and off we roared. I know it was only a novelty
event for the fans, but it was serious business for the 12 of us. De-
partment pride was at stake here. For the first few minutes I was
passing a car or two every lap because the Ford really was pretty
hot. Then I came up behind a Superior cop in a Dodge coupe that
was really wheeling. I had nothing for him and eventually finished
third behind him and another Ford.

When I went back to my seat in the stands I noticed a lot of
folks looking at me and laughing. I didn’t see anything funny
about starting last and finishing in third place, and I said so. Then
someone told me they were laughing at the race announcer, not
me. Halfway through the race he told the crowd, “If they turn out
all the lights in here for 10 seconds, that game warden will be in
first place.”

I guess driving black wasn’t a very well- kept secret after all.

JIM PALMER is a retired Wisconsin warden, warden/pilot
and special investigator. On his 75th birthday he turned ten
175-mph laps at the Talladega racetrack in one of NASCAR’S
3-year-old cars.
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By David Youngquist

July 12, 2010

Conrad and I packed and got
all of the camping gear loaded
into the van. We left the house
at about 8:10 a.m., but had to
take a detour to get the camera
that we left behind. So by 9:15
a.m., we really were on our
way.

First stop, the credit union in
Madison to get some cash. The
traffic and road construction
wasn’t bad, and we stopped in
west Chicago for lunch and to
gas up. It wasn’t until 3 p.m.
that Conrad said he wanted to
watch a movie on the DVD
player, and we were already in
Indiana. We stopped for dinner
in Ohio and made it to our
hotel by 10 p.m.

Although it was late, we
went to the convention hotel
to check things out and were
greeted by two life-sized
moose locked together and
mounted in a display. I took
photos with Conrad in front of
the moose. Registration was
closed in the lobby, but we saw
Scott Adams of the National
Oceanic and Atmospheric
Administration in Alaska, and
Steve and Laura Tomac of
Nevada. We spoke to them
briefly and then went to look
at the pool before returning to
4 Fall 2011

our room a block away. Conrad
bounced on the beds and we
congratulated each other on
arriving safely.

July 13, 2010

We had breakfast at the
hotel, and then were off to
catch the bus for the trip to the
Pittsburgh Zoo and National
Aviary. On the bus we met
Mark Broen, his wife Crystal,
and their kids, Lucas, 8, and
Kaitlyn, 4, from Deer Lake,
Newfoundland. We hung out
with them all day. The high-
lights of the zoo were touch-
ing the manta rays and other
stingrays and walking under
the polar bears as they were
swimming.

At 1 p.m., we went to the
National Aviary where they
had grassland, wetland and
tropical rainforest birds, as
well as bald eagles and Stellar
Sea Eagles. There was also a
cage where, for $3, you could
buy a liquid and feed it to the
parakeets. Conrad loved it and
at one point he had three on
him, all drinking the milk-
colored liquid.

At 4 p.m., we headed back
to the hotel, and by 5 p.m., we
were in our swimsuits and in
the pool. We swam for an hour,
and then headed back to our
hotel room to shower and call

home. We met Mark and Crys-
tal and their children, as well
as another couple from New-
foundland, for dinner. By 8
p.m., we were at the hospitality
suite, where I saw many people
I knew. It’s 11 p.m., and it’s
time for bed. Tomorrow is the
opening ceremony at 8.

July 14,2010

We woke up at 7 a.m. and
actually got to the opening
ceremony early. Carl Wofow-
itz, who had played for the
Pittsburgh Steelers, was the
keynote speaker. He was very
motivational and had a lot of
good team themes to pass on to
us of when he went up against
big mean Joe Green and Reg-
gie White.

After the ceremony, I signed
Conrad up for the kids’ activi-
ties. Between participating in
the bear program, gun safety
talk, fur identification, decorat-
ing a T-shirt with animal tracks
and building a bluebird house,
he was busy for the day. Mean-
while, I went to the officers’
lunch. Jeremy Peery received
the NAWEOA Officer of the
Year award and Ben Herzfeldt
got the 2010 Torch Award for
our region. [ was also able to
watch the officer exchange pre-
sentation of Colorado and the
Northwest Territories; it was

fascinating.

Conrad and I eventually
went back to our room, and
then met up in the swimming
pool with friends. Afterward,
the kids went to the youth ac-
tivity room to play laser shot,
while the adults talked. It was
good to catch up with every-
one. Finally, at 12:30 a.m.,
we left for our hotel. It was a
great day since I got to catch
up with Lorraine Doyle and
meet some new officers. But I
am tired!

July 15, 2010

Conrad and I slept until
about 8:45 a.m., got dressed
and ate breakfast. We then
walked around the exhibi-
tor booths and bought an
autographed book from Terry
Grosz, a retired U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service officer.

At about 3 p.m., we went to
the Flight 93 memorial. It is a
temporary steel Quonset hut
with some plaques on the out-
side. Inside, there are placards
about the victims and infor-
mation about the flight data
recorder and what happened
in the last few minutes of the
flight. I hadn’t realized the
plane was upside down 50 feet
off the ground before it plowed
into the ground. I can’t even
imagine it.
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(Left) Conrad Youngquist stands next to a moose display at

93 memorial.
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the 2010 NAWEOA conference. (Right) David and Conrad Youngquist stand by the Flight

There wasn’t much to see
from the view of the chain-link
fence where the plane went
down, just an open field with
bulldozers working to build
the actual memorial. But,
when finished, the memorial
will include 50-foot towers
to signify the plane as it was
upside down 50-feet off the
ground, as well as long and
narrow columns of steel with
the names and voices of those
who died.

Next we drove to the site
of the Torch Run, parked, and
saw the memorial dedicated to
Richard Gorgana, the USFWS
refuge officer who died on
Flight 93. Gorgana’s father
was there and a USFWS honor
guard gave a 21-gun salute.
There were some pretty mov-
ing speeches for him and the
other 39 victims of Flight 93.

Although it was awfully hot
for the Torch Run, it was prob-
ably the best one because of
the beautiful scenery. Some of
the route was in the shade and
we didn’t have to go on the
same path twice. Conrad and
I walked and he made it the
whole way without me carry-
ing him once.

We headed back to our hotel,
changed clothes, ate and were
back at the hotel pool until
10 p.m. Then we went to bed

since we had a lot to do the fol-
lowing day.

July 16, 2010

I attended a seminar in the
morning — many of us have
had or heard about Jeff Baile’s
seminar on interview and inter-
rogation. It was good training
on the subtleties of body lan-
guage for the conservation offi-
cer. Then, at 11 a.m., we went
to eat lunch before getting on
the bus to the warden games.
At the games, Conrad, James,
Matthew, Jeremy, Lucas and
Julianna found the trap range
where they had a great time
collecting whole clay pigeons.
The kids also kept busy doing
map and compass reading in
the woods.

Our team, the Cheesenforc-
er’s, consisted of Mark Breon
of Deer Lake, Newfoundland,
and Scott Bowe, Jeremy
Peery, Ben Herzfeldt and me,
all from the Wisconsin DNR.
The games began at 1:30 p.m.
and our team, No. 7, started
at the Amish Buggy Pull. It
was decided that [ would be
the Amish wife, Mark would
be my husband and Scott, Ben
and Jeremy were the horses
pulling the buggies. At the
shot, we were off through the
course. At the far end, the hors-
es had to eat a dry salty pretzel

and drink a cup of water fed
by Mark and myself because,
obviously, horses don’t have
hands. With the Amish com-
mands of gi, right; ha, left;
whoa, stop; and get for go
(and penalties against time if
wrong commands were used),
we made it through in record
time with the buggy on the
turnaround almost tipping over.
Did I mention I had to wear an
Amish dress and bonnet and
Mark had to wear a fake beard,
pants and shirt while we drove
the buggy?

The next game was the bear
trap. This consisted of me
wearing a very warm bear hat
and running 50 yards down and
back to a table, and then eating
a large donut while the other
team members pushed the
large-barrel bear trap through
an L- shaped maze where they
waited for me to finish the
donut. I then had to run and
jump into the bear trap. Once
I tripped the trap’s trigger, the
door slammed shut. Mark then
tranquilized me with a dart and
they pulled me out, put a blind-
fold on me and ear tags on my
bear ears, weighed me and put
me back in the trap. They then
had to pull me in the trap back
to the start and hook the trap
up onto the hitch of the truck.
We made really good time on

this one. The next game was
paintball and Ben and I were
re-loaders of 10 shots at a time
for our three shooters who had
to knock down 30 steel prairie
dog targets. They got all but
three.

The next game was all wet.
We had a dog, Jeremy, who
was blindfolded and put in the
canoe with Mark and myself.
We were given ping-pong pad-
dles to paddle across the lake.
Ben was in the water behind
us pushing us while wearing
swim fins. He abruptly lost
one while pushing us. Scott’s
job was to stay on shore and
catch the duck at the end. We
were making really good time
until our canoe started to go
off to the side. But once we
got straightened out, we were
off again, although with a lot
of water in the bottom of the
canoe. At the other side of
the lake, Jeremy had to swim
while blindfolded and listen
to Mark’s whistle signals. Let
me tell you: The dog needs
remedial training, despite some
warden of the year award!

In all fairness, Jeremy
couldn’t discern between the
other teams’ whistles and ours
and as a result he swam way
off target and nowhere near

continued on next page
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the inner tubes with the rubber
duckies meant for our retriever.
With a little cheating — aka
looking by lifting up his blind-
fold/goggles — our faithful
dog got a rubber ducky and
brought it back to our Newfie
hunter. As this fiasco was
going on, Ben Herzfeldt and

I emptied the water from the
canoe and then it was my turn
to push the canoe wearing fins.
This went without incident ex-
cept for the swim fin that I lost
as | was pushing/swimming
behind the canoe. Scott Bowe
got our dog out of the water at
the other end of the lake and
the clock stopped.

The last game included
identifying wildlife by touch
only and identifying the taste
of things, such as worms, ber-
ries, nuts, pepper spray, etc,
and then identifying what kind
of animal might eat it.

After the games were over
and we were fed, Conrad and
I went back to the hotel and
stayed in the pool until 10 p.m.
I then put Conrad down in Brett
and Monica’s room with their
two kids. I enjoyed the hospi-
tality room until who knows
what time. But it was not easy
carrying 50-pound Conrad back
to our hotel as he slept.

July 17, 2010

We again got up at 7 a.m.
so Conrad could go to the
Youth Field Day activities
while I attended several semi-
nars covering such topics as
wildlife DNA, man tracking,
elk reintroduction and venom-
ous reptile identification and
handling.

Conrad was finished with his
field day events at 3:30 p.m.
and we immediately went to
the pool where we swam for
two hours before saying our
goodbyes to friends. They were
disappointed we were skip-
ping the banquet, but I really
wanted to get Conrad camping,
especially since we brought
all of our camping gear 655
miles. So we headed to Bear
Run Campground in Porters-
ville, Penn., arrived at about
7:30 p.m., found our campsite,
set up our tent and headed to
dinner at a small country diner.

By 7:45 a.m. the next day,
we were packed up and headed
to Ludington, Mich. This
489-mile drive was fairly
uneventful, and once there,
we found a campground on
the Lake Michigan shore. We
immediately found a great
sand beach, and after we found
our campsite, we went back

&

i'he Chesenforcers, consisting of Mark Breon of Deer Lake,

Newfoundland, and Wisconsin DNR wardens Scott Bowe, Jeremy Peery,
Ben Herzfeldt and David Youngquist participated in the 2010 NAWEOA

warden games.

there to swim in the heavy
waves. Conrad loved body
surfing with the waves. We
ate, cleaned up and read some
books by the light of our old
lantern until bedtime.

The next day, we got up at
6:30 a.m., and I gave Conrad a
lesson in breaking camp. We
got some breakfast burritos
at McDonald’s and were at
the ferry by 7:50 a.m. for the
9 a.m. departure. We were
checked in by a security officer
with a dog who asked if we
had any firearms. I, of course,
had my .40 caliber service
handgun and told her and she

said that it had to stay in the
car. An orange marker was
put under the windshield wiper
because of the gun and we left
the van open and with the keys
in it since the employees drive
the cars onto the ferry. Con-
rad ran all over the huge boat,
which held more than 100 cars
and at least six semi trucks.

At 12:30 p.m., we arrived
in Manitowoc and gained an
hour. Then it was back on the
road to get to home and family.
It was a great trip.

DAVID YOUNGQUIST is
the Spring Green, Wis. conser-
vation warden.

FROM THE PRESIDENT

the WCW and its educational counterpart, the WCEF.

By Mike Neal

6

I would like to start off by thanking everyone for allowing
me to be president of the WCWA. Initially, when Steve Schlim-
gen asked if I would be willing to be the president of the war-
den’s association, I thought it would be for a year, maybe two.
It turned out to be more than 10 years of some really impres-
sive events and a few hurdles. During the past 10-plus years we
have seen some highs and some lows, yet we have prevailed
through each of those and continued our direction forward.

I look at our association and consider it second to none. The
WCWA has been around since 1989 and we continue to grow
in a variety of aspects. One of the best accomplishments is that
our association has been able to maintain its regional grant pro-
gram. Each year our organization awards thousands of dollars
to various projects around the state that benefit communities
and helps promote the goals and ideals of the warden force and

Fall 2011

Starting this summer, however, I decided that 10-plus years
of being president was enough, and Ryan Volenberg of Two
Rivers was named to take over the president’s position. I
still plan to keep active in the WCWA/WCEEF as a regional
representative, but [ am going to step back and let some new
ideas forge ahead so the WCWA can continue to grow without
becoming stagnant.

However, I want to thank everyone who has been on the
WCWA Board in one aspect or another; having all of you in
place made the job of being president easier. I also want to
thank everyone who has supported the WCWA/WCEF over the
years. | appreciate everyone’s dedication to our goals and ide-
als that make the WCWA a great organization.

Again, thank you for the honor and privilege of being the
WCWA president for better than a decade.



Shooting from the road...or not?

By Paul T. Martin

I was working with Warden Dave
Swanson of Minong one fall day when we
had an unusual night of work. Swanson
was then stationed in Amery and was hav-
ing some night-hunting complaints near
the Apple River. Dave asked me to come
down from Webster and assist him.

We made arrangements and we could
not have chosen a more unpleasant
evening. It was November and it was
cold. It was one of those nights where it
could not decide if it was going to rain,
sleet or snow. To make it even worse,
the wind was blowing so that the various
types of precipitation were coming down
sideways. With thermoses of hot coffee
and binoculars in hand, we jumped into
Swanson’s truck to find a good place to
hide. I remember talking about who was
crazier — a guy who would try to shoot a
deer on a night like this or the guys trying
to catch him.

We found a good place to hide the truck
while still being able to see what might
happen on the field we were watching.
The long wait started. A car came by very
slowly. We knew what he was up to. We
fell in behind the vehicle driving black.
We were sure that this was our guy.

The snow was coming down hard

now and the wind made it come down at
an angle. The car stopped. We stopped,
too. I said, “He is going to shoot.” But I
wasn’t sure what he was going to shoot

at because the visibility was poor. I could
not see a deer in his headlights. We sat and
waited.

Soon the driver got out of the car and
was standing in front of the headlights.
Still no shot. Here is where I will do my
best to keep this story rated PG-13.

Swanson picked up his binoculars from
the dash and watched the guy. Dave said,
“You are not going to believe this.”

I said, “What?”

Dave said, “Look.”

I picked up my binoculars and looked,
too. I asked Dave, “Is he naked?”’ I knew
the answer: He was.

What was he doing? Well, you will
have to use your imagination. We could
not watch any longer. All we could do is
wonder why a guy would be doing what
you think he was doing on a night like this
outside of his car. The guy got back in his
car and started to drive away.

Dave said, “Now what?”

I said, “I don’t know; follow him?”

We did. We talked about what we
should do. What was he really doing
wrong? Here is where our conversation
turned humorous.

After all, he was on the road with a
loaded uncased weapon. Was he shooting
from the road? We were not sure. We did
not watch long enough to find out. Now
he was going down the road with the thing
uncased. These are not violations wardens
normally deal with.

We decided to call the Polk County
Dispatch. This is what you call flicking
the booger. Better them than us. Our next
dilemma: how were we going to call this
one in over the radio? Fortunately we were
recently issued bag phones for our trucks.
We called on the phone and explained
what we had to the dispatcher. When the
call went out over the radio airwaves you
could hear the dispatchers and jailers roll-
ing with laughter in the background.

We followed the guy onto Highway 8
westbound. We could see the Polk County
squad coming up behind us so we made
room for him to fall in between us and
the man with the gun. The Polk County
deputy pulled the guy over. Thankfully,
the guy was driving without a valid license
so we did not have to deal with the other
issues. The guy was arrested for operat-
ing after suspension. It was an interesting
night in the life of a couple of Wisconsin
conservation wardens.

PAUL T. MARTIN is a conservation
warden stationed in Webster.

WCWA awards
scholarships

The Wisconsin Conservation Warden Associa-
tion through the Wisconsin Conservation and
Education Foundation presented four $1,000
scholarships to students selected by the Col-
lege of Natural Resources at the University of
Wisconsin-Stevens Point.

Warden Jon Scharbarth of Stevens Point,
center, presented the scholarships at the Ren-
dezvous Awards Ceremony on April 11, 2011.
Receiving scholarships are, from left, Michael
Weber of New Lishon, the Andrew Krakow
Memorial Scholarship; Tricia Verville of Cedar
Grove, the Harold Hettrick Memorial Scholar-
ship; Jonathan Kaiser of Hastings, Minn., the
Emerson Noyes Memorial Scholarship; and
Christopher Bartlett of Phillips, the Robert
Markel Memorial Scholarship.

Wisconsin Game Warden 7



Zero to two In seven years!

Retired wardens can finally carry concealed weapons

By Pat Harkins

Whoever said government was slow?

After a long awaited process of getting federal and state agency
“ducks in a row,” retired DNR wardens, special wardens and other
DNR law enforcement credentialed carriers finally got to shoot.

The shoot was the first step in allowing retired officers who met
requirements to carry concealed handguns, as authorized by HR
218, the federal Law Enforcement Officer Safety Acts of 2004 &
2010, and then meeting policy set forth by the Wisconsin DNR.

Retired wardens started requesting concealed carry rights
shortly after passage of the federal law; however, the Wisconsin
political climate was not favorable until recently. The work began
early in 2011 to formulate a policy for DNR warden concealed
carry (CC) under the direction of Chief Randy Stark, Darrel Wal-
dera and Tom Van Haren. Retirees were represented by committee
chair Doug Hoskins, as well as Mike Spors, Swede Erlandson,
Rick Herzfelt, Dave Arendt, myself and others.

After numerous conference calls, the group finalized the draft
policy and Stark set the rollout date of Aug. 4. The group chose
to hold the training at a Marathon County shooting range and at a
meeting room at the Central Wisconsin Airport in Mosinee.

Retired wardens have been meeting for group checks in north-
ern Wisconsin for many years, first at retired warden Dick Abney’s
cabin and subsequently at Rainbow Flowage. I have coordinated
recent group checks and this year combined the group check with
the CC training to reach retirees who did not want to join the CC
issue, but who still wanted to join the group for the noon meal
and catch up on retiree issues. About 55 retirees plus bureau staff
attended the training.

The “good guys in grey” (both uniforms and hair) gathered
from all corners of the state for the information and training
provided. The CWA Restaurant provided an excellent buffet for
lunch and the instruction/qualification at the range went well.
Tactical Officer Roy Kubisiak and Firearms Instructor Barry Fet-
tig ran the range qualifications, plus other retired firearms instruc-
tors assisted. A few had issues with guns and ammo, and learned
the lesson that it pays to practice with your weapon prior to the
shoot. However, most did very well, especially considering that
many of the former wardens had been retired for 25 years or so
and many had not fired any timed courses, especially firing “weak
handed.” However, an ongoing debate over a state law that allows
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any Wisconsin adult to carry a concealed weapon has complicated
this issue. Gov. Walker signed a version of the Wisconsin con-
cealed carry law the week prior to our scheduled shoot and the
final details of this complicated and confusing law were still being
worked out by the Department of Justice by press deadline. While
the impact on retirees is still uncertain, it looks like the Wisconsin
CC may suffice for many retirees as well as be easier to become
and maintain certification.

WI Act 35 is scheduled to take effect Nov. 1, 2011.

When all the gun smoke drifts away, it may be that the con-
cealed carry diehards will want to maintain both federal and
Wisconsin certifications since there seems to be beneficial aspects
to both. For example, the federal law allows the “have gun will
travel” retiree to carry concealed in any state. The flip side is that
retirees who stay close to home will opt for the Wisconsin CC as
no annual qualification is required and it runs five years for $50.

Seven years ago we had no legal CC options and as Doug
Hoskins and many others said, they felt like a “declawed cat in an
alley cat fight” after packing heat for 20 or 30 years. (The real old
wardens wouldn’t feel this way as they carried their old .38’s un-
der the front seat of the Nash). But now everyone has two options
to suit their individual needs. With the highly successful start up,
the Bureau is to be commended for its efforts. Officials are pro-
cessing paperwork for HR 218 concealed carry, and I’m sure the
Bureau will tweak it as it and the Wisconsin CC mandates unfold.

In related issues, some Wisconsin retired wardens’ credentials
were stamped “retired” and they were returned to them as a form
of ID. The Bureau will now be doing this for all new retirees and
for any retirees requesting such a card. I always felt it was impor-
tant to have such an ID as we never know when we will be thrust
into a situation where we may be able to render assistance. The ID
card will provide credible proof of our background.

It’s critical to remember that any concealed carry law does not
give any LE authority. You are acting under any applicable state
self defense laws only in protection of yourself and possibly in
defense of others. If you are involved, call the authorities, write
a report, and gather witness’s names etc. as you would if you
were an officer. It’s critical that you remember to include that you
“feared for your life” as you will probably be sued for everything
you own if you are involved in a shooting.

Overall, all is well that ends well. Practice, be careful, and see
you at the next group check.



LOOKING(BACK

By Harland Steinhorst

125 years ago
 In 68 counties, the fall deer season lasted 2 months, from Oct. 1 to
Nov. 30. The bag limit was any kind or number of deer.

100 years ago
* The deer season was now 20 days long, from Nov. 11-30, with hunt-
ers allowed to kill only one deer of either sex.
* Only 33 counties had an open deer season.
* The top violation of the year with 137 arrests was unlawful use of
nets or seines. Second in violations, with 111 arrests, was killing deer
in closed season.

75 years ago
* The deer season was restricted to 28 counties and was seven days
long, from Nov. 21-27. Hunters were only allowed to shoot forked
bucks.
* The Chicago Tribune reported that 13 hunters were killed and six
were injured, with an estimated kill of 6,000 forked bucks.

50 years ago
* The State Conservation Commission approved the purchase of 64
light portable radiophones and five two-way base station radios.
* For the first year, a license was required to be carried at all times
while hunting, fishing or trapping.

25 years ago
* The total DNR conservation warden positions funded was 172.
* NR5 was adopted, relating to proof of compliance rules for motorboat
mufflers.
» Wisconsin’s poacher reporting hotline received more than 1,600 calls
from the public during the year. The hotline began in 1979.

Harland Steinhorst is a retired Wisconsin conservation warden now living
in LaValle.

Articles, photos

sought for Spring
2012 WGW issue

Wisconsin Game Warden Magazine is
looking for interesting articles that deal
with the great outdoors. The deadline for
the spring issue is Jan. 15, 2012.

Possible topics include ecology, warden
cases made, places to go, resource conser-
vation methods, gotcha-type stories, animal
rescues, history of the warden force, and
articles dealing with the natural world.

Other possible story topics include vaca-
tions, recipes and the future of the warden
force.

Articles can be submitted to Managing
Editor Barbara Schmitz at 1705 Graber St.,
Oshkosh, WI 54901, or e-mailed as a Word
document to write2us@sbcglobal.net.
When possible, include photographs to go
with your story. They can be mailed or e-
mailed to Schmitz. E-mailed photos should
be at least 4” x 6” and 300 dpi or 8” x 10”
and at least 72 dpi.

In addition, the magazine is also look-
ing for photos for its Fruits of their Labor
feature. Do you have a picture of your fam-
ily with fish and game they’ve harvested in
Wisconsin? Or how about one of you and
some game? Send it in!

Photos can be mailed to Schmitz at the
above address. They will be returned, if
requested. As before, photos can also be
sent electronically to Schmitz.

If you have questions, you can also call
Schmitz at (920) 235-0972.

Don’t forget WGW
when you move

If you are moving or have moved, don’t
forget to tell Wisconsin Game Warden
Magazine.

The post office does not forward or return
the magazines since they are mailed Third
Class. That means the Association has no
way of knowing which members are not
receiving their copies.

For address changes or general mailing
questions, contact Matt Groppi at Matthew.
Groppi@wisconsin.gov.
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I was a second-year warden in 2001,
temporarily assigned to lowa County, and
had some money burning a hole in my
pocket. I bought a new bike and discov-
ered the quiet roads of lowa County were
perfect for pedaling away my spare time. It
wasn’t long before I thought I wish I could
pedal my bike every day. That was soon
followed by the thought that it would be
fun to pedal my bike across the country.

And that was the spawning of an idea
that took 10 years to accomplish.

A lot of people wonder why someone
would pedal a bike from sea to shining
sea. It sounded like a lot of fun and a good
adventure in 2001. After all, who wouldn’t
love pedaling up beautiful mountain vistas
and sleeping among the stars? But as my
research progressed and the reality sunk in
of what it would take mentally and physi-
cally to reach the East Coast, my motiva-
tion became the desire to know what I was
made of. As the departure date approached,
I knew I would find out the answer to that
question between May 2 and July 2, 2011.

But before I could start my trip, I first
had to accrue enough sabbatical to attempt
the continental crossing. That took 10
years. The planning part of the trip really
started in fall of 2010. I decided on the
TransAmerica route because it covered the
most varied terrain and started in Oregon.
I had never been to the Pacific Northwest
so I figured my bike trip would be a great
time to go. The TransAmerica route is

also the longest coast-to-coast route and I
knew when I was done I did not want to
be tempted to try anything quite so stupid
again.

Most people do the route in three
months, but I had to do it in two months
since that is all the leave I had avail-
able. Still, I thought it was possible since
research showed me that most people aver-
age about 60 miles per day; I thought that
seemed like an easy average to eclipse. The
TransAmerica maps arrived by mail in a
few weeks. The entire route was laid out on
12 maps and covered 4,257 miles.

I next began researching the steed |
would be pedaling. I chose the Trek 520, a
steel bike with a deeply rooted bike touring
pedigree. I fitted the bike with front and
rear racks with saddlebags. In a stroke
of luck, I found a one-person tent in the
bargain bin at Gander Mountain for $35.

I bought a few other trinkets to round out
my gear.

To prepare for the trek, I ate lots of
cookies, fried foods and ice cream. Every
experienced bike rider I met said [ would
ride myself into shape during the first week
or two, so I trusted that advice and procras-
tinated on any conditioning or weight loss.

On May 2, I packed my gear and
departed from Rhinelander International
Airport for Portland, Ore. where my friend
Dan Larson met me. Dan chauffeured me
around Portland so I could buy gear that
could not be brought onto an airplane. (Ap-

parently, highly combustible camp stove
fuel is prohibited on planes.) My bike was
waiting for me at Dan’s house as I had
shipped it two weeks earlier. The follow-
ing morning he dropped me off at the bus
station.

About two hours later I was getting off
the bus in Astoria, Ore., located at the
mouth of the Columbia River at the Pacific
Ocean. I changed into my biking clothes,
filled up with water, took a few pictures,
and began my quest. [ thought to myself
as I turned the pedals for the first time,
“That’s how I’'m going to do it; one turn of
the crank at a time.”

I wanted the first few days to be as
smooth as possible to build positive mo-
mentum. But eight miles into the first day I
got a flat tire. This wouldn’t normally be a
problem, but I learned that the tubes I had
grabbed from my toolbox at home were not
the correct size tube for my touring bike.
Luckily, there was a town with a bike shop
only four miles down the road. In hind-
sight, this proved to be a hidden blessing
since the Oregon coast is a much better
place to have a mechanical than Middle-of-
Nowhere, Wyo.

After I dipped my wheels into the Pacific
Ocean at Seaside, Ore. | made my way to
Nehalem State Park with 43 miles under
my belt in an afternoon of riding. I fell
asleep to the sound of the waves crashing
onto the nearby beach. I thought to myself
that this was going to be a great trip.




With more than 4,0

00 miles to go in two months to finish his cross-country bike ride, Tim Otto

didn’t have much time to visit places along the route, such as Coyville, Kansas, with a population

of less than 100.

My second full day was my first disaster.
I had stored my map in a jacket pocket,
but when I stopped to check it, I realized I
had not zipped the pocket and it had fallen
out. After several ‘Oh my Gods’ I called
Adventure Cycling and made arrangements
to have them fax a copy of the map.

The next day was my second disaster.

I heard a clinking sound in my bike’s
spokes and discovered the sound was from
the bungee cord that had been holding

my sleeping bag on the rear rack. I rode
back to the last town I passed through and
contacted a Sheriff’s Deputy. The deputy
volunteered to drive me back on my route
to check for the sleeping bag, even though
he said folks there were more likely to keep
it than turn it in.

I spent most of that afternoon trying to
locate a new sleeping bag in the Eugene
area and I eventually found one at a Ca-
bela’s. However, the time I used finding a
new sleeping bag cost me a lot of miles. I
had planned to pedal to the base of the first
big climb of the trip, Santiam Pass. Instead,
I wound up about 35 miles from the base.
It also rained most of the evening, includ-
ing while I set up my tent in an Oregon
Department of Transportation property.
This was my first night of guerrilla camp-
ing. For dinner I shivered in my tent and
ate crumbled Pop-Tarts slathered in peanut
butter.

The rain started the next morning as
soon as I started pedaling, but at least I was

12 Fall 2011

able to pack up my gear before it got wet.
I went to the nearest restaurant to take on
fuel for the day’s effort of climbing about
3,000 feet. I pedaled up the mountain at
about 5 mph in granny gear. The sound of
rain was interspersed with the sounds of
the McKenzie River that flowed along the
road for much of the route. The reality of
pedaling a fully loaded touring bike up a
mountain was very apparent. My bike was
loaded with at least 45 pounds of gear and
I was at least 30 pounds overweight. I got
hungry and tired and pulled over to eat a
few snacks.

I began to see people driving with
snowboards on their cars and then the
rain turned to sleet. I have no idea how
many times I stopped to look at my map in
hopes of seeing that I was about to reach
the pass. After pedaling in the sleet for an
hour or so, my speed began to drop and I
noticed I couldn’t remember being warm.
I donned some clothes to keep my heat in.
After a while I warmed up and could feel
my hands and toes again. I rode past some
beautiful scenery and stopped briefly to
take a picture or two. But I kept my legs
churning to get up the mountain as the sleet
turned to snow.

I knew the only way to get warm was to
reach the other side of the mountain. After
pedaling uphill for five hours, I reached
Santiam Pass. I snapped a few pictures,
sighed in relief, and began a downhill
descent. The weather change was almost

immediate and lifted my spirits. I spent
the night in a hotel drying my gear and my
spirits. Santiam Pass was so memorable I
decided to name my bike after it — Miss
Santiam.

The next few days included more
mountain passes and pedaling more than
80 miles each day. I learned that when
the road went up a steep mountain I could
pedal up about 1,000 feet per hour. This
allowed me to be able to plan my days and
where I would stay each night. I pedaled
past remnants of old ghost towns in the
high desert. I pedaled through Picture
Gorge in the John Day Fossil Beds. 1
pedaled up a pass with “Keep Pedaling,”
“You’re almost there,” “You can see the
top,” and “Well, almost” spray-painted on
the side of the road.

I learned a lot over the next few days and
weeks. I learned that some places in the
mountains don’t get spring until May or
June. In Idaho, temperatures reached into
the upper 80s and I didn’t think I needed
the cold weather clothes anymore, so I
sent them home. In Montana, I learned that
spring hadn’t arrived and I wished I hadn’t
sent those same clothes home. I found out
it is possible to pedal uphill for 70 miles
before reaching Lolo Pass on the Idaho/
Montana border where there was 4 feet of
SNOw.

My most challenging day occurred in
Montana. I woke up in Sula, which consists
of a general store and campground at about
5,000 feet of elevation. The plan for the
day was to make it to Dillon, Mont. But
there was Chief Joseph Pass at over 7,000
feet and two other 1,000-foot climbs stand-
ing between Dillon and myself. I made it
up to the top of Chief Joseph by about 11
a.m. I had to bundle up for the descent and
had a picnic lunch in a beautiful mountain
meadow. A little while later I realized the
wind was blowing in my face. After about
an hour, I reached a plateau and quickly
realized the wind was going to continue
blowing in my face. I pedaled past Big
Hole National Battlefield and Wisdom,
which is the land of 10,000 hay bales. At
least that’s what the sign said on the out-
skirts of town.

In Jackson, I stopped at a hot springs
resort for a sandwich. My face was wind
burned and my fuel tank was running low.
It was about 4 p.m. and I had put on about
50 miles for the day. I was so beat I wanted
to stop for the day, but I knew I had to push



on if I wanted to complete the trip in two
months. The bartender at the resort warned
me, “There’s nothing between here and
Dillon.” Despite the warning, I pushed
onward and into the wind. It wasn’t long
before it became painfully apparent I had
not eaten enough and was bonking. I had
to stop to eat Pop-Tarts, Snickers, trail
mix, and everything else I had with me.
I watched the sun set over the valley and
rode in the dark for over an hour until I
made Dillon. I stopped at the first motel I
could find at 9:30. It had taken me over 12
hours to pedal the 120 miles to Dillon.

The next few days I made my way
toward the Yellowstone National Park area.
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From left: Tim Otto stands next to the sign for Al’s Place, an inn in Farmington, Mo. for TransA

were walking down the road. As I came
around the corner, I realized it was just four
buffaloes moseying along. I stopped to take
some pictures and I realized that there is
no better way to see Yellowstone than 10
mph on a bike. I pedaled to Old Faithful
and hoped to see it erupt. I ate lunch and
found out that it wouldn’t be erupting for
about 45 minutes. There were a lot of miles
ahead of me and I had to keep going if
was going to make it to Jackson Lake for
the night. I pedaled through Grand Teton
National Park that day too, for a total of 96
miles.

The following day I pedaled over
Togwotee Pass, which at 9,658 feet was

merica bikefs -.th-ui on

ceived permission to camp at the powwow
grounds for the night.

A few days later I began to have diffi-
culty sitting comfortably on my bike seat.
It got worse and I finally decided to seek
medical treatment. In Walden, Colo. I was
diagnosed with a hematoma. Apparently,
sitting on a bike seat can cause some unin-
tended side effects in areas where there is
a lot of friction. I was treated and released
to pedal over the second-to-last pass in the
Rockies, Morgan Creek Pass. After pedal-
ing into the wind for a few hours through
an open basin, two ranchers pulled over
and asked if I wanted a ride. If ever I was
tempted to hitch a ride, this was it. But I
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ce served as the St. Francis Coun-

ty Jail. Otto named his bike Miss Santiam after the first big climb of his trip, Santiam Pass. Otto saw these buffalo in Yellowstone National Park.

On the way, a bolt on my front rack broke
so I had to carry a saddlebag over my
shoulder for 25 miles. I reached West Yel-
lowstone, Mont., on a Friday and grabbed
a motel near a Laundromat. The following
morning I fueled up at a family restaurant.
While eating, I saw someone checking out
my SUV. He came in and started talking
to me about the bike touring he did the
previous year from Canada to Mexico. A
few minutes later my waitress informed me
that there was no charge for my breakfast.
The person I had been talking to was the
manager and he picked up my tab.

Within a few minutes of leaving West
Yellowstone I entered Yellowstone Nation-
al Park and Wyoming. While pedaling up a
short hill and looking through some trees,
it looked like Chewbacca and some friends

the second highest point on the route.

After pedaling uphill for about 3,000 feet I
reached the pass. There were 15-foot snow
banks and the roadway was barely wide
enough for two cars to pass. It felt like I
was riding past an open freezer door. After
60 miles I arrived in Dubois, Wyo. It was
only 3:30 p.m. and I decided to push on

to the next town, Fort Washakie. I knew it
would be a long push, but most of the route
was downhill and the wind was at my back.
Due to a combination of poor map read-
ing skills and a map error, Fort Washakie
turned out to be an Indian reservation with
only a convenience store. It was sunset and
since I had already pedaled 120 miles that
day, there was no way I was going to make
it another 20 miles to the next town. I was
directed to the police department and re-

turned down the ride to push up the penul-
timate climb.

That night I realized my saddle region
needed more medical attention. So the fol-
lowing morning I stopped at the hospital in
Kremmling, Colo. where I was told I now
had an abscess and should take a day off to
heal. It was tempting, but a friend of mine
who lived in Colorado was on his way to
meet me and ride for the day and I had free
lodging that night in Breckenridge. My
friend John and I rode together while his
dad hauled my gear in his car. My bike felt
like a completely different animal without
all of the gear weighing me down. John
and I parted ways in Silverthorne and I
made it to my free lodging at about 9:15
on the Friday night of Memorial Day
weekend.
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On Saturday, I again sought medical
treatment to get the dressing changed on
the abscess. The doctor did his best to
convince me to take two days off to heal.
He said if the infection became any worse,
he would recommend hospitalization.
After discussing things with my girlfriend
Shelley and my hosts, I decided a second
day off was necessary. It felt great not to
pedal for two consecutive days. However,
those two days were spent obsessing over
if I would be able to complete the journey,
especially since I was staying 6.5 miles
from Hoosier Pass, which at 11,539 feet
was the highest point on the route and the
last pass in the Rockies.

On Memorial Day I re-started my trip
and reached the pass at about 11 a.m.
There were people parking their cars to go
backcountry skiing at the summit. I took
this as a sign I needed to get out of the
mountains. As I began to descend into the
high desert of eastern Colorado, a whiteout
snowstorm blew through to give me a final
parting shot. The descent into Canon City
was very welcomed, as there were stretches
where I didn’t have to pedal and could just
coast. One such stretch was 30 miles.

After spending most of a month trying
to stay warm, it took me a day to adjust my
routine to temperatures in the 90s. The first
day I became dehydrated and stopped at
the only house for miles to ask for water.
Nobody was home, but it seemed like the
kind of place that would help out a weary
traveler, so I helped myself to some water
from their hose. I was rained on for the first
time in three weeks to the point of being
soaked. But with the arid air I was dry
within two hours.

My travel through eastern Colorado and
Kansas was dominated by wind. If the
wind was at my back I could make good
time, but if it blew in my face, I could bare-
ly go forward. The wind kept blowing most
nights and I had a hard time sleeping in my
tent because of the noise. My first night in
Kansas I camped in a city park in Tribune
where Bike Across Kansas was starting
the following day. The BAK cyclists told
me in their heavy Kansas accents: “You’ll
like the Flint Hills. They’re really purty.” A
few days later I pedaled past the Flint Hills
High School, so I figured I must have been
in the Flint Hills. The Flint Hills were a
very gradual undulation with more pasture
than wheat.

Shelley joined me in Chanute, Kan.
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line separating waters that flow into the
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Finally, after over a month of lonely nights,
I was guaranteed an actual person to talk to
at night. She drove ahead each day with my
gear. My bike suddenly became a lot faster
and [ was done earlier each day with fresh-
er legs. Shelley would meet me along the
road and provide refreshments or food. It is
difficult to describe how great it is to get an
iced coffee while pedaling in the scorching
heat. The caffeine and sugar boost would
help me get over the next few hills.

The two weeks it took me to go from
Hoosier Pass to the Mississippi River
was punctuated by heat. The farther east
I traveled the more humid it became. In
Missouri I kept track of the water I drank
and realized I was going through more than
20 pounds of water per day. I filled two
water bottles and a 100-ounce Camelback
bladder each morning before leaving. The
bladder would be filled at least two more
times, I’d go through a couple of Gato-
rades, and I’d drink as much water and iced
tea as I could at lunch. At the end of the
day, my shoes were as wet as if [ had been
standing in water from the sweat draining
down my legs.

After Hoosier Pass, I began encountering
westbound TransAm cyclists. When meet-
ing another cyclist on the road, the custom
is to share a few stories and tales. We
would also share recommendations where
to eat or sleep, and prepare each other for
any difficulties, such as long distances

without services or road construction is-
sues. In Missouri almost every westbound
cyclist began preparing me for the dogs

of eastern Kentucky. Shelley and I heard
horror stories of dogs lurking in the woods
to attack unsuspecting cyclists. It was a
common theme and I began to think what
I should do since I did not have any pep-
per spray.

While worrying about the dogs of
eastern Kentucky, I was thoroughly sur-
prised when Kodi, an 80-plus pound mutt,
latched onto my hip outside of Houston,
Mo. After shouting a few obscenities, |
turned around to speak with one of the
owners, an off-duty sheriff’s deputy. He
helped me get cleaned up, apologized
profusely, and offered to drive me to a
doctor. I told the deputy about my worries
of Kentucky and he went to his squad and
returned with a can of pepper spray. After
getting looked at by a doctor in Ellington,
I was back on the road with a new tetanus
update, a bacterial shot and another 10
days of antibiotics. I had been off anti-

biotics for my saddle sores for less than a
week.

In Farmington, Mo. we stayed in the
most memorable accommodation of the
trip — Al’s Place, a hostel located in the
renovated St. Francois County Jailhouse
that had been built in 1870. The upstairs
had been remodeled into an apartment,
complete with laundry, air conditioning,
kitchen, and computer. Payment was only
$20 per night and it was across the street
from a good bike shop, too. There were
other cyclists staying there so we got to
hear some of their stories.

Two days later I crossed the Mississippi
River into Chester, Ill., where I took my
last rest day. After doing some math, I de-
termined I needed to average 80 miles per
day for two weeks to reach Yorktown, Va.
That would allow us two days of rest and
relaxation on the beach. However, I was a
little disheartened because I had wanted to
have a few more days to rest before going
home.

I became determined to try and knock
some time off the trip. In Marion, Ky.,
Shelley had stopped at the local newspa-
per, The Crittenden Press, to make some
copies. Two of the reporters heard Shelley
telling the receptionist about my trip and
they asked to do a story on me. I felt like a
celebrity.

That night we stayed at the First Baptist



Church in Sebree. The church basement is
used as a hostel for cyclists in the sum-
mer and the preacher and his wife insisted
we join them for dinner. We filled up on
fried chicken and other home-cooked
food, while sharing stories with three other
cyclists.

A passing cyclist told me to be aware of
dogs near Lookout, Ky. He said he passed
through there the day before and could hear
the panting of dogs chasing him and their
owners laughing. Lookout was the scari-
est place I passed through on the route;
it certainly was not the kind of locale a
person dressed in Spandex should stop and
ask for help.

With about five days of pedaling left, I
finally felt I would be able to make York-
town. Up until then, I was never confident
I would complete the trip. There was still
a lot of pedaling to do, but I only had two
hard days in the Appalachians left and
a few days of relatively flat riding. The
Appalachian Mountains wound up being a
lot steeper than the Rockies and quite a bit
more dangerous. I had to contend with coal
trucks hauling loads on narrow roads. On
several occasions I got off the road entirely
to allow a truck to pass me safely. My last
pass of riding in the Appalachians was Mt.
Rogers. The road climbed over 2,000 feet
of elevation in 3 miles for an average grade
of 8 percent. It was a narrow road mean-
dering up switchbacks and steep ramps. It
was difficult, but I can only imagine how
difficult it would have been if Shelley
were not there to carry my gear in her car.

I made it to the top in a little over an hour.
Shelley, her 7-year-old son Cole, and I had
a few sandwiches for lunch as I basked in
the idea I was done climbing mountains.

At the top I rode along the Blue Ridge
Parkway for 27 miles. I was rewarded with
a photogenic view and I found myself stop-
ping frequently to take pictures. Shelley,
Cole, and I stopped in Afton at the Cookie
Lady’s house. June Curry has been hosting
cyclists since the inaugural BikeCenten-
nial event in 1976. Unfortunately, I had
not heeded other riders’ advice and called
ahead, so she wasn’t home to give us fresh
cookies. I felt a little cheated, as she is
quite famous on the route.

On the second to last day I left Me-
chanicsville and pedaled past Thomas
Jefferson’s home, Monticello, and James
Monroe’s home, Ashlawn-Highland. Later
that day I also pedaled past Patrick Henry’s
home. Someday I hope to go back and visit
those places. Virginia’s scenery, history,
weather, and friendly folks made it my
favorite state to bike through.

For my last day I thought I had about 75
miles to pedal. But I made wrong turns and
miscalculated time and mileage, so I finally
arrived in Yorktown at 6:30 p.m. after rid-
ing 94 miles. Still, I had averaged enough
miles for the last two weeks that I was
able to shave off a full day; that allowed us
three days of beach life.

When I finally touched my front wheel
into the Atlantic Ocean 55 days after I
started, I was overwhelmed with emo-
tion. I had flashbacks to various points and

This view of the Nehalem,
Oregon area and Pacific Ocean
was just one of many Tim
Otto enjoyed on his bike trek
across America.

o

days on the route. I don’t know how many
mountain passes, Snickers bars, iced cof-
fees, pounds of water, or sunblock I went
through. But I do know I pedaled 4,359
miles, averaging 79 miles per day if you
include the three rest days, or 83 miles per
day without those rest days.

After completing it, I keep asking myself
if it was worth it. As I write this, I still
don’t know that answer. It was very dif-
ficult in every way and took two months
of my life. Maybe it was worth it from the
perspective that I can honestly check it off
the bucket list. However, there were times
it was so not-fun that it seems foolish to
deem it a good idea.

However, I learned that I could be quite
comfortable with a minimal amount of
things, but that I need human companion-
ship to stay sane. I thought I knew what a
saddle sore was, but I earned otherwise. 1
also learned to believe in the kindness and
generosity of strangers.

In addition, I found out that bike touring
involves a lot more than just pedaling a
bike. There is cooking, cleaning, laundry,
setting up and breaking camp, at least one
errand per day, and dealing with each day’s
disaster. Unfortunately the best part of
touring — meeting and talking to people
— I did the least. I placed too much of a
premium on miles and not enough empha-
sis on experiences. If there is another tour
(and it won’t be a cross-country tour) it will
be with much lower mileage expectations.

Tim Otto is a conservation warden in
Langlade County.
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dl One Big
Fish Story

By Tom Albers, Larry Keith and
Clark Albers

While vacationing in Gulf Shores, Ala., we
went fishing one February day for bluegills,
or ‘bream’ and ‘brim’ as they are sometimes
called in the south.

We fished about 10 miles north of Gulf
Shores, near Summerdale, Ala., at a place
called Alligator Alley. It’s a little different
from fishing ‘gills’ in Wisconsin; that’s be-
cause this natural, enclosed, 20-acre waterway
is the home of 201 adult alligators.

These are ‘nuisance’ gators, taken in by the
Alley’s owner, Wes Moore, who opened the
alligator farm in 2004. All of the gators were
rescued from dangerous places — dangerous
to them that is. These animals have lost their
natural fear of humans, which makes them
dangerous.

All of the alligators are free swimming in
the area, except for one. His name is Captain
Crunch. The Captain is more than 13 feet long
and weighs 800 pounds. He holds the world
record for bite strength — 2,982 pounds! The
Captain is kept separate from the other gators
because he doesn’t play well with others.

We caught 26 bluegills at Alligator Alley.

Fishing techniques are pretty much the same
as for gills in Wisconsin. The big difference is
not sharing a hooked gill with the gators.

If you’d prefer to fish without gators, there
are other options for you to explore. You can
fish for sea trout and sheepshead (not the
Wisconsin type), on the inter-Coastal Water-
ways and at the beach in the Gulf of Mexico.
The most common species are whiting, but
there are other fish you may catch. But some
species will take your bait and head for places
unknown.

RETIRED WISCONSIN DNR WARDENS
Tom Albers and Larry Keith and Tom s son,
Clark, a Wisconsin State Trooper, vacationed
in Gulf Shores, Ala. Tom is a retired warden
supervisor and Larry is a retired recreational
staff specialist.



It’s hard to say good-bye

Living and learning as a Wisconsin game warden

By Mike Kitt

In the winter of 1977, I received a call at my college dorm room
from the supervisor of Harrington Beach State Park, asking me if
I wanted a job the following summer as a ranger. [ was elated, and
said yes without hesitation. I had been bugging him since I was
16 for a job, and it finally paid off. My foot was in the door and I
happily began my career with the Wisconsin DNR, working as a
LTE in the summer and going to college the rest of the year.

To make things even better, I got a job as a Portage County
Special warden in 1980, working under Don “Woody” Gruber
as one of his “booshakowskis” as he called us. Then, just before
Christmas 1981, I received a phone call from Wisconsin Warden
Training Officer Larry Miller asking if I’d be interested in
becoming a recruit warden starting in January. I had made it! All
of the hard work — the studying, the testing and the volunteering
— had paid off. I was on my way.

Now, 32 years later, I find myself again on the outside looking
in. I thought I would be a game warden forever. Where had the
time gone? It seems like I just started. All of the long hours
and the holidays and weekends spent working were done. The
camaraderie and the fun was over. I had retired and something
was missing.

The “old timers” had always said I would know when it was
time to go. But, thanks to the “clown show” going on in Madison,
I felt I had to leave before my scheduled time. The problem was I
wasn’t ready to go. It seemed everyone was happy for me but me!
However, the job had changed. It was not the same outfit I had
hired on with.

For the first month, I sulked around the house and felt sorry for
myself. Had I made the right decision? Probably not. What was
I going to do with myself? After all, with the exception of two
weeks working in a steel mill and two weeks of house painting,
the DNR was my only employer since I was 19 years old.

Then I got a part-time job and the weather got nicer. I found
myself in possession of three turkey tags for two states. The
walleyes were biting on the river, and the feeling of guilt I
had from leaving early was starting to go away. The flood of
encouraging phone calls from retired wardens helped keep
my spirits up. As retired warden Roger Hanson told me: “Hell
Mikey, we lived the good old days. Just sit back and enjoy the
memories!”

He was right. I look back on the memories now and recall good
times I spent with great people, trying to make Wisconsin a better
place to live. I think how fortunate I was to land the greatest job
in the world. I remember the hundreds of people I met over the
years who said, “I always wanted to be a warden, but it didn’t
work out.” I recall a former Green Bay Packer star and an FBI
S.W.A.T. team member who had spent 20 years flying fighter jets
in the Navy telling me I had the greatest job in the world!

I think of all the sunrises and sunsets I have seen, and how I
marveled at nature’s beauty, all while being on the payroll. I think

about the jubilation shared with partners over a great case made
through persistence and patience, or sometimes by dumb-assed
luck. I think about being given the confidence to be in charge of,
and given the use of, hundreds of thousands of dollars worth of
equipment. I think about being in charge of my own time and how
best to use it. I think about the confidence placed in me by my
superiors and how much that meant to me.

But I also remember a few bad memories. I think about
carrying Andy Krakow’s coffin and how senseless his death was.
I think about the days of Indian spearing — of taking verbal and
physical abuse from the public for something I didn’t believe in
either. I think about the look on the faces of 23 students held at
gunpoint for four hours.

“| served under seven governors
and department secretaries,

four chief wardens, and nine
supervisors. I've worked with over
four dozen neighboring wardens.
I've been issued 16 different
squads, nine different boats and
carried five different duty firearms.”

For each memory I recall, it seems to spark others that haven’t
surfaced in years. | realize a lot has happened in 30-plus years,
and I was a part of it all. In my career, I served under seven
governors and department secretaries, four chief wardens, and
nine supervisors. I’ve worked with over four dozen neighboring
wardens. I’ve been issued 16 different squads, nine different boats
and carried five different duty firearms in my holster. I’ve gotten
six “purple folders” and three days off without pay. I guess that
means [ have won the “Game of Life,” and my time was put in,
even if I didn’t think so.

It’s hard to say good-bye to the job and people I love. It’s
all I know. It’s not just a job, but a way of life, a culture in and
of itself. I thought I would have no trouble letting go since |
have plenty of outside interests. I was really looking forward to
getting my anonymity back. I’m sure with time I won’t miss it
anymore, but right now I do. I’m sure that more “me” time will
help. It’s time to enjoy the resources I worked so hard to protect.
Somewhere out there is a young man or woman working off his
or her butt, trying to get the same opportunity I had. I want them
to succeed and take my place, and I will help them out when that
occurs.

Part of me will always miss the job, though. Luckily for me, my
old boss and teammates call me often and keep me in the loop. It
means a lot to me. I might be retired, but I still care. I am proud
of having been a Wisconsin game warden, and I hope I have
contributed to the betterment of Wisconsin’s natural resources that
I hold so dear. Good-bye.

MIKE KITT retired in March 2011 and lives in Marinette.
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GAME WARDENS FROM THE PAST

George C. “Buck” Johnson; Portage 1928-40, Friendship 1945-54

By Harland Steinhorst

George C. “Buck” Johnson started
his law enforcement career in the fall of
1928 as a “Special” for Edgar L. Alder-
man at Portage. Buck continued assisting
Alderman until Alderman was killed in a
vehicle accident in July of 1933.

Buck, however, continued the enforce-
ment program in Columbia County. On
Sept. 1, 1934, he was appointed a junior
(probation) warden, stationed at Portage.
Two years later, he was promoted to
senior warden, a full-time position.

During this time, he was a member of
the National Guard, 32" Division, 127%"
Regiment, Company F, based at Portage.
On Oct. 15, 1940, the 32" Division was
federalized. He held the rank of 1% Lieu-
tenant and his unit was shipped out to the
South Pacific on March 22, 1942.

Now some background on Johnson. He
grew up playing, shooting and hunting
with Native Americans, the Winnebago

tribe now known as Ho-Chunk. He
learned their spoken language as a young
man. Native American “code talkers” had
been used in Europe during World War I
and Buck was recruited to be a member
of G-2 or Army Intelligence when sent to
the Pacific War.

Research shows that members of four
Wisconsin-based tribes — Chippewa,
Winnebago, Oneida and Menominee —
were selected and trained as “code talk-
ers.” Member of 16 other tribes in the
United States were also recruited. Native
American Indian speech was used for
secure two-radio and telephone commu-
nications; the Germans or Japanese never
broke their speech/codes.

Buck was discharged from the regular
army in 1945; he was 45. He continued
as a member of the Wisconsin National
Guard.

He returned to the warden force as a
warden I, now stationed at Friendship in
September 1945. On Dec. 13, 1948, he

was called back to active duty, serving in
Japan and Korea. He was discharged in
early 1954, holding the rank of Major.
On March 15, 1954, he again was re-
instated as a warden II at Friendship, but
three months later, he retired both from
the Army and the Wisconsin Conserva-
tion Department. He was 54 years old.
Buck was known as a trick shot artist
with a .22-caliber rifle. He would outline
objects on white paper. The one he did
most often was the Indian war chief with
full feather bonnet. In 1930, he volun-
teered to be part of the warden raid team
to take down Chicago gangster “Beer
Joe” Saltis. However, Chief Warden
MacKenzie turned down his request
because of the travel time to northern
Wisconsin and because Buck was a Spe-
cial and not a full-time warden.
Johnson died on Nov. 27, 1969.
HARLAND STEINHORST is a retired
Wisconsin conservation warden now liv-
ing in LaValle.

Guarding the president on the Bois Brule

By Harland Steinhorst

While state conservation wardens have always
protected Wisconsin’s fish and wildlife, they also
have helped to protect a U.S. president when Calvin
Coolidge was fishing on the Bois Brule River.

“Approval was given to Conservation Commis-
sioner Mauthe’s arrangements to have four wardens
placed on the Brule River — two each one mile above and

the nation’s executive away to the nearest justice of the
peace, even if they surprised him angling in the stream
unaccompanied by his golden authorization.”

By law, the Conservation Commission could not
issue a free non-resident fishing license, even to the
President of the United States. However, an unknown

person purchased the license and had the button gold
plates; thus, his golden authorization.
The following story was reported in the Evening Star

below the Cedar Island Estate, where President Coolidge would
be staying,” a June 6, 1928 news release read.

Six wardens were assigned guard duties: W.F. Gray of Ashland,
James McNaughton of Superior, Thomas Devine of Spooner,
Barney Devine of Webster, Percy Button of Winter and Max
Happle of Iron River. In addition, four wardens were assigned to
that area with the necessary telephone connections.

A state law at the time required both resident and non-resident
anglers to wear a license “button” and a warden could demand
the person produce the actual paper license. (The button law was
repealed in 1933.) The metal button, which had a red background,
was the size of a half dollar and cost $3 for non-residents.

“Game wardens of the department have the authority to arrest
anglers who do not wear their buttons or who cannot, upon de-
mand, produce non-resident licenses,” an Associated Press story
read. “The half dozen wardens, clad in forest green, who are
assigned to the summer White House, probably would not take
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newspaper in Washington, D.C. on Aug. 25, 1928:

“Aboard the President’s special train en route to Superior, Wis.
— President Coolidge today, for the first time since the days of
his youth in the hills of Vermont, shot and killed a living thing.
It was a large crane, caught by him in the act of spearing trout in
the waters where he was fishing. He brought the bird down with
the second shot of a Colt Super .38-caliber automatic pistol that
he borrowed from Walter Ferguson, one of the Secret Service
men in the canoe with him.

“President Coolidge, known for his rectitude, had broken the
law,” the newspaper article continued. “The deceased bird was a
Great Blue Heron, protected by federal law under the Migratory
Bird Treaty Act of 1900.”

President Coolidge was one of five U.S. presidents that fished
the Bois Brule.

HARLAND STEINHORST is a retired Wisconsin conservation
warden now living in LaValle.



Once | war (a) Special

By Duane Harpster

They use to call them Specials, short for
Special Conservation Wardens, although
these days they are known as Deputy
Conservation Wardens. It seems, over the
years, that some folks were offended by
being called Specials, or at least that is
what [ have been told.

Back in the olden days, which really
wasn’t all that long ago, a lot of conser-
vation wardens learned the ropes and got
their feet wet “specialing” for a warden
somewhere. Heck, not only were you
learning the ropes, but the wardens were
finding out if you had “it,” that intangible
thing that makes game wardens different
from other law enforcement officers.

The better you did, the more wardens
you got to work with. And if you were a
sponge, you could learn a lot more than
the average bear. Of course, the longer
you worked as a Special sometimes in-
dicated you couldn’t make the grade and
get appointed as a conservation warden.

I would be remiss, however, if I did not
mention that there were special men who
had a job they enjoyed but were dedi-
cated to working a second job to make a
little more and liked the satisfaction of
guarding the resources.

When I finally became a warden, it
was my good fortune to have some of
the best Specials ever work with me, and
in particular Dan Cardinal, who ran the
resort that had been in his family for 100
years. Another group of Specials were the
patrolmen, later to become state park and
forest rangers. Once again, | was fortu-
nate to have the likes of Mark Brandt,
Rick Bucklew, Bob Schepper, and Mark
Kubisiak work with me.

Everyone needs a break, and I got mine
when Dick Abney, the warden at Cran-
don, Forest County, took me on. I’m not
sure if Dick knew how long he would
have to put up with me that he would
have started the project. But I thank the
good Lord he did.

I specialed for Dick for 14 years. 1 was
an only child, and Dick and his wonder-
ful wife, lola, had two boys and four
girls. The first time I was invited to sit
down for dinner with them, I felt like I

was with the Walton family. For those
of you who are too young, The Waltons
was a very popular TV series some years
back. I still recall what was for dinner
that night at their big old farmhouse on
the hill — chicken. Iola was one of the
world’s finest cooks, and I enjoyed many
meals at their table.

Forest County was a real game warden
station and still is. Folks shined deer and
speared fish and ran away from game war-
dens, on foot, in canoes or in cars. They
also had a reputation as being a bit inclined
to fight.

In the course of my “apprenticeship,”

I was in chases in cars, canoes, and on
foot. Naturally, I wasn’t the driver in the
car chases, but I was present and we had
some pretty hairy pursuits. It was my job
to throw markers if the fleeing violators
threw anything out the window. In all those
years, however, it only happened once, and
I missed it. But Dick saw something and
we went back and found a rifle. He didn’t
even chew me out.

I also was the pursuer of anyone who
leaped out and took off on foot. Once
again, due to Dick’s aggressive style and
planning, this rarely happened. But he
never chewed me out for failure, except
once when I bailed out at 2 a.m. for a foot
chase and took the portable instead of a
flashlight.

Well, there was another time, I guess,
when I chased a guy around the house
twice before getting stuck on the gate as
I tried to follow him under. Dick com-
mented: “Why didn’t you just grab him;
you were running about a foot behind him,
R.D.”

I forgot to mention that sometimes the
Specials got nicknames. If you use your
imagination, you might figure out mine.

As Dick’s Special, I got to attend some
of the best cookouts ever. When you
worked deer shiners in northern Forest
County, the only places to meet for dinner
were in Iron River, Mich. We did eat up
there on several occasions, but cookouts
were the best.

All and all, I would not trade anything
for the fun I had in those years, not to
mention what I learned about being a game
warden in a tough station. In all those

years, not once did anyone fight or even try
to fight with Dick. That was pretty amaz-
ing since Dick was only a little taller than
5-feet and didn’t weigh much.

However, his manner of dealing with
unhappy violators never failed to calm the
situation down, except one time. Each war-
den had his own ways, and if you worked
for more than one, you were kind of like a
golf caddy, remembering what your war-
den wanted done in a particular case.

In this particular case, we had a one heck
of a car chase with a deer shiner. During
the chase, the violator reversed course on
U.S. Highway 45, avoided a head-on block
by another warden and Special who will
remain anonymous, and fled at over 100
mph.

“R.D., best put on your seatbelt,” Dick
said.

“Why, Dick? If we crash, it’s all over,”
I said.

“Tknow,” Dick replied. “But we will be
in less trouble if we’re wearing them.”

The shiner raced through downtown
Monico, where he sideswiped another
vehicle, engaged us in bumper tag in a hay
field and finally stopped when his motor
blew up.

I was pretty excited and it turned out so
was the passenger, who was my respon-
sibility. It seems he wanted to get out and
kick my butt. But I, on the other hand,
wanted him to stay in the car since that’s
where Dick always wanted me to keep
violators.

As he tried to get out, I slammed the
door, successfully trapping his legs be-
tween the frame and door. That did nothing
to calm him, and he started trying to hit
me. He had zero success, however, because
of his predicament and my long arms. I’m
sure he would have tuckered out eventu-
ally, but the warden who blew the head-on
block showed up. He came over by me,
leaned down by the window and asked
what the problem was.

BAM! Right in the nose. Now we got
trouble. Oh well, it all worked out.

Yup, I was a Special once and proud of
it. Thanks for everything, Dick.

DUANE HARPSTER is a retired
Wisconsin conservation warden living in
Boulder Junction.
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FRUITS OF THEIR LABOR

a photo album

e

Ten-year-old Jeremy Fulslud shot his first Iurkey durlng Ihe Youth Hunt in
= April of 2011 while being mentored by his Dad, Randy. Retired Warden Dave

« Sabrowsky called in the wily bird. The turkey gobbled between 15 and 20 times
as it approached making it an exciting first for everyone.

Natalie Kober harvested her first turkey during the 2011 youlh
turkey hunt. Natalie had missed a bird earlier and was extremely
happy to have a second chance that enabled her to bag a 20
Ib. jake. The turkey was called in by her stepdad, Sauk County
Warden John Buss.

: » : . “'&i‘m‘
Pat Hurkms und hls 11-year-old grandson, Christian, of Sun Prairie, trapped two
30-pound snapping turtles and a 20-pound one recently.

Submit your photos of harvested game

Do you have pictures of you or someone in your family whose

harvested game? Send it in.

Photos can be e-mailed to Editor Barbara Schmitz at
write2us@sbcglobal.net or mailed to 1705 Graber St.,
Oshkosh, WI 54901. Please include cutline information.

Abby Dremel, 12, shot this black bear on her third hunt. It was the first animal she had harvested. Warden Andy Dryja of Antigo helped Abby see
her first bear in Waupaca, but because she wasn’t fully prepared and was a bit noisy (the gun banged against the treestand a few times) the bear
decided to leave. Her father, Waupaca Warden Ted Dremel, then told their bear story to Warden Jeremy Peery of Rusk County at a training session.
Peery suggested Abby come up to hunt a bear that he had been baiting. So Abby and her father drove the three hours and met Peery, who placed
them in a treestand. After a two-hour sit, they watched a bear run into the bait. Abby was patient and waited several minutes for a broadside shot.
After the shot, the bear ran 18 yards. “ Lots of hugs, high fives, and yelling ensued shortly afterward,” Ted Dremel said. “It was a great hunt and
one we will share together. “



WARDEN IN THE SPOTLIGHT

By Stephanie Daniel-Merkel

As far back as he can remember,
James Cleven has had a fondness for
nature.

He recalls ice fishing the lakes of
Madison with his father, and pheasant
hunting trips with his Brittany Spaniel
named Rusty. He still feels the
excitement he had as a boy taking hunter
safety, or working for his father to save
up money to buy that new 12-gauge
Remington §70.

Cleven wants future generations to be
able to experience that same excitement
by ensuring they have outdoor
opportunities.

“I have always felt a connection with
the outdoors,” Cleven explains. “My
goal is to keep the desire and admiration
of the natural resources alive for
generations to come.”

Through his 22 years as a Wisconsin
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conservation warden, Cleven has

been able to share his excitement and
knowledge of natural resources with
those he encounters everyday on the job.

“I like everything about my job,”
Cleven said. “I get a lot of satisfaction
from working (with) youth and being
involved with youth hunting and fishing
events.”

Cleven is proud of the work he has
done helping set up Learn-to-Hunt
programs. Currently, he is working
with the Dunn County Fish and Game
Association on conducting its first ever
Learn-to-Hunt Bear Program.

“I find it rewarding to pass the
enthusiasm and knowledge of hunting,
fishing and enjoying the outdoors on to

‘, “I completely
love what | do.”
James Cleven

the young kids,” Cleven explains.

He enjoys working the fall hunting
seasons and having the opportunity
to meet people who are passionate
about the outdoors like he is, as well as
working on complex investigations.

“I think it is a challenge to cold track,
gather evidence, interview involved
parties, (and conduct) interrogations
that result in the prosecution of serious
offenders,” he explains.

Initially after high school, Cleven
wasn’t sure what he wanted to do so
he worked at his father’s business. He
eventually enrolled at Madison Area
Technical College. Because of his early
experiences with hunting and fishing
while growing up in Token Creek,
Cleven said he felt that he wanted to
do something in the field of wildlife
research or wildlife biology.

When he entered college, Cleven was
introduced to a variety of career options
involving natural resources.

“I kept teetering toward wildlife
biologist or a conservation
warden position,” he said. “I
liked the conservation warden
career more because it involved
more time outdoors...with cool
equipment like snowmobiles,
ATVs and boats.”

Cleven later enrolled at
the University of Wisconsin-
Stevens Point where he earned a
bachelor’s degree with a major in
natural resource management and
a minor in wildlife management
and environmental law enforcement.
During his summer breaks, he worked
at two different DNR youth camps as
a camp counselor and as an assistant
superintendent.

He credits his mother for helping him
follow a career path in something he
truly loved.

“My mom influenced me the most,”
recalls Cleven. “She was integral in
encouraging me to go to college and told
me to pursue a degree in something that I
would enjoy doing as a job.”

After graduation, Cleven worked some
LTE positions before taking his first
permanent DNR position as a natural
resource technician at the Poynette Game
Farm. In January 1989, Cleven was hired

as a conservation warden in Milwaukee
County and then transferred in 1990 to
Dunn County, where he currently works
and resides.

Throughout his life, his hobbies
haven’t changed much. Cleven spends
free time upland bird and waterfowl
hunting, bow and gun deer hunting,
and some trapping and fishing. He also
enjoys training and hunting with his two
bird dogs.

Cleven and his wife Lynn, now empty
nesters, enjoy traveling and spending
time with family that includes three
grown sons and a nephew whom they
helped raise.

“We have been blessed with two
grandchildren ...as well as our nephew’s
(two) children,” he said.

Cleven looks forward to spending
quality time with this new generation of
outdoor enthusiasts.

“Providing the opportunity to admire
and appreciate our natural resources
is a legacy I plan to pass on to my
grandchildren,” he said proudly. “Being
able to enjoy it with them is an honor.”

Wisconsin Game Warden
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call

Earlier this year, Wisconsin wardens
were called up to provide extra security
at the Capitol as thousands protested Gov.
Scott Walker’s budget bill. But it wasn’t
the first time a governor has called up
wardens for special duty.

In fact, it wasn’t the first time wardens
were called up to protect the Capitol,
either. Retired warden Harland Steinhorst,
LaValle, was one of 13 wardens called to
Madison to provide night security in Janu-
ary 1970.

“We were to bring our own 12-gauge
shotguns and winter warden clothing
including long underwear,” Steinhorst
recalled. “The deputy chief warden met us
at a west-side motel and briefed us on our
mission — to guard the State Capitol and
State Office Building since the Legislature
would be conducting a late-night session.”

Guard posts were set up at doors leading
into the buildings and the wardens were is-
sued “Emergency Government” handheld
radios on an unlisted frequency. No one
was allowed to enter a state building, ex-
cept via a door manned by Capitol Police.

The word on the street was that there
would be an attempt to firebomb state
buildings with “Molotov cocktails,”
Steinhorst said. “Our instructions were to
verbally challenge any person approach-
ing any of the state building windows. If
they threw a firebomb through a window,
we were to shoot them with our buckshot-
loaded shotguns ...”

Thankfully, no one attempted to carry
out the firebombing, Steinhorst said. But
in October 1971, to better prepare for
future events like that, 55 wardens and an
equal number of state troopers were select-
ed for two weeks of riot control training
at Fort McCoy. The 55 wardens were 38
percent of the warden force.

Wisconsin Statutes allow the governor
to call out the state patrol or conservation
wardens if he or she determines that a con-
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dition of civil disorder exists, including

a threat to the safety of persons on state
property or damage or destruction to state
property itself.

Bill Schwengel, retired warden supervi-
sor for Chippewa, Clark and Eau Claire
counties, recalls being called up by Gov.
Lee Dreyfus in 1979 when there was a
strike by independent truckers to protest
high fuel prices. “I was in Racine County
at the time and was assigned to patrol
the old Highway 36, which is now 1-39,”
he said. “The wardens in my area were
assigned to a State Patrol sergeant and
we worked traffic enforcement, including
speeders.”

Schwengel said the main objective was
to increase visibility of law enforcement
on the roads since some violence was oc-
curring around the country.

“The strike only lasted a few days and
then we went back to our regular duties,”
he said. “I actually went out on the water
for a few hours one night after ending
my shift on the road, just to regain my
perspective.”

Another retired warden, Duane Harp-
ster of Boulder Junction, said the most
important, longest and most difficult duty
was the tribal spearing protection detail
that went on each spring for years.

Indian treaty enforcement started in
1984 and added a substantial work burden
to conservation wardens. Wardens were
forced to drop normal work activities
to accommodate increased patrolling in
northern Wisconsin and to be present at
boat landings to maintain order during
public protests as the Chippewa bands
exercised their spearfishing rights.

Harpster said all wardens shared the
spearing details, and not just those in the
northern regions. “Guys were shifted in

for three or four days at a time from every-

where out of the ceded area,” he recalled.
Special wardens, warden supervisors and

Huty

rangers also helped.

There were mainly two assignment loca-
tions: the Woodruff area or the Haywood/
Spooner area. Each night’s work would
start long before dark, he said. “You would
get to whatever lake you were assigned to,
get the boats in and familiarize yourself
with the lay of the land.”

Then, when the tribe started spearing,
it was up to the wardens to protect them
from the crowds. “We basically shadowed
them the entire night until they were done,
keeping protester boats away from them
and watching for activity on the shore,”
Harpster said. “They would go until 2 or 3

Harland Steinhorst poses for pictures in riot
gear in December 1989 before turning in the
equipment.



a.m., then we’d load up, go home and do it
all over again the next day.”

Harpster said it was probably the most
difficult assignment wardens ever had.
“Up until then, wardens had spent their en-
tire life protecting fish... But now we had
to help them attack the resources. We had
to go from guarding the bank to guarding
the bank robbers. It was beyond difficult.”

The racial tension was the result of an
1837 treaty, which the 7th Court of Ap-
peals upheld in 1983, that allowed Indians
to hunt, fish and gather wild rice on the
rivers and lakes after they ceded lands to
the U.S. The state finally gave up its legal
battle in May 1991.

The latest call up for wardens came
after protesters started opposing Walker’s
proposal to restrict collective bargaining
of public employee unions. Access to the
Capitol was first restricted in late Febru-
ary; but it was late June before the public
again had access to all eight ground-floor
entrances to the Capitol and metal screen-
ing was ended.

Chief Warden Randy Stark said approxi-
mately 100 wardens provided security
for the Capitol, working primarily on the
ground and first floors.

“Our folks work alone all the time in
remote locations miles from backup,”
Stark said. “Consequently, they are highly
skilled at talking to people and deescalat-
ing situations. Our wardens were some
of the first people the protesters saw, and
I think that took the edge off folks. We
received many comments about how our
wardens performed very well — they cre-
ated a friendly atmosphere and were help-
ful, and when law enforcement action was
needed, they responded appropriately...”

Stark said Wisconsin wardens have been
involved in work outside their normal
duties for many years. “In World War II,
some wardens were involved in counter-
espionage on a local level. And in the
1960s, during the Vietnam War protests
and civil disturbances, the wardens were
drawn in as a need arose for more law
enforcement.”

But the level of activity dramatically in-
creased after 9-11. “The law enforcement
community has really come to understand
that we all have to work together and share
resources and information if we are going
to be effective,” Stark said. That’s why
the Bureau set a strategic goal of build-
ing a strong infrastructure and training
employees so that they could effectively
respond to natural disasters, acts of terror-
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Tom Solin ran radar with his squad car draped in camouflage during the 1979 independent truck-

ers’ strike.

ism or civil disturbances.

The Bureau invested in P25 compli-
ant radio technology that allows wardens
to talk to agencies across the state when
public safety is at risk. It became clear
how important P25 technology was when
wardens were helping patrol the Capitol
and working with varied agencies, Stark
said.

The Bureau of Law Enforcement also
created the Homeland Security Coordina-
tor position to coordinate law enforcement
and emergency management issues with
other federal, state and local agencies.
The Homeland Security Coordinator is
involved in the statewide Fusion Center,
which is an amalgam of agencies that co-
operate on major criminal investigations,
sharing intelligence and counter terrorism
activities. The coordinator also assists
in coordinating emergency and disaster
responses.

In recent years, the Bureau received
about $1.5 million in Homeland Security
grants used to purchase radio equipment,
a vehicle, and most recently, an FLIR unit
that is mounted on DNR twin-engine air-
craft. The FLIR unit sends real-time video
feed from the aircraft to a monitor on the
ground several miles away, Stark said.
This equipment, which will be operational
by late fall, will aid in port security efforts
and help wardens locate lost hunters or
people in the water since the camera dif-
ferentiates between the water or land and
body temperatures.

The Bureau also has a Field Operation
Unit, which is a self-contained trailer that
includes most everything one would need

to respond to an emergency for a sustained
period of time.

“The warden service is similar to any
other a law enforcement agency,” Stark
said, “but we have unique equipment,
competencies and capabilities that no other
law enforcement agencies have. We can be
in the woods or on the water; we can get
anywhere and provide a law enforcement
presence. We have the equipment to get the
crime lab to a remote crime scene, and our
people have the ability to conduct investi-
gation in the woods.”

Even when not called up the governor,
the Department assists other law enforce-
ment agencies as needed. So when a
snowstorm a few years ago shut down the
interstate, it was 20 DNR wardens riding
on snowmobiles who provided help to the
passengers in the stranded vehicles, Stark
said. It has also been wardens who rescued
flood victims, pulled children from a burn-
ing van, belly-crawled on thin ice to drag
a submerged snowmobiler to shore, helped
nab an armed bank robber, stopped a
woman from committing suicide, and res-
cued capsized boaters and swimmers who
were exhausted and barely staying afloat. It
was also a DNR warden who arrested Chai
Vang, the Hmong truck driver who killed
six in a hunting incident in Sawyer County
in 2004.

“Both the public and our fellow law
enforcement colleagues have really come
to appreciate the competence and the assets
that the warden service brings to the table,”
Stark said. “It’s all part of being viewed as
the investment of choice for the people we
serve.”
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Reliving the night of Bob Markel’s death

By Ed Hill

“BRINNNG.”

I wake up wondering, “Now what?” It is
2 a.m. Sunday, Mother’s Day 1966.

I pick up the phone and say, “Hello.”
Young Schroeder, whose father is also
a State Patrol radio operator at Spooner,
says, “C117 (that’s me), C101 (Bill Wag-
ner, the supervisor) wants you to report
to Park Falls immediately. C107 (Bob
Markel) was just killed in a car accident.”

I asked a couple of questions: How?
When? Where? Schroeder didn’t know.
He just said to meet C101, C108 (Howard
DeBryon) and C126 (Earl Gingels) at the
Park Falls ranger station. I was stationed at
Hayward at the time.

When I hung up, my wife was stand-
ing next to me wanting to know what had
happened. The news brought immediate tears since Markel was a
special person!

I woke up Elmer Lewan who was staying with us that night and
explained what was happening. Elmer and I worked on illegal
spearing earlier, but the cold had put the fish off the spawning
areas. We had checked Knudsen Creek, White Fish Creek and
other spots, but saw no fish. It was cold and spitting snow so we
quit about midnight.

We were on the road in less than 15 minutes, but it was long
enough for me to do some reminiscing about Bob.

Bob was a warden but enlisted during World War II, serv-
ing in Patton’s Third Army across Europe. He received a Silver
Star, two Bronze Stars, two Purple Hearts and a Combat Infantry
Badge.

When you worked with Bob, he made everything fun. Getting
up at 3 a.m. in February to work on some loggers killing deer by
Clam Lake, he would have you laughing and forgetting how cold
it was sitting by some pulp piles!

He was also as athletic as could be. One night we had a group
check on the Loretta Grade. This runs from Loretta to Clam Lake.
It had just been reworked, so it was loaded with areas of fresh
seeding — always a big draw for deer and illegal night hunting.
Bill Wagner had set the check up saying whoever caught the first
shining outfit on it would have the road renamed after him. Coun-
ty Highway G from Clam Lake to Mellen was already named
Markel Boulevard, so of course Bob caught the only outfit that
night. He called me to meet him and asked if I would transport
the prisoners to the jail in Hayward since that was home. I kidded
him about how an old guy like him could still find his way around
in the dark and catch someone. Bob jumped up and clicked his
heels together like there was nothing to it!

We got to Park Falls about 3 a.m. and finally heard details
about what had happened. Bob and his Special saw individuals
in a boat spearing on Bass Lake, but somehow the spearers got
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. Bob Markel

into their car and surprised Bob, who was a
distance away from his hidden car. Thus, they
didn’t get to the squad in time to block the
violators, and they ended up chasing them.

It was a narrow gravel road and Bob hit a

big frost boil. The squad went crosswise and
flipped over, throwing Bob from the car and
then landing on top of him. Bob hadn’t taken
the time to put on his seat belt.

! The Special went to a residence and called
for help. He knew who one of the spearers
was and the kind of car they were driving.
Warden De Bryon saw him in the hospital and
got the information.

Bill had me go with Howie to find the car,
which we had seized and impounded. We
knew who the suspect was, and spent the
morning and early afternoon looking for him.

By this time, Harold Hettrick, the assistant

chief, and Don Beghin, who at the time was the
southern district pilot, flew into Park Falls. Bill Wagner had also
gotten Dale Erlandson and John Chapin up to help.

At about 3 p.m. Elmer Lewan got a hold of me and said that
someone had seen the suspect slip into the back door of his
mother’s house. Howie, Dale Erlandson and I went to the house.
Howie, who could be really tough, talked the suspect’s mother
into letting us into the house after we promised we would not
do any harm to her son. We found him in his mother’s bedroom,
lying on the floor near the side of her bed. He got up and started
hollering that we had no right to come into the house. But his
mother said that she allowed us in if we promised not to harm in.
He then called a well-known attorney.

The attorney wanted to talk to one of the wardens and I talked
to him. He wanted to know where we were taking the suspect.

I told him Philips, to the county jail. He then wanted to know if
there were any marks on him. I said no. He said that had better be
the way that he arrived at the jail. As it was 4 p.m. now, he said
he would meet us at the jail at 4:25 p.m.

Warden Markel’s funeral was huge. The church was overflow-
ing and grey uniforms were even standing outside. I was proud
to be one of the pallbearers. Thirty-five years later, [ was again a
pallbearer, this time for his wife, Arlean Markel.

Somehow all of the evidence that was seized was not allowed
and the state lost the case. A combination of an excellent defense
attorney and a local jury. What else can you say?

Forty-five years later, I still say a prayer for Bob each Sunday
at Mass. Bob Markel was planning on retiring within the next
year and moving to Montana where his brother, Stewart Markel,
was a game warden. Even though Bob was an area warden and
looking at retirement, he still was always out in the field working.

He is still missed by everyone who knew him. His call number
C106 was retired.

ED HILL (C117 and later C104) is a retired warden now living
in Presque Isle.
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Five participants were paired with local turkey hunting mentors
and hunted turkeys on the Northern Highland American Legion
State Forest as part of the Vilas/Oneida County Learn-to-Hunt
Turkey Hunt. A four-hour classroom and range session was held
at the Boulder Junction shooting range with two meals being
served to the participants throughout the weekend. Three wild
turkeys — two toms and one jake — were harvested.

The third annual Florence Learn-to-Hunt Turkey event occurred
April 9-10, 2011. Seven novice turkey hunters completed an
education clinic, received free hunting equipment, and were taken
out on a turkey hunt by experienced turkey hunting mentors
using turkey tags provided free by the Wisconsin DNR.

The hunters harvested three turkeys in two days, which further
added to the fun and success of the event. Kelly Crotty, a conser-
vation warden for Florence and Northern Marinette counties,
said the event couldn’t have occurred without the support of all
the landowners who gave permission to use their property; men-
tors who provided their help, skills, time, and equipment; and
the sportsmen’s groups that provided funding, food, equipment,
and help.

Part 1: 1915-1963
Wisconsin wardens
and their vehicles

By Harland Steinhorst

During the past 132 years, the Wisconsin warden force has had
many different ways of moving around in their patrol area. The phas-
ing out in 1915 of privately owned horses as a mode of patrolling
meant the introduction of motorized vehicles. By 1915, eight war-
dens owned their own automobiles and the state provided three Ford
trucks and one Ford passenger auto to field wardens. At this time the
warden force consisted of 61 full-time wardens.

In the spring of 1916, the state purchased 25 Excelsior Auto Cycles
and added two more Ford passenger cars to the warden force inven-
tory. A review of these two motorized vehicle, side by side, reveals
the following:

Ford Truck or Passenger Car Excelsior Twin

Cost — $390 Cost — $285

Color — Black only Color — Pearl grey

Weight — 1,200 pounds Weight — 150 pounds

Engine — 20 hp, 4 cylinder Engine — 20 hp, 2 cylinder
Fuel tank — 10 gallons Fuel tank — 2.5 gallons

MPG — 13 to 31 MPG — 100 miles

Top speed — 45 miles per hour Top speed — 90 miles per hour

Note: Truck and car had the same size
frame. A 4 x 4 ook box installed behind
the seat made it into a pick-up truck

By 1920, the warden force had 11 Ford automobiles; only three
Excelsior auto cycles remained in service. Beginning in 1919 war-
dens owning their own vehicle could claim 8 cents per mile on their
monthly expense report.

In 1925, 21 out of 53 field wardens operated state-owned vehicles.
In 1928, a request was made for 60 warden patrol vehicles. The Con-
servation Commission decided wardens would purchase their own
patrol vehicle and receive mileage reimbursement, including all costs
to operate and maintain. This arrangement continued until 1962 when
the State purchased 1963 model year vehicles, 140 in number.

COMING NEXT: Look in the Spring 2012 issue to read about
warden vehicles from 1963 to the present.
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The Influence of Chief Warden Harley Mackenzie

By John Daniel

Since the presidency of Theodore Roos-
evelt, conservationists have been inspired
by an ethic of “wise use of natural resourc-
es for the greatest good for the greatest
number of people.” Wisconsin was a
leader in conservation in the U.S. through
the work of many individuals, both public
and private. For example:

1908 — Gov. James Davidsonof Wiscon-
sin appointed a Conservation Commission,
the first in the country.

1911 — Legislators enacted Wisconsin
Law 143, making it “unlawful for any
person, firm or corporation to unreason-
ably waste or maliciously injure, destroy
or impair any natural resources” within
Wisconsin. It was the first comprehensive
legislation of its kind in the nation.

1912 — Wardens began educating others
on conservation.

1915 — Wardens were renamed “con-
servation wardens” and the Game and
Conservation commissions were consoli-
dated. Civil service exams, in place since
1905 for wardens, became more stringent
and comprehensive.

1917 — Natural resource laws were mod-
ernized and become a basis for today’s
laws. Wardens enforced the first water
pollution law affecting businesses.

Challenge of the 1920s

But challenges soon faced Wisconsin’s
wardens. World War I greatly affected fish
and wildlife. Because of food scarcity and
high prices, the state authorized long open
seasons and liberal bag limits. After the
war, the number of hunters and trappers
increased by thousands. Many were out
of work and food and furs sold at record
prices. Not surprisingly, unlawful sales of
game and fish were widespread.

However, there was also a rapid growth
of sportsmen’s clubs, which demanded
improved conservation laws and more
wardens to cover the territory and enforce
the more protective laws.

The Conservation Warden Force

In 1920, Wisconsin had 60 wardens who
were paid an average of $131 per month.
Wardens did not have uniforms and the
majority used their own vehicles. Total
arrests were 739 in 1919 and 835 in 1920.
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The most common violations were illegal
deer kills and unlawful methods of fishing
using nets and seines.

In the 1920-21 biennium, 2,235 arrests
were made with only a 70 percent convic-
tion rate since judicial sentiment favored
the thousands of unemployed. Then, in the
1923-24 biennium, the warden force fell
below 50 full-time wardens. The depart-
ment was reorganized in six districts
under a supervising district warden. In
1925, H.W. Mackenzie was named chief
conservation warden by Commissioner
Elmer Hall.

In 1926, district wardens were abolished
and the chief warden assumed responsibil-
ity of supervising all warden activities in
Wisconsin. Funding shortages that year
also forced the layoff of 26 wardens, half
of the existing full-time force. But the
1926 Republican platform helped set the
stage for the Conservation Act. It read:
“Much of our game is exterminated...fish
are in sad need of protection. Game laws
should be properly enforced and the game
and fish given a chance to propagate and
increase.”

In 1927, the Conservation Act created
the Wisconsin Conservation Department
under a director appointed by a six-person
commission. Harley Mackenize continued
as the first chief warden in the new WCD,
the forerunner agency of the Wisconsin
Department of Natural Resources.

The Influence of Chief Mackenzie
While serving as chief conservation
warden, Mackenzie did much to profes-

Help preserve
warden history

The Wisconsin Conservation and
Education Foundation through the WCWA
is mounting a renewed effort to preserve,
catalogue and exhibit warden artifacts
collected from donors and members. We
are currently re-cataloging through a
computer database, preserving each item
in numbered plastic totes and storing the
items in an air conditioned and heated
facility.

Your help and contributions will
greatly move this project forward. For
information how to donate or help,
contact John Daniel, ¢/o WCWA, P.0. Box
44 Madison, WI 53701 or

daniejt@chorus.net.

sionalize the warden force. He established
physical and professional qualifications

as part of the civil service examination
process. He wrote the first warden manual
in 1929, which became the “Bible” of the
force. Mackenzie also initiated special
assignments to concentrate wardens where
violations were rampant, such as in north-
ern Wisconsin during deer season.

In 1927, he issued the first uniform with
authorization of the Conservation Com-
mission. Although the prototype proved
unsatisfactory, Mackenzie went to Ottawa
to negotiate with the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police to seek permission to use
their uniform, known as the “Mountie.”
He directed wardens to include in their
everyday duties cooperation with other
conservation functions as well as local,
state and federal agencies. In 1928, all
wardens were trained in these new tasks.
That same year, three large patrol boats
were purchased for the Great Lakes and
Mississippi River.

By 1930, the warden force had made re-
cord number of arrests, seizures and fines,
with a 95 percent conviction rate.

This article was prepared through mate-
rial researched by Walter Scott and pub-
lished in “100 Years of Conservation Law
Enforcement” and material he prepared
in 1937-38 in articles on conservation his-
tory published in the Wisconsin Conserva-
tion Bulletin.



C.O.P.S. camp helps
youth deal with
death of parent
killed in line of duty

The Wisconsin Conservation Warden Association donated $500
toward a summer camp for children whose mother or father was a
law enforcement officer killed in the line of duty.

The C.O.P.S. — Concerns of Police Survivors — camp is held in
the southeast region for one week in July and gives kids a chance
to reconnect with outdoor sports. It includes survivors from
throughout the United States.

Counseling sessions for children are held in the morning, but
after lunch, Wisconsin conservation wardens put on events for
the children, such as canoeing, fishing, shooting BB guns and .22
rifles, and making T-shirts. While the camp allows children to
enjoy outdoor activities, its real purpose is to help the youth deal
with the loss of a family member killed in the line of duty. The
camp also allows the youth to share their loss with other children
who experienced a similar death.

Wardens’ involvement in C.O.P.S. has definitely affected the
kids attending the event, according to Jennifer Niemeyer, warden
supervisor for Racine/Kenosha/Walworth counties. In fact, some
of the youth return to Wisconsin during the turkey and deer seasons
to hunt with a warden they made connections with during the
C.O.PS. event in the summer.

WCWA grant money is put toward children’s trophies at the
camp.

Retired staff are also welcome and encouraged to help during the
camp. Contact Jim Jung at James.Jung@wisconsin.gov for more
information.

L

Warden Rick{Peters, standing, keeps
an eye on children as they try shoot-
ing a BB gun during Ihe 2011 €.0. PS

— Concerns of Policé Survivors —*
camp. Wardens Ti eelmg
and Phil Dorn, help!

From top to bottom: Conservation warden Juan Gomez takes a
family boating during the July 2011 C.0.P.S. camp; Wardens line up
to help children shoot BB guns; Wardens David Oginski and Matthew
Meade give words of encouragement to young archers during the
C.0.P.S. camp.
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The.case .of the
Maissing Spear

By Rich Thole

The spring of 2008 will always be a
memorable time in my warden career.

It was just one of those springs that was
busy and you never knew what was going
to happen next. At the time, I was training
Recruit Warden Kyle Kosin, who is now
stationed in the Campbellsport area. Kyle
was fresh from his academy training and
was working with me on his first field
training assignment. I was stationed in
Amery and was showing Kyle some areas
we would be working during the spring
fish run.

We stopped by a local creek and walked
a short distance into the woods to see if
any muskies were running yet. We didn’t
see any muskies, but as we walked back
to the truck Kyle found two dead walleyes
lying next to a tree on the trail. Kyle called
me over and showed me what he found.
The walleyes had some small holes in
them and were dry, but they did not ap-
pear to have been there long. After a few
moments of denial, hoping the walleyes
had walked out of the creek and thrown
themselves onto the beak of a waiting
great blue heron at lunchtime, I finally
admitted to myself that the holes were
made by a spear. I think Kyle had come to
that conclusion much sooner than I had. It
was more personal to me because it was
my area. I knew someone had gotten away
with spearing the walleyes because I had
not been on that creek the night before. 1
had hoped to find a spear lying nearby, but
it was not meant to be, so we walked back
to the truck to discuss a game plan for the
evening.

As I was backing the truck away from
the creek, Kyle noticed something stick-
ing out of the hillside. I almost forgot to
put the truck in park before I jumped out
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Top: Walleyes with puncture holes told
wardens Thole and Kosin that someone was
illegally spearing. Bottom: Wardens found this
spear hidden on a hillside, not far from the
creek where the fish were discovered.

and ran up the hill. We both knew it was
what we had been looking for closer to the
creek.

There it was, in all its glory — a new,
five-pronged fish spear. It appeared some-
one had jammed the spear into the ground
behind a tree to hide it, but the spring
winds caused the spear to fall slightly and
lean out from the tree. We took photos of
the spear and propped it up behind the tree
and left it there. I hoped the culprits would
come back for the spear and we would
be there waiting. I called my neighbor-

ing warden and good friend, Rick Rosen,
who was stationed in Hudson at the time.
I needed Rick to come up to Amery and
drop Kyle and I off at the creek that eve-
ning since I did not want a warden truck
anywhere near the area. Rick agreed.

A few hours later we drove by the loca-
tion to see if the spear was still there. To
our surprise the spear was gone! Someone
had come by in the daylight and taken the
spear. I had hoped that would not happen
until after dark when Kyle and I would be
there. Bad guys 2, good guys 0!

Rick drove up to Amery the next two
nights and dropped Kyle and I off at the
creek. Kyle and I had a pretty nice spot
high on the hill overlooking the creek.

A couple trees had fallen and made a
perfect hiding spot. Kyle and I sat on that
hill for two nights hoping the spearers
would return. The third night I decided
we would use Kyle’s truck and leave my
truck at my house. I knew Rick would
come up again and drop us off if asked,
but I felt a little guilty asking again. So we
drove to the area and backed the truck as
far down a narrow path in the woods as
we could. The night was cold and rainy
and I remember putting on my insulated
bibs and warm winter boots hoping a foot
chase would not happen. We walked a
short distance and once again climbed up
the hill to our look-out spot.

At about 11 p.m. we heard a car pull
into the creek area and saw headlights.
After hearing a few car doors slam, Kyle
and I observed what we had been wait-
ing for. Four human figures, outlined by
a faint headlight one of the subjects was
wearing, came walking down the trail
along the creek. The ground was cold and
wet and I remember how quiet they were
able to walk through the woods. It didn’t
take long for us to realize the first subject



in the line was holding a spear. Finally,
the fish poachers had returned! After
watching the subject try to spear walleyes
for a short time, I figured I better come up
with a plan to capture them. I told Kyle
to sneak down the backside of the hill, get
to their vehicle and wait for them to walk
out. I would follow them out and keep
them surrounded the best I could. Kyle
left and I continued to watch them try to
spear walleyes. I emphasize try because
their level of intoxication prevented them
from eating walleye that night. A short
time later, all four of them walked back
to their vehicle. I quickly followed them,
hoping I would not slip on the wet leaves
and give away my location.

After making it to the bottom of the
hill and getting in behind the group, I
immediately saw the blip of a flashlight
and heard a young warden voice yelling,
“Game warden, you’re under arrest!” Only

Kyle could describe his thoughts as he
saw that fish spear flying through the air
and landing on the other side of the creek.
Only the fish poachers could describe their
thoughts as they stared down the barrel
of a young warden’s gun ordering them
to get their hands in the air. I shined my
flashlight on the four subjects who were
holding their hands high in the air as if
their lives depended on it. I will never
forget the scared and surprised look on
their faces as I said hello to all four by first
name. I tried to contain my excitement,
but I was also a little concerned because
these guys were four of the worst poachers
I had dealt with during my time in Amery.
It was only fitting that Kyle got the op-
portunity to get acquainted with such fine
young gentlemen early on in his training.
Luckily, we ended the situation without
anyone getting hurt.

I learned that the four had driven by

my house in Amery and saw my squad
still parked in my driveway that evening.
Thinking the game warden was staying
warm and dry in his house, they decided it
would be a good night to spear walleyes.
Little did they know, two game wardens
were cold, wet, and tired, sitting on a hill
waiting for them!

The spear that Kyle recovered from the
other side of the creek.....yep...it was the
same spear he observed sticking out of the
side of the hill three days earlier.

That incident happened three years ago.
Recently, Kyle sent me an e-mail that was
simply titled, “The Night...” T opened it
and found no words, just a photograph of
that mysterious flying spear lying on the
ground near the creek on that cold, rainy,
spring night. It was one of those nights I
will never forget.

RICH THOLE is a conservation warden
stationed in Boulder Junction.

Who shot all those deer?

By Harland Steinhorst

In the April 2011 Wisconsin Natural Resources magazine,

a photo of the Barney Devine Patrol Boat was featured in the
story of “Changing of the Guard.” The photo caption read:
“The Barney Devine was initially used for law enforcement
cases like this deer case investigation.”

That statement made me ponder. Some 35 deer of both sexes
were seized by wardens and trans-
ported on the WCD Patrol Boat. But
who shot them? What county was
the photo taken in? Who were the
wardens involved?

First, who were the wardens
involved? The wardens included
Donald Euers of Sturgeon Bay, S.W.
Hayner of Green Bay, and Orville
Weborg and Walter Zirbes of Ke-
waunee, to name a few. One could
surmise from the locations of the war-
dens that the “Barney” was docked
somewhere on the waters of Green Bay. But how could they
seize so many deer?

The location was Chambers Island, some seven water miles
west of Fish Creek. About 4.4 square miles in land area,
Chambers Island was closed to deer hunting in 1945. The deer
were shot legally with a special permit from the Conservation
Department. Who shot them? You guessed it — the wardens.

Starting in 1913, the deer season was closed in Door County
and the Chambers Island deer population continued to grow.

Very few deer would swim or travel on the ice to the mainland.

Euers even hauled hay on ice sleds pulled by half-tracks, a ve-
hicle driven by tracks in the rear and steered with rubber tires
in the front. The “browse line” kept getting higher and higher
to the point younger deer were starving.

Why the Conservation Department did not open the deer sea-
son has never been explained. The special two-day deer season
for wardens only was the order of the day. The Barney had a
kitchen and bunks for sleeping onboard, so they stayed two
nights on the island. The homeport of
the Barney Devine was Kewaunee.

However, this was only one of many
special hunts on Chambers Island.
Otis B. Bersing, in a 1966 Department
book titled “A Century of Wisconsin
Deer,” recorded the following state-
ment. “Complete destruction of the
deer range on Chambers Island in
Door County resulted in the removal
of 250 deer by Department Personnel”
in 1945. He also reported that in 1950,
a special hunt by property owners
killed 173 deer. Except for the lighthouse area, the rest of the
island was privately owned.

In 1956, Chambers Island was again closed to deer hunting;
the mainland reported a season kill of only 74 deer.

I transferred to the Sturgeon Bay station in September of
1968 and transferred out in June of 1975. Chambers Island had
an open season for deer during this period.

HARLAND STEINHORST, a retired warden now living in
LaValle, said Warden Donald Euers told him about this hunt
and the Barney Divine.
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By Pat Lisi

A very unique creature is the desert tortoise. There are ap-
proximately 6,000 of these reptiles living in and around Saint
George, Utah in the Red Desert Tortoise Preserve.

So, what is a desert tortoise, and how is it different from a
tortoise you may find in the sea?

The first thing you notice about a desert tortoise is that it isn’t
anywhere near as large as its relative that lives and breeds in
the deep waters offshore. A giant desert tortoise will measure
about 16 inches across the length of its protective shell and might
weigh 8 Ibs. They love to eat herbs, grasses, cactus and wildflow-
ers (completely herbivorous).

Instead of a watery habitat, the desert variety does best in areas
of the southwest and into the northern expanses of Mexico’s most
desolate and barren lands that would keep many other varieties of
animal life from establishing themselves there.

We are lucky to have them in the St. George area because hous-
ing development is not what these little tortoises crave. The only
reason they sustain a population here is because of the 64,000
acres that has been set aside to keep them in and development
out. Quite literally, a 20-inch meshed fence has been constructed
around the entire acreage of the desert preserve to keep these
little guys on the safe side of housing projects. The estimated
population of desert tortoises in the Red Desert Preserve is 6,000
specimens , or about half of what it was as recently as 30 years
ago. They live in burrows where it is cooler in the summer.
These are easy to spot, as the entrance is shaped almost exactly
like their shell.

Once in a while people pick up a desert tortoise (of course!)
and want to take it home with them. This is strictly prohibited by
Utah law and fines can reach $1,000. And, like a lot of animals
that are taken from the wild, people get sick of them and try to
release them. They seldom get further than the nearest city park,
never back across the retaining fence where the tortoise came
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from originally, and the animal becomes either a meal for a local
tomcat or it dies of dehydration.

This brings up a second characteristic of the desert tortoise as
compared to its oceanic cousins. Those tortoises that live in or
near water are never without something to drink. When they live
in the desert it’s quite a different scenario. Water is darned pre-
cious to these reptiles and they will do whatever they can to get it
and keep it.

So, when it rains, it’s a good opportunity to go out and find the
desert tortoise as it searches for life sustaining water. They will
find a puddle, drink from it, and then keep as much as they can in
their bladder for future use. This is because we only get 8 inches
of rainfall a year and very little snow runoff. Therefore, the
tortoise that lives out here in the red sand must conserve. They
can go for months without resupplying their bladders, and some
adults have been known to go a whole year without rehydrating.

People are not typically allowed to even pick up a desert
tortoise. There is one exception to this: When folks come across
one on the roadway it is legal to help the tortoise off the pave-
ment. A word of caution, though. The good Samaritan needs to
slowly ‘walk’ the tortoise to safety, staying as low to the ground
as possible and carrying the creature with two hands (like you see
me doing in the photo), so that it does not become frightened into
releasing the water from their bladder that they’ve stored for the
future.

The desert tortoise reaches sexual maturity in 15-20 years, and
their average lifespan is 50 - 80 years. They mate from August
— October, laying 1-14 eggs that incubate for about 90 days.
Predation is horrible; everything on the desert floor eats eggs
and hatchlings, with snakes and Gila monsters doing the most
damage. A female will range less than a mile its entire life, but
males will travel twice that area in search of females. Nothing’s
changed, has it?

PAT LISI is a retired Wisconsin conservation warden now liv-
ing in St. George, Utah.
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Help locate warden memorials

By Jim Horne Some of the names like Hettrick, Bendrick, and Johnson are well
known, while others like Fisher and Dorau are spoken of less
As the last sentence on a bronze plaque near Trout Lake says, often, mostly due to the passage of time. But all are legendary and

“Wisconsin owes its gratitude to the men and women in grey who  these wardens made enough of an impact in their respective com-
have dedicated their lives and careers to the protection and conser-  munities that their names were forever engraved in stone.

vation of our valuable natural resources.” The Wisconsin Conservation Warden Association is in the
There are roads, boat landings, parks and plaques spread out process of collecting information about all the memorials spread
across the atate of Wisconsin dedicated to conservation wardens. across Wisconsin. We hope to eventually put those locations

Warden Memorial Listing

e Mark Holmgreen - Boat landing - FRED WARD FISHER
e Fred Ward Fisher - Memorial park Bt -
Lawrence “Corky” Hope - Boat
landing
Glenn Popple - SCCH Hall of Fame
plaque
e Mark H Russell Jr. - Memorial park
* Harold Hettrick - Observation
platform
* Royce Dallman - County park
e William Hiebing - Boat landing
Calvin E. Clark - Public hunting
ground
Fred Dorau - Flowage
e Einar P. Johnson - Boat landing
* Ben Bendrick - Roadway and
warden plaque
Andy Krakow - Plaque (Wausaukee
Ranger Station)

on our Warden Association website. Randy
Dunkle has taken on this portion of the task.
The WCWA hopes to have a graphic showing
the state of Wisconsin with stars on it, and each
star representing a memorial. When you put
your curser on a star, the warden’s name would
appear, and if you click on the star, a picture,
location, description and brief story would pop
up.

The WCWA currently has information on
13 memorials. It is a good start, but I am sure
we don’t have them all. However, what we are
in desperate need of is the stories behind each
memorial. Who was the warden? When was
the memorial dedicated? By whom? Why was
it erected?

Look at the list of memorials compiled so
far. If you know of a memorial that is missing
from the list, let us know. If you have informa-
tion about the warden or when the memorial
was dedicated, let us know that, too. Email me

at james.horne@wisconsin.gov or call (715)
526-4233 with any information.



