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On the cover: The Wisconsin Conservation Warden Honor Guard presented colors at a 
memorial dedication for the Andy Krakow Memorial Fishing Area. Krakow, conservation 
warden at Montello, was assisting the Marquette County Sheriff’s Department with a 
domestic disturbance call on June 5, 1990 when he was killed by a 13-year-old boy. 

4th Annual Records 1st Sell Out
It’s a problem that organizers of the fourth annual Wisconsin 

Conservation and Education Foundation banquet were glad to 
have: For the first time since they began, they sold out, turning 
away people who would have liked to attend.

WCEF President Bill Engfer said 256 people attended the 
night’s festivities on March 12, which raised about $16,000, or 
about $1,000 more than the year before. Money earned will go to 
provide scholarships for natural resources students at the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin-Stevens Point, grants to conservation groups, 
teachers and volunteer hunter education instructors, angling op-
portunities for the young and those with no experience, funding 
for the warden honor guard, and much more.

“It’s unfortunate we had to turn people away, but it’s also good 
because it means we are growing,” Engfer said. “I think people 
are realizing that all the money we earn goes to support worth-
while projects.”

With nearly 20 separate raffles, as well as silent and live auc-
tions, those attending opened their purse strings and ended up 
going home with a variety of guns, a wheelbarrow of liquor, 
wildlife art, a fishing package and many one-of-a-kind items. In 
the live auction, for example, top money went to a custom wild-
life quilt for $425 and a chain saw carving of a bear for $325.

Engfer thanked all of their sponsors for donating money or 
objects for the auctions and raffles, and said that without their 
help, the fundraising banquet could not take place. There are 
many sponsors who have supported the Foundation over the last 
four years, he said, adding that Jerry Myhre has been a $400 
cash sponsor for all four years. In addition, Slater Sales donated 
nearly $3,300 in products this year. 

He also thanked the many wardens who stepped up to assist 
with all aspects of the banquet.

There were more women, children and retired wardens at-
tending the 2016 banquet, Engfer added. “That’s what we have 
been trying to encourage; we want to make this a family thing. 
It was neat to see the camaraderie … and hear all the laughter.”

The amount of money the WCEF makes at the banquet di-
rectly impacts how much the organization is able to donate back 
to programs. In February, the WCEF board agreed to increase 
the amount given out for regional grants by $1,000 to $7,000, 
he said, thanks to the success of the 2015 banquet. “We wanted 
to give back to the regions and get more people outside in the 
outdoors,” he said.

Engfer said discussions have already started about whether 
they will need to move the banquet to a larger facility in 2017. 
But at this point, they’re not intending to move from the VFW 
Post 7591 hall in Madison.

“Our intention is to run it in the same location, but to look 
at how we can maximize the space we have,” he said. “But I’d 
encourage people to register early next year. Once we’re sold 
out, we’re sold out.”

If you missed the 2016 WCEF banquet, you can still donate to 
the many causes it supports. Go to:  
http://wiconservationfoundation.org and click on the giving tab to 
learn more.
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WCWA OFFICERS  

125 years ago
• 	�State fish and game wardens are com-

bined into one position, Fish & Game 
Warden.

• 	�Wardens now wear a six-point star 
badge displaying the words “Deputy 
Fish & Game Warden.” 

100 years ago
• 	�An inventory of equipment showed 

the warden division owned 25 mo-
torcycles, one automobile, three Ford 
trucks, 14 rowboats, 12 detachable 
outboard motors and six launches. 
The total value was $13,130.

• 	�Sixty-four fulltime conservation war-
dens patrol the entire state.

75 years ago
• 	�The 50-foot fish boat used by wardens 

to patrol Green Bay and Lake Michi-
gan waters was named the “Barney 
Devine.”

• 	�Harry Stroebe, a special in Appleton 
supervised by Warden Emil Kramer, 
went on to become a bomber pilot in 
World War II, serving in Europe.

50 years ago
• 	�Warden Robert Markle, Park Falls 

station, was killed May 8 when the 
vehicle he was driving left the road 
and crashed as he pursued illegal 
fish spearers. Markle joined the U.S. 
Army in 1944, served for the duration 

of World War II, and then returned to 
Wisconsin and the warden force.

25 years ago
• 	�The warden force has funding for 177 

positions.
• 	�Forty-six wardens now have mobile 

telephones in their state vehicles.
• 	�The centennial shoulder emblem is 

updated; it now reads “Since 1879.”

HARLAND STEINHORST is a retired 
Wisconsin conservation warden now living 
in LaValle, Wis. and Citrus Springs, Fla.

LOOKING BACK | by Harland Steinhorst

Top: Time for grub! People line up to go through the buffet lines.  
Middle: Port Washington warden Tony Young sells raffle tickets to some 
of the younger banquet attendees. Bottom: Happy winners. Joe Leone 
of Brooklyn, Wis., was the first to win the door prize drawing, which 
gave out one gun to every 10 attendees. Here he shows off the gun to 
his sons, Andrew and William. 



IT’S ABOUT 
THE UNIFORM

It’s not about Jeremy Peery or the other men who make up the 
Wisconsin Conservation Warden Honor Guard. 

 “It’s about what the uniform represents,” he explains. “It’s about 
remembering the people who have worn that uniform before us.”

The Honor Guard is a relatively new endeavor, performing its first 
ceremonial duties in June 2013 during Russ Fell’s Haskell Noyes award 
ceremony. Peery came up with the concept of a warden honor guard 

in 2010 when he was participating in the Department of Natural Resource’s 
Leadership Academy.

“We had to develop a project of statewide significance to work on, and since 
I always was enamored with the history of the warden force, I wanted to do 
something that would help honor that history, as well as honor the wardens who 
had served with our agency and passed away,” he says. “I wanted to be able to 
show those wardens’ families that we still remembered them.”

Previously, there was nothing official for funerals, he says. “What generally 
happened was if there were a number of wardens in uniform in attendance, they’d 
try to formulate something very quick,” recalls Peery, conservation warden 
supervisor in Chippewa, Clark and Eau Claire counties. “After many years of 
tossing informal honor guards together for funerals, I wanted to establish a 
formalized, well trained, and disciplined team that could perform ceremonial and 
funeral details with honor, pride and dignity.” 

Once he came up with the idea, Peery next started researching other top honor 
guards. He talked to other team leaders, and started to determine how many 
members they’d need and what type of funding would be necessary.

Marathon County Conservation Warden Randy Dunkel was one of the first 
people Peery asked for and received guidance from. “While serving in the Marine 
Corps, Randy had spent a year on the 2nd Marine Division Color Guard; I knew 
he had the experience I needed to help get the honor guard running,” Peery says. 

Want to financially help the Warden 
Honor Guard?
To support the Warden Honor Guard, you can 
contribute online at wiconservationfoundation.org 
by clicking on the “giving” tab. 

If you’d like to help or join the team, contact 
Jeremy Peery at Jeremy.peery@wisconsin.gov.

By Barbara A. Schmitz

http://wiconservationfoundation.org/?page_id=49
mailto:Jeremy.peery@wisconsin.gov
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“I knew he would give me insight into what made the Marine Corps color 
guard so good.”

The two consulted, brainstormed, researched, and developed the honor 
guard uniform, policies, and procedures over the next few months.

Andy Lundin, who was part of a Coast Guard honor guard drill team 
during one of his assignments in the military, was also involved in those 
early discussions. Both Lundin and Dunkel are now also on the team.

A conservation warden supervisor for the Peshtigo team, Lundin says he 
knew immediately that he wanted to be on the Honor Guard once he heard 
about its formation. “It was an opportunity to fulfill a void since its real 
purpose is to honor people for their sacrifices, as well as to recognize people 
who have achieved significant benchmark points in their career,” he says. “It 
was something I thought was important and I was glad that Jeremy stepped 
up to form the unit.”

Peery says to create policy for the new Honor Guard, they borrowed the 
best of the policy ideas from several other honor guards in the state to create 
one that would work well for the wardens. Then they started looking at 
funding.

“At the very beginning the state agreed to fund us, but that only lasted 
about two weeks,” he says. “I had to come up with a different funding 
source, and that’s when I connected with the Wisconsin Conservation 
Warden Association and its partner organization, the Wisconsin 
Conservation Education Foundation.” The WCEF is a 501(c)(3) nonprofit 
organization that also funds grants, scholarships and more through the 
WCWA.

Starting a new honor guard isn’t cheap. “Each uniform costs between 
$1,500 to $1,800,” Peery says. That’s because the uniforms are authentic, 
and most parts of the total uniform date back to the 1920s uniform.

 “We did that on purpose,” he says. “We wanted to honor the past, but we 
still wanted to keep with some of the themes of uniforms today.”

Peery says the blouse coat is a replica of the original warden uniform 
that was purchased by Haskell Noyes in the 1920s. The cut and button 
placement, as well as the badger lapel pins, are also from the original 
uniforms. The honor guard also wears 10-inch rise boots, and tucks their 
trousers, or breeches, in the boots, as they would have in the 1920s. 
However, the breeches are the same color of today’s dress uniform pant, but 
with a green pin stripe down the side. The hat, or cover, is as authentic as it 
could be, but not manufactured in gray since they no longer make that color, 
he says.  The gray uniform shirt is the same uniform shirt worn by today’s 
conservation wardens.

Peery says the WCEF provided funds for the honor guard flags, staffs, 
and lapel pins and began a fund for individual donations to the project. They 
mailed letters to potential donors all over the country and, after a few 
months and a large contribution from the Haskell Noyes family, were able to 
purchase five uniforms. 

The honor guard consists of five members — Peery, Dunkel, Lundin, 
Mike Rader and Cody Adams — and the group serves the entire state. “The 
ultimate goal is to have 10 members total comprising two five-person teams 
— one in the North and one in the South,” Peery says. But before they 
recruit for more positions, they need to first fund more uniforms, as well as 
more flags, staffs and other supplies. 

Lundin says there is a need for a second honor guard unit to handle the 
entire state. “If we could double our size, we would be able to cut our 
workload in half. You need to have a certain number of people to properly 
do funeral details, and it would be nice to know that someone could cover 
you if you can’t make an event.”

And someday, Peery adds, it would also be nice to be able to purchase 
items like overcoats for when the Honor Guard does details in the rain. 
“Sometimes, you get very wet.” 

But the uniforms alone won’t make the Honor Guard. They also need to 
train. Peery says the group attends at least two, three-day trainings a year, 
and often piggybacks on training already in place for the State Patrol Honor 
Guard.

“We always seem to be busiest in late spring and early summer since there 
are a lot of law enforcement memorials, recruit graduations and things like 
that,” Lundin says. And despite the regular training, they always need to go 
to events early and do last-minute training. “When you do a detail, you have 
to get there before everyone else to set up and figure out how things will 
work depending on the layout of the room,” he says.

Peery adds: “We like to change things up, and not do the same thing all 
the time. Being flawless is what we strive for, and to reach that level, we 
need to put in time and effort. Again, our honor guard motto is our very best 
is the very least we can do.”

The Honor Guard is primarily a ceremonial unit, and it conducts 
funeral details including full funeral service honors, as well as ceremonial 
presentation of colors at major events, such as the Haskell Noyes 
recognition dinner, recruit graduation, swearing-in ceremonies, law 
enforcement memorials, and more. 

With one team, it can mean a lot of work at times. Depending on the 
event and timing, they send one to all five members of the Honor Guard 
to participate. “But we believe that our very best is the very least we can 
do,” Peery says. “We don’t do it for the notoriety or to get our picture in the 
paper. We do it for what it represents.”

Since their first event, the response has been outstanding. “We’ve been 
told how much pride our current wardens feel when they see us wearing 

Above: The Wisconsin Warden Honor Guard partici-
pated at the 2013 Warden Recruit graduation. Page 7 
photos: Top: The Wisconsin Warden Honor enters for 
the 2013 installation of Chief Warden Todd Schaller. 
Following them in for the ceremony were then-Chief 
Warden Randy Stark and DNR Secretary Cathy Stepp.
Middle: The Wisconsin DNR Honor Guard presents col-
ors during the 2014 DNR Law Enforcement Academy 
recruit graduation. Bottom:  The Honor Guard team 
with National Resources Board Chairman Preston 
Cole, who threw the first pitch, at Miller Park for the 
2014 DNR Days game.
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the uniform. We’ve even had some retired 
wardens come up to us and shake our 
hands with tears in their eyes. We’ve 
moved them that much; that’s the real 
purpose of the Honor Guard.”

Lundin agrees and says the response of 
the people is what makes it so worthwhile. 
Everyone — from other wardens, to 
internal staff, to the general public, to the 
family and friends of the wardens they 
are honoring — is grateful for the Honor 
Guard.

“You are standing in the same positions 
for long periods of time, often in extreme 
heat or extreme cold,” Lundin says. “But 
you’re not doing it for yourself; you’re 
doing it for the person you are there to 
honor. People see that commitment, and 
they are impressed…”

The team takes its duty seriously. 
That includes keeping boots shined and 
everything polished and put together.

Lundin says being on the Honor Guard 
is not only rewarding, but also fun. “When 
you personally see the positive impact you 
can have, especially on people who have 
lost someone, it’s very rewarding. But 
we’ve also had a lot of laughs and have 
gotten to know each other pretty well.” 

A lot of the laughs have resulted from 
the fact that most places don’t have a 
specific changing room for the honor 
guard.

“We’ve changed clothes in kitchens, in 
closets behind bars, in meeting rooms, and 
even the Assembly chambers at the state 
Capitol,” Lundin says. “The funny part 
about the Assembly chambers was that 
they didn’t stop the tours from coming 
through, even though we were changing 
clothes. But it’s those type of memories 
that help build the esprit de corps among 
the group.”

Four out of the five members of the 
honor guard have a military background. 
Lundin says that background helped them 
as they started the unit. “With a Coast 
Guard background, I knew the basic 
movements … and I had actually drilled 
with a rifle in the past, so I also knew a 
little bit about the rifle movements, too,” 
he says. “While all those things can be 
taught to someone with no experience, 
it definitely helped that we were able to 
bring that military experience to the honor 
guard when it first started.”

Peery says the Honor Guard has been 
successful, in part, because of the support 

they received from former Chief Warden 
Randy Stark, who retired in 2013, and 
current Chief Warden Todd Schaller.

“Those two core people have given 
us the ability to do what we do,” Peery 
says. “The Honor Guard functions takes 
priority over all other work functions. 
That’s how important they think the 
Honor Guard is.”

Schaller says its easy to be supportive 
of something that helps create 
awareness and provides a tribute to 
those conservation officers, and law 
enforcement officers in general, who have 
lost their lives providing public safety and 
protection.  “But the other part for me is 
the professionalism and the dedication the 
Honor Guard represents for the image of 
the warden force in the past, present and 
future,” he says.

The Honor Guard must continue to be 
a priority over other work duties because 
when its called upon it often recognizes a 
law enforcement officer who has lost his 
or her life, or a former warden who has 
retired and died after committing their 
career to the warden service and to the 
citizens of Wisconsin, Schaller says. “The 
circumstances make it easy for it to be a 
priority.”

Stark says he always supported 
the Honor Guard because of what it 
represents. “All organizations change 
due to the new realities they face. But it’s 
important that certain history, traditions 
and values continue to be brought 
forward to the future, the ones that are 
sources of success of the past and that 
will continue to be sources of success in 
the future. What the Honor Guard does 
is an important part of this organization; 
it helps to ensure values get transferred 
across generations.”

Stark says he is proud of the people 
involved in the Honor Guard. “They are 
leading by example in what we are trying 
to do,” he says. “I am thankful for their 
leadership and the WCWA and WCEF. We 
wouldn’t have the uniforms without them 
and the Noyes family.”

The Honor Guard is symbolic, he says. 
“It makes sure you don’t forget the service 
and sacrifices of the people who came 
before us … as you go into the future.”

But the honor guard reminds everyone 
of the importance of the warden “family,” 
Stark says. “We can’t forget that we’re all 
in this together.”

The Badger Lapel Pin
By Harland Steinhorst

The Wisconsin Conservation Warden Honor 
Guard has a different uniform than the current 
dress uniform that is issued by the department. It 
re-establishes the use of the badger lapel pin.

In 1928, the Whitehead and Hoag Co. billed 
the department $24.39 for “badgers.” The metal 
lapel pins were created in anticipation of the first 
warden uniform, due to be issued in May 1928. 
Wardens were required to purchase this olive 
drab-colored work uniform. But the work uniform 
was quickly replaced in 1930 with a dress uniform 
that was forest green in color. The metal lapel pin 
was worn on both uniforms. Again, the wardens 
had to purchase the dress uniform. One may see 
pictures of uniformed wardens with a lapel pin 
with the letters WCC, which stands for Wisconsin 
Conservation Commission.

Department Director Louis Nagler and Chief 
Warden Harley MacKenzie had input and designed 
the first warden uniform, but why the badger 
lapel pin? The badger was not placed on the 
state-protected list until 1955. It co-shared the 
state animal title with white-tailed deer in Chapter 
209, Laws of 1957. In 1931, a large beaver hide 
was valued at $15 and a large badger hide was 
$14 at the St. Louis fur market. By 1933, only 12 
northern counties were open to beaver trapping.

According to the 1948 book, “Wisconsin 
Story,” “Some of the miners (1824-1861) lived 
in shelters dug into hillsides (Lafayette and Grant 
counties), and were nicknamed ‘badgers’ after the 
burrowing animal — a nickname applied to all 
Wisconsin residents today.”

So were Nagler and MacKenzie honoring the 
early lead miners by wearing the badger lapel 
pin? Or was it as Hartley H.T. Jackson stated in his 
1861 book, “Mammals of Wisconsin,” the badger 
is “strong, energetic and persistent as a fighter, 
(and) can master any animals its size.”

The badger can be found in every county of the 
state except Milwaukee. The estimated population 
of the badger is about 10,000 animals, with 
high populations in Douglas, Burnett, Bayfield, 
Langlade and Dunn counties.

Do you know why the badger lapel pin was 
used and not the beaver lapel pin? If so, email me 
at steinhrs@mwt.net.

OBITUARIES 

Stephen Schlimgen
Stephen “Steve” Martin Schlimgen, 65, 

died Sept. 7, 2015 in Poynette. He was born 
on May 1, 1950 in Madison, the son of Mau-
rice and Mary Schlimgen. Steve met the love 
of his life, Carol Caucutt at the age of 15, and 
they married on Sept. 4, 1976, in Madison.

He graduated from UW-Madison with 
a bachelor’s degree in Natural Resources. 

Schlimgen was an exceptional DNR warden, working for the state 
of Wisconsin from Jan. 3, 1984 to Feb. 27, 2004. He was a true 
steward of Wisconsin’s resources and took great pride in his role 
protecting the fish and game for future generations to enjoy, espe-
cially his grandsons and granddaughters, with whom he served as 
a tremendous role model and mentor.

He was a past president of the Wisconsin Conservation Warden 
Association, led many youth programs, and was an instructor for 
ATV, boating, hunting, snowmobiling and trapping. He truly loved 
nature and the outdoors, including fishing and hunting.

Schlimgen also loved traveling and deep sea fishing trips. He 
was loved by all who knew him, and had a unique way of “calm-
ing” any situation by bringing humor into it. At parties, you knew 
that he might bring out his inner “Frank Sinatra.” He had a heart 
of gold and was known for putting everyone else first, before 
himself.

He will forever be known for his sense of humor and smile.
Schlimgen is survived by his wife, Carol; daughter, Laura Lin; 

son, Jason (Kristine); grandchildren, Ethan and Euan Lin, and 
Kylie, Kyndal and Ryan Schlimgen; sister, Kari Schlimgen (Dan 
Piorier); brother, Chuck (Donna); sister-in-law, Kathy; and several 
nieces and nephews.

He was preceded in death by his parents and brother, David 
Schlimgen.

Ronald Thiel
Ronald E. Thiel, 68, of Weyauwega, died 

Nov. 21, 2015 of natural causes while doing 
what he enjoyed most, deer hunting with fam-
ily and friends.

He was born on Nov. 2, 1947 in New 
London, son of the late Bernard and Evelyn 
(Bork) Thiel. He enlisted and served in the 
U.S. Navy from 1965-1969. In 1970, he 

moved to Two Rivers and began his work at Point Beach State 
Forest.

In 1971, he married his wife, Patricia Boulanger. He continued 
his work at the State Park where he retired after 37 years of ser-
vice. He also served as a deputy conservation warden for 34 years. 

In 1974, Thiel also enlisted in the Army Reserves as a heavy 
artillery trainer in the 84th Training Division “Rail Splitters.” He 
was deployed during Desert Storm in 1991. He retired from the 
Army in 1996, and he and his wife moved back to Weyauwega 
and built their home. He was a member of St. Peter Lutheran 
Church in Weyauwega.

He is survived by his wife, Patricia; son, Dr. Jason Thiel and 
his wife Dr. Amy Biehl; daughter, Dana (Doug) Roth; niece, 
Melissa Pflum and her children Ross, Isacc, Simon and Thea, and 

her mother and father, Bob and Audrey Littlefield; an aunt, Verna 
Thiel; and cousin, Michele Woodard.

He was preceded in death by his parents; sister, Darlene Thiel; 
niece, Tammy Littlefield; nephew, LaWayne Littlefield; in-laws, 
Jerome and Vivian Boulanger; and aunts and uncles.

Joseph Rubesch
Joseph M. Rubesch, 92, of Lodi, died on 

Feb. 5, 2016. He was born on Oct. 13, 1923, 
in Rice Lake, Wis., to Olga and Joseph H. 
Rubesch. He attended parochial and public 
schools in Rice Lake and graduated in 1941.

Rubesch enlisted in the U.S. Navy and 
received his basic training at the Farragut 
Naval Training Station. Upon graduation, 

he was assigned to the USS Guadalcanal and attended the Point 
Loma Radar Training School in San Diego, Calif. The USS 
Guadalcanal was engaged in anti-submarine patrol in the Battle 
of the Atlantic. It was the only vessel in modern times to capture 
an enemy man-of war, the German U Boat 505 off the East Coast 
of Africa. Today, the U Boat 505 is on display at the Museum of 
Industry and Science in Chicago. The task force was awarded the 
Presidential Unit Citation. After serving two years at sea, Rubesch 
was assigned to shore duty as petty officer in charge of the Naval 
Radar Base at Beavertail Point, RI. He was discharged from the 
Navy on Feb. 17, 1946.

Rubesch was employed by the Wisconsin Conservation Depart-
ment and in September 1946, was assigned as a conservation 
warden serving at Hurley, Green Bay and Dodgeville. On June 1, 
1958, he was promoted to a special investigator with the Bureau 
of Law Enforcement in Madison. On April 24, 1968, he was 
promoted to chief of the special investigation section, supervising 
operations directed at habitual and commercial violations in the 
state and coordinating investigative efforts to curtail national il-
legal resource activities. He retired on Dec. 31, 1978, after serving 
more than 32 years of service.

He married Kathleen Russell on April 23, 1960, at St. Joseph’s 
Church in Dodgeville. Joe was a life member of the Veterans of 
Foreign Wars in Dodgeville and the Veterans of Foreign Wars 
Brandt-Pache Post in Poynette. He was also a member of the 
American Legion Post No. 0216 in Lodi. He was an honorary life 
member of St. Patrick’s Knights of Columbus Counsel in Lodi 
and a Fourth degree Life Member of the Holy Trinity Knights of 
Columbus Assembly of Waunakee. He was also active with other 
organizations, such as the Association of Retired Conservationists, 
Wisconsin Voyagers chapter of the Family Motor Coach Associa-
tion, National Rifle Association, USS Guadalcanal Task Group 
Association, Wisconsin Conservation Warden Association and the 
United States Naval Memorial. The DNR’s Honor Guard conduct-
ed a funeral detail for Rubesch. 

Rubesch enjoyed hunting and fishing in the western U.S. and 
Canada, traveling in his motorhome, snowmobiling, woodworking 
and spending time at the cabin on the Flambeau River. Joe also 
participated in the Honor Flight for World War II veterans in 2013.

He is survived by his wife, Kathleen; a sister, Dorothy (LeRoy) 
Moore of Milwaukee; and numerous nieces and nephews. A sister, 
Elaine (Al) Podoll of Milwaukee, and a brother, Francis (Joyce) of 
Spooner, preceded him in death.
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Fremont fishing tourney brings 
out nearly 100 young anglers

Nearly 100 young anglers ages 3 to 13 participated in the 30th 
Annual Fremont Area Law Enforcement Children’s Fishing Tour-
nament, catching 151 fish and hopefully a new hobby or pastime.

Sponsored by the Wisconsin DNR, the Fremont Police Depart-
ment and the Waupaca County Sheriff’s Department, the fishing 
tournament was held on Sept. 26, 2015, at Wolf River Crossing 
Park in Fremont. The event is funded through a raffle ticket sale 
and business and individual donations. The Wisconsin Conserva-
tion Warden Association, the Waupaca Foundry, Walmart, Fleet 
Farm, Cabela’s, the Waupaca chapter of Whitetails Unlimited, 
Menard’s and Ted’s Grandview provided major donations for the 
2015 event.

Besides fishing, the event included snacks, T-shirts, a trophy 
celebration and a prize raffle. Helping with the 2015 event were 
the two people who started the tournament 30 years ago — Joe 
Jaworski of Florida and Jack Rasmussen of Fremont.

THE 2015 TROPHY AND PRIZE WINNERS
Class A (10 to 13 year olds)
First Place: Alaina Gast
Second Place: Owen Gerhardt
Third Place: Justin Lenz

Class B (7 to 9 year olds)
First Place: Brady Lenz
Second Place: Brady Johnson
Third Place: Mara Raddatz

Class C (3 to 6 year olds)
First Place: Allison Raddatz
Second Place: Alexis Ozment
Third Place: Hailey Doman

Most Fish Caught 
Brady Lenz: 18 fish

Biggest Fish Caught 
Holden Beavers: 19.4” Dogfish

Youngest Fisherman
3-year-old Gavin Buell with parents

Winner of a 43” LED TV
Cole Johnson

Grand Prize Raffle Winner
Nila Boettcher, 5, of Fremont won two kayaks and paddles, 

two life jackets, two fishing poles, two coolers and two tackle 
boxes.

WCWA-SPONSORED PROGRAMS

Photos: Top Nila Boettcher, 5, won two kayaks and paddles as the 
Grand Prize raffle winner, while Alaina Gast (middle) took top honors in 
Class A.  Brady Lenz (bottom) caught 18 fish, the most fish caught in the 
tournament.

WCWA sponsors appreciation dinner
The second annual appreciation dinner for members of the 

Pewaukee chapter of Walleyes for Tomorrow celebrated the 
club’s success in putting more than 7 million walleye frye into 
Pewaukee Lake over the last two years. 
    The Sept. 12, 2015 dinner, sponsored by the Wisconsin Con-
servation Warden Association, also recognized the club, as well 
as Pewaukee Lake Sanitary District Chairman Tom Koepp, with 
a Certificate of Commendation for their efforts to improve the 
Pewaukee Lake fishery and work in the watershed. 
     In April 2013, DNR fisheries biologist Ben Heussner, conser-
vation warden Matt Groppi, WFT president Mike Arrowhead and 
Koepp spearheaded efforts to create the chapter. With assistance 
and support from anglers and lake residents, the club’s member-
ship burgeoned to nearly 200 members within the first year. 
     In 2015, the group successfully operated the walleye wagon 
fish hatchery that they had built in 2014, and were able to stock 
about 5 million walleye frye into Pewaukee Lake. In addition, the 
group has worked with the Wisconsin DNR to put 35,000 walleye 
fingerlings into the lake over the past two years. 
     The partnership formed as a result of this chapter has greatly 
benefited DNR relations in the area and has helped fisheries gain 
community support for regulation change proposals, Groppi 
said. It has also resulted in an increase in violation reporting, and 
countless positive comments regarding the joint DNR and WFT 
effort on Pewaukee Lake.

DNR fisheries biologist 
Ben Heussner, left, and 
conservation warden Matt 
Groppi, right, present a 
certificate of commenda-
tion to Tom Koepp and 
the Pewaukee Chapter of 
Walleyes for Tomorrow.

By I.C. Rheaume
Law Enforcement Supervisor, Woodruff

When a conservation warden hears the 
words, “I forgot my license,” he sits back 
and counts to 10 in order to regain his 
composure and frame a soft reply.

One of the time-consuming jobs of the 
warden is to go about the lakes, streams 
and woods of the state checking hunt-
ing and fishing licenses. But it is a very 
necessary duty to make sure all sports-
men share the tax and that the few do 
not pursue their sport at the expense of 
others.

Most hunters and fishermen are telling 
the truth when they say those words to 
the warden. And most wardens have 
become used to the absent-mindedness 
and careless of human nature.

But the warden follows through to 
make sure that a license was really pur-
chased. Sometimes the license was “left 
in my other shirt in the cabin.” It seems 

like a simple matter for the warden to run 
to the cabin to check, but he must also 
ask the fisherman to wind in his lines and 
pull up anchor or the hunter to follow 
him out of the brush to go along.

Or perhaps the sportsman left his 
license “at home.” The truth must be 
determined because some of the most 
innocent-looking people, including ladies 
and gray-haired mothers, have been 
found each season trying to slip that one 
over!

There is an answer every warden 
would like to use when he hears that fa-
miliar statement. He wants to say: “You 
remembered to put gas in your car, you 
remembered your fishing tackle, your 
gun, your lunch, your cold beer … but 
you forgot your license!”

Wisconsin law states that the fishing 
and hunting license shall be carried on 
the person to be shown on demand. The 
law further provides the same penalty for 
failure to show the license on demand, as 

for not having a license at all. Therefore, 
the warden could arrest any person for 
not having his license with him while 
hunting or fishing, even though he had 
purchased one.

Why does the warden usually not 
make such arrests then? The general 
feeling among wardens, district attorneys 
and judges is that forgetting a license is 
an unintentional and casual violation. In 
most cases, the loss of a day of hunt-
ing or fishing instead spent retrieving 
a license is probably a severe enough 
penalty.

As the practice continues, however, 
the wardens begin to wonder. Every year 
they come across the same number of 
people without their licenses. We hope it 
will not become necessary to involve the 
law in every case.

Editor’s Note: This story was re-
printed from the October 1954 Wisconsin 
Conservation Bulletin.

I forgot my license
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Articles, photos sought 
for Fall 2016 WGW 
issue

Wisconsin Game Warden Magazine is 
looking for articles. The deadline for the fall 
issue is Aug. 15, 2016.  We are particularly 
looking for stories that highlight the history of 
the warden force as well as highlight the great 
work that wardens do in their communities 
to protect our natural resources and promote 
outdoor recreation. 

Articles can be submitted to Managing 
Editor Barbara Schmitz at 1705 Graber 
St., Oshkosh, WI 54901, or emailed as a 
Word document to write2us@sbcglobal.net. 
Photographs are strongly encouraged.  Please 
remember to set your cameras to the highest 
resolution setting.  Emailed photos should be 
at least 4” x 6” and 300 dpi, or 8” x 10” and at 
least 150 dpi.

Do you have a picture of you or your 
family with fish or game they’ve harvested 
in Wisconsin or elsewhere?  These will be 
included in the “Fruits of their Labor” feature.

Photos can be mailed to Schmitz at the above 
address. They will be returned, if requested.

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

 
Don’t forget to tell 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 Ryan Propson at 
wcwamembership@gmail.com.

Renew your WCWA membership online
If you want to subscribe or renew your 

membership to the Wisconsin Conservation 
Warden Association, all you need to do is go to 
its website.

Located at www.wigamewarden.com, click 
on the “About” link and then “Become a 
member” link. 

All memberships expire June 30. A one-year 
membership is $25, a three-year membership is 
$50, and a lifetime membership is $250.

If you have questions, contact Ryan Propson 
at wcwamembership@gmail.com.

By Joe Ryder

Ice still clung to the shoreline weeds as 
my flashlight illuminated the small stream. 
The northern pike, full of eggs, looked 
both fat and sleek as they glided out of the 
culvert below my feet moving upstream 
to spawn. The stream flowed into Lake 
Poygan’s famous Boom Bay and there 
had been a long-standing complaint that 
spawning northern in this stream were be-
ing taken by poachers using short-handled 
spears.

I was trying to find a place to hide my 
cruiser and prepare for a long night of 
surveillance when I heard my radio call 
signal being hailed. When I answered, 
Craig Spencer of the Winneconne Police 
Department was requesting my pres-
ence in town as he had a complaint of an 
ongoing violation. Twenty minutes later, I 
met Craig on the outskirts of Winneconne 
where he told me that a couple of fisher-
men on the Winneconne Bridge were 
“significantly” overbagging walleye. 

I was not too pleased. A complaint of 
overbagging walleye on the bridge was as 
common as saying there’s water under the 
bridge. Working the Winneconne Bridge 
for violations of Wisconsin’s fishing 
rules is kind of a cross between watching 
a block party and one of those old spy 
movies showing Checkpoint Charlie in 
Cold War Berlin. It’s night, the bridge is 
illuminated, and there are fish lines off the 
bridge everywhere. When someone gets 
a fish on, another person grabs a long-
handled landing net to bring the fish up 
on the bridge. There are fishing boats in 
the water under the bridge, and the boats 
get tangled up in the bridge fishermen’s 
lines. You hear all kinds of yelling and 
cussing; it’s just a hoot. However, they do 
catch lots of walleyes. Every walleye that 
moves out of Lake Winnebago to spawn 
on the marshes of the Wolf River swims 
under that bridge.

Since I’m now in town, I think I might 
as well work the over bagger. I slide my 
cruiser into position to watch the bridge, 
knowing that all the local crooks know 
we watch the bridge. There’s this constant 
game going on. You will have watched 
a guy for hours, and he will have five 
walleyes he caught in his bucket next to 

him. One more and you got him! Then 
another guy, a guy you really haven’t been 
watching at all, will come with a fish he 
just caught from somewhere on the bridge 
and throw the fish in your guy’s bucket. 
Now what!

There is also the Cinderella effect when 
watching the bridge at night. When the 
clock strikes midnight, all the fishermen 
get another day’s bag limit, or another 
five walleyes. Now we’re dealing with a 
violation of the possession limit, not the 
daily bag limit and it could be significant 
investment in time and effort to document 
a case.

So, I’m in my spot, spotting scope 
in hand, and as far as I know I was not 
observed parking my cruiser. While I 
watched, a couple of fishermen hauled 
their equipment onto the bridge, rigged up 
their poles and started to fish. I knew these 
guys; one called himself the Walleye King 
and he and his partner had a reputation of 
not being able to count too well.

I watched and took notes as the Walleye 
King and his partner caught fish. When 
they had accumulated three or four fish 
on the bridge, one or the other would take 
the fish and place them in the back of a 
pickup truck parked to the northeast.

At midnight, the two had not yet 
reached their daily bag limit. As the new 
day starts, they move all their fish to the 
pickup. But as the night progresses, they 
continue to catch walleyes at a consistent 
pace and my notes indicated they had 
caught more than 30 by 3 a.m. It was time 
to plan the contact; it has to be done prop-
erly because it is no fun watching your 
overbag case get dumped into the Wolf 
River as you make your approach.

It turned out there was some bonus 
activity on the bridge that evening. 
Another angler, one who had showed up 
after midnight, had caught more than five 
walleyes. He was preparing to leave as the 
false dawn began to illuminate the east. 
He had also carried fish off the bridge as 
he caught them and had put them in the 
trunk of his car.

I was greedy; I wanted him, too! I just 
didn’t want to blow the case I had been 
documenting all night.

I had his car description and plate num-
ber, so when he drove off, I left my sur-

veillance spot and used an alternate route 
out of town to avoid being seen from the 
bridge. I contacted the violator, and once 
he saw the notes I had taken on his ac-
tions, he readily admitted to overbagging 
walleyes and gave me permission to get 
the fish out of his trunk. I copied the nec-
essary information from his fishing license 
into my notes and told him he would be 
getting a citation in the mail. He said that 
he wasn’t the only person taking too many 
walleyes on the bridge that morning. I just 
smiled and bid him goodbye.

I drove back into Winneconne. There 
was an open parking spot next to the 
Walleye King’s truck. I parked my cruiser 
there and walked up on the bridge and 
contacted the two subjects. I identified 
myself and asked for their fishing licenses, 
which they promptly produced. Their eyes 
got pretty big when I put their licenses in 
my pocket. Then I grabbed the bucket of 
walleyes and said, “Let’s go down to the 
truck and count fish.” When I got to the 
truck, I saw that the Walleye King and his 
partner had followed, but so had three or 
four other fishermen who had been on the 
bridge. I asked these guys what they were 
doing and they said some of the fish in 
the truck belonged to them. I was holding 
a clipboard with my notes I had taken so 
I held it up for the newcomers to see, in-
forming them I knew who caught the fish 
and at what time they had been caught, 
and that I intended to issue some citations. 
If they wanted a ticket, they should stick 
around. It was like a Mary Poppins-type 
wind blew, but instead of nannies it was 
those fishermen that floated off. The Wall-
eye King and his partner were now alone, 
except for me.

The sun had rose enough so there was 
sufficient light to see, and I counted, 
tagged and seized the fish. We agreed 
they had 26 walleyes in possession, and 
I was in the process of issuing citations 
when Walleye King looked at his partner 
and said, “See, I told you he wasn’t so 
stupid!” Once I absorbed this wonderful 
compliment, I quietly looked in the back 
of the bond book for resource restitution 
charges and added the restitution cost of 
26 walleyes to their fine.

JOE RYDER is a retired Wisconsin con-
servation warden now living in Merrill.
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By Duane Harpster

I was introduced to hunting, specifi-
cally deer hunting, when I was very 
young. My earliest memories are of 
Dad and my Mom’s brothers gathered 
at Gram and Grandpa’s home north 
of Argonne for deer season. It was 
always neat to go to my grandparent’s 
home with that big wood cookstove in 
the kitchen and the potbelly stove in 
the front room. But deer season was 
the best, and I could not wait until I 
could be one of the hunters.

Lucky for me, my dad was more 
than willing to take me along as soon 
as Mom consented. My recollection 
is that happened when I was 6 or 7. 
It couldn’t have been easy to be so 
patient, waiting while a concerned 
Mom bundled me up, and then walk-
ing slowly, breaking a trail in the deep, 
at least on me, snow, all the while 
answering questions. I don’t know if 
or how Dad knew he was making a 
lifetime hunter, but that’s what he did. 
Always encouraging, Dad answered 
my questions and taught me to be a 
hunter while proudly telling other 
hunters we met “this is my boy.” I 
learned firearm safety by watching 
my dad and uncles, learned to respect 
guns, and always “helped” Dad clean 
his old .30-.30.

A lesson that I have never forgot-
ten was learned one day when Dad 
and I and a couple of my uncles went 
out just north of Argonne, not on the 
“home 80,” but on public land. We 
were sitting on a little hill overlook-
ing a swamp, when we heard quite a 

number of shots not far away. Shortly 
after, we saw a small buck walking 
toward us. Dad said that the deer was 
wounded, and that we best finish it off, 
which he did with one shot.

I wanted to go see the deer, so Dad 
and I walked down there. Dad was 
explaining that it was not our deer, 
but that it belonged to whoever had 
drawn “first blood.” He told me we 
had merely done the right thing by fin-
ishing the job. Minutes later, we saw 
several men rapidly approaching on 
the blood trail. Before they got close 
to us, they began yelling at us that it 
was their deer and that we should get 
away from it. Their angry words were 
well interspersed with words normally 
not spoken around little kids. My dad 
directed their attention to my presence 
and told them to calm down and not 
scare his boy. He explained that he 
had no intention of taking their deer; 
rather, he had only finished the job 
they started. I remember that one of 
the men did calm down and then he 
calmed down the others. Dad and I 
then went on our way.

After walking for a little while, we 
sat down on a log, and Dad asked if 
the men had scared me. I said they 
had. He told me he was sorry that had 
happened, and explained that some 
people just don’t act very nice even 
when someone has done them a favor. 
Finally, he said what I will never 
forget, “This is a sport, and no deer is 
worth a person’s life, OK?” 

DUANE HARPSTER is a retired 
Wisconsin conservation warden now 
living in Boulder Junction.

MY GREATEST COMPLIMENT

LESSON
the

Duane Harpster as a boy
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 I transferred from UW-Waukesha to 
UW-Stevens Point in 2005 and immedi-
ately became involved in the Student Law 
Enforcement Association. It was also at 
Point where I met and became good friends 
with Chad Wippermann, son of retired 
Wisconsin Warden Todd Wippermann, and 
Amanda Schramm. The two are now mar-
ried and live in Idaho. Chad is a senior con-
servation officer for the state and Amanda 
is a law enforcement officer for the U.S. 
Forest Service. I have wanted to visit Chad 
and Amanda and go elk hunting for a few 
years. Finally, in 2015, I had a few friends 
from Milwaukee who wanted to go, too.

I grew up with J.T. Mathy, a UW-Stevens 
Point alumnus who works as a West Allis 
police officer, and Michael Nass. The three 
of us and several other friends have been 
on a lot of fishing trips, but we wanted to 
do something different. I knew Chad and 
Amanda would be able to point us in the 
right direction since we hadn’t hunted elk 
before.  Our plan was to apply for gun tags 
since Chad’s area near Salmon is a “con-

trolled hunt” area and only a limited num-
ber of gun tags are issued. If we didn’t draw 
gun tags, we would be happy to go anyway 
and buy archery tags that are available over 
the counter.

As luck would have it, in late June we 
were awarded gun tags after applying as a 
group. With the season opening on Oct. 1, 
we had three months to prepare for the trip 
of a lifetime. We called and emailed Chad 
and he gave us great tips on how to prepare. 
But the most important tip was this: “Make 
sure you are in the best shape of your life; 
if you aren’t, it will really limit what you 
can do.” Duly noted; we knew Chad was 
serious.

After all the preparation, range time, 
packing, shopping, and dealing with a num-
ber of last minute issues, we hit the road for 
the 1,500-mile trip on Sept. 27, driving JT’s 
Ford Explorer from Milwaukee to Salmon. 
To me, it felt a little like going on a deploy-
ment since I had brought a lot of my old 
military gear. We spent our first night in 
Rapid City, S.D., and reached Salmon late 

on Sept. 28. 
We met Chad and Amanda and spent the 

night at their place. The next morning we 
set up camp at the Salmon National Forest 
in an area where Chad said elk hunters had 
luck the previous year. Chad had suggested 
we spend some time scouting before the 
season opens so we could locate the elk 
herds. We were lucky to find some on our 
first evening of scouting and they were still 
bugling, which is one of the coolest things 
to hear in person. While scouting, I also 
hiked up to a lake in the mountains and was 
able to see one of the most amazing sights 
I’ve ever seen.  It was the perfect reflection 
of the mountains on the lake at sunset.

We now had our game plan and knew 
where we wanted to hunt. JT and Mike 
were going to hunt a flat with sagebrush 
between two timber stands and Chad was 
to come with me north near a creek. While 
Chad wasn’t hunting, he was there for 
moral support and his bugle. 

On opening morning, JT and Mike hiked 
up a ridge and were having lunch around 

11a.m. when a nice 4x5 bull walked out 60 yards in front of them.  
JT put down his bag of chips, picked up his rifle and fired, and we 
were on the board. The rest of the day was spent quartering JT’s 
elk and packing it out. Chad and Amanda both came out to help. 
We hiked up and back down a steep ridge, so by the time we were 
done, everyone was exhausted.

The next day JT and I went into town to drop off his elk at the 
butcher while Mike went back out hunting. Driving in and out of 
camp was no easy task given the condition of the gravel roads, so 
taking JT’s elk into town took most of the day. When we returned, 
I had a couple hours before close to go back out and hunt. I left 
camp close to 5 p.m. and about an hour later, I was walking along 
a wood line when I saw two spikes running about 150 yards away 
through some fairly thick timber. They were moving too fast for 
me to get a shot, but after using my cow call a couple times, they 
stopped in a clearing and I had a shot. One of them was quartering 
away from me and all it took was one shot and it was down. Two 
other hunters I didn’t know helped me look for it and one of them 
found it.

Everyone we ran into was nice and welcoming. I called JT and 
Mike on the radio to let them know we were two for three. We 
spent the rest of the night quartering and packing out my elk. I had 
to go back and get the remaining two quarters the next day. Then 
for a second straight day, JT and I went to the butcher shop.  

All three of us were exhausted after two straight days of packing 

out elk, but Mike still had a tag to fill. He was determined to get an 
elk in the few days we had left. Mike continued to hunt and hike 
up the hills until the last day. That’s when Chad called and said he 
knew where Mike might be able to get one, but that it was on the 
other side of the mountain range.

Mike didn’t pass up the opportunity. He met with Chad and 
a few hours later, JT and I received a text from Chad that stated 
“bring the frame packs and your knife.” We drove to meet them 
and didn’t arrive until well after dark.  Once there, we hiked up a 
steep slope on the side of mountain and finally we saw them — 
quartering a huge 6x7. Mike’s patience and determination had paid 
off in a big way.

Getting back down the mountain in the dark presented its own 
challenges, even without the elk meat. But about three hours later, 
we were back to the vehicles and again exhausted. That evening we 
drove back to Chad’s and returned the following day for the rest 
of the meat. We hiked back up the mountain and got the rest of the 
meat, then were on our way to the butcher for the third time in less 
than a week to drop off our third elk.  

We couldn’t have imagined that we would get three elk on our 
first elk hunting trip. We originally thought it would be a once-in-a-
lifetime adventure. But now we can’t wait to go back. We couldn’t 
have done it without a great friend giving us some good advice. 

MATT GROPPI was hired as a Wisconsin conservation in 2008 
and currently works in the Milwaukee marine station.

By Matt Groppi

Photos from left: J.T. Mathy shot this nice 4x5 bull on his first day of elk 
hunting in Idaho; Patience and determination can pay off! Michael Nass 
got this 6x7 elk on one of the last days of our hunting trip; Matt Groppi 
shot this elk on their second day of hunting; UW-Stevens Point alumni 
Chad and Amanda Wipperman helped Matt Groppi and his friends find 
success on their first elk hunting trip to Idaho; The view of a lake and 
mountains while scouting for elk. 

HUNT OF A 
LIFETIME
College friends reunite on 
Idaho elk hunting trip
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By Stephanie Daniel-Merkel

Joe Paul’s peers describe him as a skilled and thorough inves-
tigator who pays close attention to detail. Throughout his career, 
he has used those skills to lead and help in a variety of interest-
ing cases. 

Paul provided support and gathered information during the 
high-profile bear poaching case called Operation TREED from 
2009-2011. Federal and state agencies worked together to bring 
down houndsmen involved in providing illegal guide services 
and using deceptive practices to lead hunts in Wisconsin and 
other states. 

Paul had been approached to help by confidentially gathering 
and feeding any local information he had on the mounting case. 

At the conclusion of the investigation, the main suspect 
pleaded guilty to one felony count of violating the Lacey Act and 
was sentenced to serve six months in federal prison. He was also 
ordered to serve three years supervised release, make $10,000 
in contributions to the WDNR and the USFWS conservation 
accounts, forgo his hunting, trapping and fishing privileges for 
15 years, and forfeit his hunting dogs, truck, dog tracking equip-
ment, and a rifle.

Some of the most dangerous work of Paul’s career involved 
dealing with large-scale drug trafficking organizations while 
working at the Lakewood Station.

Marijuana gardens as large as a football field were common-
place. “They started popping up there around 2008,” Paul says. 
“I dealt with them until I left that station in 2013.”

The first large-scale operation he assisted in was in 2010 when 
more than 200 law enforcement personnel were dispatched to 
help eradicate plants and apprehend growers. 

With each year the work intensified.
“I spent nearly my whole summer of 2012 assisting with 

camera sets, aerial surveillance and ground surveillance,” he 
explains. “This was a very dangerous time in my career. It was 
interesting work, but I don’t miss it.”

In 2009, Paul worked on a case with a unique outcome. 
A farmer was frustrated with the 500 to 1,000 turkeys that 

were using his cattle feedlot so he decided to take matters into 
his own hands. The farmer killed 200 turkeys with the use of 
shell corn and antifreeze.  
“As part of the sentence, the farmer was required to harvest the 
wing bones from the poisoned turkeys, boil them, hollow them 
out, and cut them to sizes that would fit together to make wing 
bone turkey calls,” Paul says. “Those wing bone kits got shipped 
all over the state to be made into turkey calls by various clubs.”  

The farmer also had to harvest the turkey wing feathers, which 
were then made into arrow fletchings and given to Boy Scout 
troops.

INTERESTING  
CASES MAKE FOR  
INTERESTING JOB

TOP: Wardens Matt Meade and Joe Paul helped with marijuana eradica-
tion in Marinette County during 2010. MIDDLE:  Warden Joe Paul 
helped with the release of a moose in Price County that had entangled 
its antlers in wire. BOTTOM: During the winter of 2009, Warden Joe 
Paul worked on a turkey poisoning case in Oconto County. Hundreds of 
recovered turkey carcasses were eventually used to make turkey wing 
bone calls and arrow fletchings.

WARDEN IN THE SPOTLIGHT | STEPHANIE DANIEL MERKEL

Growing up as a farm kid in Taylor 
County, Joe Paul remembers long days of 
hard work. There was little time for leisure, 
so when the opportunity arose, Paul always 
took full advantage of it.

“There were no lakes near the family 
farm so I would fish any creek or river that 
I could find by bicycle,” he recalls. “(My 
Uncle Jerry) used to pick up my brother 
and me from the farm regularly and take us 
fishing.”

It was during these fishing trips that Paul 
had his first encounters with wardens. He 
remembers being intrigued, but not fully 
understanding their job. Still, the reactions 
the wardens received from adults and the 
manner in which they conducted their busi-
ness sparked his curiosity. 

While in high school, Paul says he ex-
pressed an interest in becoming a warden, 
but he didn’t receive much encouragement. 

“I recall being met with a response like: 
‘That’s a very difficult job to get. Are you 
sure you want to do that?’” Paul says. “I 

remember a program recruiter offering a 
variety of other career opportunities within 
the program.” 

He admits those experiences squashed 
his enthusiasm, so after high school he 
entered UW-Stout with an undecided 
major. After a few bad choices, Paul found 
himself out of college and working at fac-
tory jobs.

 “It wasn’t all bad as it gave me some 
time to reflect on my life and decisions to 
that point,” he says. “I returned to Stout 
and fought hard through summer course-
work to get my GPA up and was readmit-
ted to fulltime status.”

In 2000, he married his wife Heather 
and transferred to UW-Stevens Point 
to pursue the warden career. There, his 
grades improved and his motivation 
increased. 

Paul graduated in 2004 and was hired 
as a game warden in 2005. After field 
training he was assigned to the Lakewood 
Station in Oconto County. In the fall of 

2013, he transferred to the Phillips Station 
in Price County. 

Gaining the trust and support of his com-
munity is extremely important to Paul. He 
feels that law enforcement and the protec-
tion of resources are crucial, but he also 
understands that people have the right to 
hunt and fish without being harassed.

Because of his job, Paul has been able 
to work with programs that provide op-
portunities for everyone to enjoy outdoor 
adventures, especially children. He has 
been heavily involved in Oconto River 
Kids. The program, which started in 2012, 
provides hunting and fishing experiences 
to children with life-threatening illnesses 
and covers the expenses for participating 
families. 

“This has probably been one of the most 
important and rewarding programs I’ve 
ever been involved in,” Paul says.

Since its start, Oconto River Kids has 
impacted the lives of 34 children and their 
families.

Left: Before his death, Jesse Glodowski, along with his 
uncle Jim Glodowski, his father Bill Glodowski and War-
den Joe Paul, participated in the Oconto River Kids bear 
hunt for children with life-threatening illnesses.  Above: 
Cade, 4, Heather, Kloey, 6, and Joe Paul hike while on a 
family vacation in Colorado.
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By Tim Otto 
     

“No, it’s not an anything-doodle.” That’s my response when 
someone asks me if my puppy is a labradoodle, goldendoodle, 
or some other modern high-priced mutt. I’m less offended when 
people ask if he is a cocker spaniel since at least English cocker 
spaniels can be field-bred as hunters. 
     My dog is an American water spaniel, or AWS for short. A year 
ago I had never heard of an AWS. I read a short paragraph in my 
Ducks Unlimited magazine about AWSs being great retrievers and 
upland dogs. 
     Embarrassingly for a history buff, I didn’t realize the AWS is 
the state dog of Wisconsin. Who knew such a designation existed?  
What I didn’t know at that time was that the breed largely originated 
in Wisconsin and specifically in the Fox and Wolf River Valley ar-
eas. They’re one of the few dog breeds that were entirely developed 
in the United States. 
     The AWS began in the mid 1800s and was bred from a mix 
of different breeds to handle a variety of tasks. European nobility 
developed many dog breeds, but the AWS was a blue-collar dog 
from the start. The breeders of the day were farmers, market hunters 
and other early settlers, who often pack-bred the dogs. Although 
this would be unacceptable by today’s standards, this practice is 
believed to be a significant contributing factor to the relatively few 
genetic disorders that afflict AWSs. AWSs are believed to have links 
to breeds such as the now-extinct English water spaniel, Irish water 
spaniel, curly coated retriever, Sussex or field spaniel and Native 
American dogs. Some people believe AWSs are the parent breed for 
Boykin Spaniels, but a lot of Boykin aficionados dispute this.  
     AWSs were often the chosen hunting partner of market hunters 
from the era. With a breed standard size of 25-45 pounds, AWSs 

were perfect for hunting from a small skiff and sneaking up on rafts 
of ducks. Their double waterproof coat protected them from the 
cold water of the upper Midwest and they were bred to have motors 
capable of fetching 100 ducks a day. Some early accounts indicate 
that AWSs were also responsible to guard the market hunters’ equip-
ment while the hunters were away. Since many early AWS owners 
were not wealthy, the dogs were also expected to flush upland game, 
and even chase down the occasional muskrat scurrying along thin 
ice. Upper Midwest inhabitants couldn’t afford to waste a chance at 
any income or food source. 
     As a rare breed, there isn’t a distinct split in genetic lines be-
tween show-bred and field-bred dogs. This has allowed the hunting 
instincts to remain prevalent throughout the breed. Many dogs 
that compete in the show ring will often have advanced hunting 
titles. For example, the winner of “Best of Breed” at the presti-
gious Westminster Kennel Club’s 2015 show holds an AKC Senior 
Hunter title. 
     Duck and upland hunters would be remiss not to consider an 
AWS as their next dog. They can require a firm, but fair hand in 
training. They will become bored and stop working when they 
tire of rote drills. They are also known as a smart breed, and as is 
the case with my dog, learn especially fast if a piece of hot dog 
is involved. In addition, AWSs are known for having a mischie-
vous side, as they like to attempt to assert their domination over 
the household.  Although they may not be suitable for everyone, 
they are worthy of consideration as a family member and hunting 
buddy.  My journey has only begun, but so far my American water 
spaniel has proven to be a motivated, energetic hunter that can 
learn quickly. 
     TIM OTTO is a Wisconsin conservation warden stationed in 
Antigo.

FRUITS OF THEIR LABOR | Photos of harvested fish, game

Retired Warden Todd Wippermann harvested this mule deer in Idaho in 2015 
while visiting his son Chad. 

Do you have pictures of you or someone in your family who has harvested game? Send it in to write2us@sbcglobal.net or mail it 
to 1705 Graber St., Oshkosh, WI 54901. 

Please include information about the photos. Photos will be returned, if requested.

Three generations of bow hunters — Tucker Konichek 
shot his first archery bear in September 2014 in Rusk 
County. He is pictured with his father, conservation 
warden Kirk Konichek, and his grandfather, Mike.

RIGHT: Tucker Konichek got his first archery buck on 
Jan. 1, 2015 in Crawford County. He is pictured with 
his father, Kirk Konichek.

Retired Warden Mike Kitt harvested a “Buck of a 
Lifetime” during the 2015 firearm deer season. The 
Marinette County buck sported an 11-point rack with a 
17” inside spread.

See more “Fruits of their Labor” photos on the back cover

AWSome
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In the warden lexicon a “day” often takes on a unique defini-
tion not found in any common dictionary. Warden “days” are not 
often bounded by hours, sunsets or sunrises, but by events of sig-
nificance. They are probably more closely aligned with “back in 
the day.” In the spring of 1984 and1985, several wardens working 
on the Wolf had such a day. It was a day we wouldn’t forget.

1984
The ice was out and we were waiting for the walleyes to arrive 

in Shiocton. I spent most of the first week of April cruising the 
backwaters of the Wolf River looking for fish traps and dip net-
ters. After a few days, I found a cache, located in the flood area 
next to the main channel, with 20 walleyes in it. I documented the 
location and left. I needed help to find the fish traps that surely 
went with this cache so I called Dick Streng of Chilton. As soon 
as it got dark, Streng and I headed out. We searched a number 
of locations before finding traps a few hundred yards from the 
cache. We quickly located a tiny piece of dry ground where we 
could watch the traps and built a small blind to provide some 
cover so that we could watch the traps without detection.  

We were into our second full day watching. Chase boats were 
in place and we were waiting … and waiting. Finally, at about 
noon on April 8, several guys in two boats ran the traps. They left 
in a direction we hadn’t anticipated, so we raced upriver to find 
them. As we went, I noticed a plane cruising above and I hoped 
that it was one of the DNR planes. I called out to the plane on my 
portable and C/A 4, Ken Corbett, answered. I told Kenny what 
we had and what we were looking for. Dropping that plane down 
to treetop level, he cruised up river, found our guys and coordi-
nated our chase so that we could apprehend them. Only later did I 
find out that he was flying two Natural Resources Board members 
home from a meeting. He simply told them that the “boys needed 
help and they were going to be late.” 
       After short interviews we seized their boats, motors and 
equipment. We retrieved the fish traps, counted the 96 walleyes in 
the cache, and photographed everything. Hours later the evidence 
was secured and we sat back to collect our thoughts. That spring 
was the start of our long “day.” 

1985
As part of some early spring reconnaissance to catch fish trap-

pers on the Wolf River, I had seen a flat-bottomed boat with a 
25-hp motor that looked out of place. It was in a perfect spot to 
get to quickly without being seen from the nearby road. Being 
careful not to leave tracks, I left the area and worked out moves 
for the next few days.

On April 7, Streng, Todd Wipperman, Rick Herzfeldt, Bill Eng-
fer, Bryon Goetsch, Sue Miller and I found several fish traps in 
the marsh near the boat. We marked them and the fish inside. We 
determined surveillance positions and discovered that we would 
need lots of help to catch the guys who had set the traps. The 
traps were quickly filling with walleyes and would certainly be 
tended in the next few days. We searched the nearby shoreline to 
find suitable locations to hide so that we could block all possible 
routes of escape. But finding a place to hide a set of eyes to watch 
the traps was proving difficult. 
      We discovered the only way to do it was from a set of chest 
waders tucked in a bunch of downed trees in the flooded timber. 
There was no other way but for one of us to don waders and stand 
as long as humanly possible in 40-degree water.

We also decided we needed a chase boat hid nearby so that if 
they spooked or took off in the boat we would be able to stop 
them before they got to the Wolf and escaped. In addition, block-
ing the land escape was not going to be easy since we didn’t 
know which direction they would be coming from. Several of the 
wardens fanned out to find hiding places in the nearby cover; oth-
ers looked for some indication of how they might enter the area. 
      After finding several places to hide, our plan started taking 
shape. We decided we not only wanted a chase boat, but also 
chase cars above and below the location where the violators 
might access the area. However, that meant we would need more 
help.

With no secure radios, mobile data computers or cell phones, 
we headed for a telephone to call for help. But as we were leav-
ing the area by boat, we ran into one of the most famous fish and 
game violators in the area. We didn’t think he would keep his 
mouth shut about us, but we decided to execute our plan anyway 

in the hope that the lure of violating was stronger than any suspi-
cions that our presence may have caused.

Within a few hours we had all of the help we needed and every-
one knew his or her assignments. Long before sunrise the follow-
ing morning we were all in place. The water team was inserted 
and the land team was dropped off to hike into the area. Streng 
took the tough assignment of standing in chest waders concealed 
in a pile of logs near the traps. He could see clearly and would 
radio what was happening, but he would not be able to stop the 
violators; that was the job of the chase boats or the guys on land. 
The temperature rose slightly with the sunrise. But there was no 
radio traffic, absolutely no noise or no movement for hours.

As noon approached, a car pulled off the road and parked in 
the middle of a wooded area surrounded by our team. Within sec-
onds, we heard the unmistakable sounds of a boat being pushed 
off from shore and a few paddle strokes. The sounds faded and 
after a few minutes, Dick called to say that two men we knew 
were in the boat and running the traps. They finished their work 
and paddled back toward where they had stashed the boat. We 
waited until we heard the boat being pulled up on shore before 
we closed in on them from all directions – cars from the north, 
east and south, and wardens on foot from all directions. We se-
cured the men and then searched the boat, but found no fish. We 
did find spawn and eggs so we knew we had it right.

The fish trappers were experienced and were not talking, so we 
had to make our cases without their cooperation. The irony of the 
contact was that one of the fish trappers was one of the same men 
we had caught the year before fish trapping down river. The irony 
got thicker as I looked at my 1984 notes and discovered that both 
arrests were made on the same day, but one year apart. The water 
team looked without success for a cache or some other storage 
box between the traps and where the boat was stored, but we 
never did find out what had happened to the fish.

Even without the fish, however, we had a good case and we 
were going to make it stick. Evidence was secured and stored, 
violators were taken to jail, and hours later we regrouped at fish 
camp to discuss the events. It was a well-orchestrated warden 
ballet, but the day still didn’t end with that arrest. Early the next 
morning, before I was even out of bed, my house phone started 
ringing. Both calls were the same: Two well-known violators 
from Shawano were seen dip netting walleyes in a small marsh 
near a boat landing north of Shiocton. They were still on the 
water.

Although we had only a few hours of sleep, Streng and I 
headed out to see if we could catch them. We were too tired to put 
together a big operation, so we went simple. I sat at the landing 
on a pail pretending to be a shore fisherman and Streng sat in the 
chase car. Then we waited.

A few hours into the wait, I noticed a boat moving slowly up 
the river. The operator of the boat was watching me closely. He 
motored close to me and we made eye contact. He didn’t recog-
nize me; maybe it was the bloodshot eyes. But I recognized him 
as the very famous violator we had run into two days before. I 
knew I wasn’t going to be able to break cover to watch him as he 
motored up river, so when it was clear, I radioed to Streng. Dick 
could hear the outboard motor and when the operator shut off 
the outboard we triangulated where he was. He stayed at the spot 

upriver from me for a few minutes and then motored back to his 
fishing raft downriver from the landing. We decided to file that 
one for future use. As he left the area, the boat that had been de-
scribed in the phone calls came into the landing and we prepared 
to contact the violators.

Water was still draining from the trailer as we closed in quickly 
and quietly. The two dip netters were nervous and we knew that 
we had the right guys. As Dick talked with them, I looked over 
their Fiberglas fishing boat. One of the guys spent a considerable 
amount of time looking for his fishing license, including in the 
tackle box located on top of a boat seat. I tapped each of the seats 
in the boat and noticed that the seat under the tackle box sounded 
different, almost hollow. I politely volunteered to close the tackle 
box so it wouldn’t fall over and spill its contents. Removing a 
wet towel under the tackle box, I opened the concealed lid to see 
a pile of walleyes in the improvised compartment. Tickets were 
written followed by more seizure tags and another trip to the stor-
age barn with evidence.

Since we were on a roll and luck seemed to be in our favor, we 
went back to the landing with a boat. We wanted to know what 
the famous violator had been up to earlier. We found a “culvert 
trap” in a little depression on the flooded edge of the river. Rather 
than the big box traps we were becoming familiar with, it was 
small, round and very easily concealed beneath the dark spring 
waters of the Wolf River.

We picked surveillance locations and got out of the area. The 
next day we again left our warm beds before the sun was even 
thinking about coming up. With a chase boat and car in place, we 
hid nearby.

The hours ticked by. Several times during the morning the vio-
lator hopped into his boat and motored upriver past his fish trap, 
but he never stopped and tended it. Finally, after hours of surveil-
lance and multiple dry runs, the fish trapper motored to the trap 
and emptied it into his boat. Dick radioed what he had observed. 
We raced to the raft to contact the violator. As he saw us coming, 
he dumped the walleyes back into the river through a trap door 
inside of the shack on his fishing raft. But it didn’t matter for him. 
More tickets, more evidence tags, and another trip to the storage 
barn with evidence.

The long day was done; we were exhausted. We headed to 
fish camp to relax and make necessary calls. We celebrated and 
regrouped. This day was done. Or maybe it wasn’t. On April 5, 
1986, the same fish trapper who we had caught north of Shiocton 
on April 8, 1984 and 1985 ran straight into the “Beilfuss Tri-
angle” near Hortonville where Warden Mark Beilfuss from New 
London caught him fish trapping in the Hortonville flats. The 
trifecta of fish-trapping cases resulted in substantial forfeitures 
and the three-time violator spent April and May of 1987 in the 
Outagamie County jail. Judge James Bayorgeon agreed that we 
needed at least one spring fish run when we didn’t have to be 
concerned where he was violating.

Over the course of that long day, we seized six boats and 
motors, a bunch of fish traps, a couple hundred walleyes, miscel-
laneous fishing gear, and we slowed the use of fish traps on the 
Wolf River. What a great day.

TOM KRSNICH retired in 2015 as a warden supervisor for the 
Department of Natural Resources.

LONG
day

one
VERY

By Tom Krsnich
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By Jim Palmer XC-115 
If you were a game warden in the 

northwest area of Wisconsin in the 1950s 
and 1960s, your workload was centered on 
catching deer shiners and fish spearers. It 
was difficult, rough and dangerous work. 
Rookies were told that if they could make 
it in the northwest area, they could make it 
anywhere.

There was a unique assortment of 
wardens in that region, a few old-timers 
who knew every trick of the trade, and 
some eager youngsters trying to make a 
name for themselves. The wardens were 
all dedicated to “cleaning up” the violating 
in their assigned area, and had a general 
disdain for written reports and a lack of 
respect for memos from Madison.

It’s likely that the toughest job in the en-
tire warden force fell to the man who was 
charged with supervising these northwest 
wardens. Bill Waggoner was up to the 
task. First, he was a “boots on the ground” 
game warden himself. Second, he was 
proud of his men and the work they were 
doing. Sometimes he had to stand between 

them and the Madison office, which could 
be critical of some lax record-keeping 
habits. But Waggoner always responded 
by pointing out the arrest records the war-
dens compiled against serious violators.

The five area supervisors were primar-
ily administrators, not expected to do field 
work. Mobile radios in the cars were new, 
but it didn’t take long for every warden’s 
call number to be recognized. The only 
supervisor’s number we ever heard over 
the air late at night when the walleyes 
were running or when the deer shiners 
were most active was C-101, the number 
assigned to Bill.

•••

By Ed Hill XC-117 and XC-104
The first time I met Bill I was 12. It 

was 1945, and he was the warden at Trout 
Lake in Vilas County. I was with my fa-
ther during dear season. Bill was with two 
men, and the men got out of the car and 
walked behind us, looking at our tracks 
in the snow. My dad knew Bill and asked 

what was up. Bill said they had found an 
illegal deer and the person they were look-
ing for had on two different boots.

I didn’t meet Bill again until 1962 
when I went to Spooner. I asked Bill if 
he remembered the 1945 incident and he 
started to laugh. He said the fellow with 
two different boots was one of the men 
with him. That was Bill — 17 years later 
showing immediate recall!

In fact, Bill was a school teacher for 
two years; it was his first job after earning 
a teacher’s certificate in two years of col-
lege. He laughingly referred to himself as 
a former “Buck school marm.”

Our monthly area meetings always 
had one lesson that he planned ahead. I 
remember two of those lessons well. In 
the first, Bill had two wardens go out dif-
ferent distances and fire shots. We were to 
note the number of shots and write down 
distance, direction, gun type and caliber. 
Another lesson was a complicated map 
course with a compass since this was long 
before GPS.

If you were running out of expense 

money, but were doing business, Bill 
would call and say, “Keep it up.” He 
would take care of any overruns.

I worked for four of the five 1957 area 
supervisors, and they were all very good, 
but Bill was the best. He knew how to 
step over petty problems and how to make 
everyone work together.

Bill never quit thinking about how to 
do things better. He expected you to work, 
but he made it fun. He would come by 
Hayward to work shiners a lot, as he loved 
working shining and spearing above all 
else. When he left he would always ask if 
I returned half of my check to Madison as 
thanks for having such a great station.

Bill Waggoner was the best warden and 
the best supervisor I ever worked with!

•••
By Owen Anderson XC-215

I took the warden exam in spring 1955, 
and while pending the outcome of my oral 
exam, worked as a special for Amery War-
den Bob Ward. Bob took me to Spooner 
to meet Bill Waggoner, his supervisor. I 
stayed with Bob only a few weeks, but 
during that time came to realize that Bill 
was a remarkable and dedicated man 
who was well liked and respected by his 
men and who was an integral part of their 
operations. He enjoyed fieldwork and his 
method of supervision was to be an active 
part in the field enforcement.

Years passed before I would be under 
Waggoner’s supervision again, but I soon 
found out he hadn’t changed.

Back then an increase in pay happened 
once a year, in July, and it was called a 
merit increase. That could amount to an 
increase from 0 to $25. Each supervisor 
had the final say as to how the monies 
were awarded in his area. For the five 
years I was in the southern area, the super-

visor would tell us: “You young guys are 
not getting an increase. I am giving it to 
the older men as they are close to retire-
ment and need it. Your time will come!”

But when I got to Waggoner’s area, I 
soon learned that if you did a good job, 
you could expect an increase, regardless of 
how young you were or how long you had 
worked.

Ernie Swift, former warden and director 
of the Wisconsin Conservation Depart-
ment, had retired and moved to Rice 
Lake by the time I moved there in 1967. 
Bill would call me and tell me to bring 
my grub kit, and pick up Ernie and him, 
and we would go to Iron River to meet 
with Fred Minor, another old warden. We 
would go to some out-of-the-way area and 
reminisce about the old days — people 
they knew and had worked with, scrapes 
they had been involved in, and so on.

Bill especially liked to work deer shin-
ers and was eager to hear the details of 
any shining arrests his men made. We had 
lots of jackrabbits back then, before the 
farm chemicals killed them all, and in the 
winter, just for something exciting to do, I 
would go out west of Rice Lake and catch 
guys shining them. One day I saw Bill 
and I told him I caught a shining outfit the 
night before. He was ecstatic that I would 
catch an outfit in January because our deer 
all yarded at that time. I went on to tell 
him that they had made kills and had two 
in the trunk, but I hadn’t checked to see 
if they were bucks or does. He looked at 
me with a grin and said, “Aw, you caught 
rabbit shiners!”

In the 1960s, when we had a complaint 
of a bear doing damage we would go and 
shoot it or set a leg-hold trap to catch it, 
and then shoot it. I often used Anise oil 
to attract a bear to the trap; that stuff was 
kind of like skunk essence in that you 

could always smell it. Bill used to get 
into my squad, wrinkle up his nose and 
exclaim, “Big sh-t bear trapper.” Then he 
would laugh!

We had our problems, like the time a 
special shot a pet beagle that was chasing 
a deer in the city of Barron. Bill went to 
Barron, and by the time he left, the dog 
owner decided his dog shouldn’t have 
been running loose and the city fathers 
decided they would forget shooting a rifle 
in the city limits.

Besides being a fine supervisor, Bill was 
a man who cared for his family, our natu-
ral resources and the conservation depart-
ment, and for his friends and subordinates 
and their families. When Cliff Freeman 
was in the hospital dying of brain cancer, 
Bill sent several wardens to the Marshfield 
hospitals so at least one of us could be 
with Cliff at all times. Bill said, “He is one 
of ours and we will take care of him.” 

I could tell numerous other stories about 
this man, but want to close by saying I ap-
preciate having been a friend of Bill Wag-
goner and a conservation warden working 
under his supervision.

Editor’s note: Three wardens who 
worked for Bill Waggoner in the 1960s 
wrote the following articles out of their 
respect for Waggoner, who died in 1977. 
Waggoner was raised in a law enforcement 
family, as his father was the sheriff of 
Washburn County and his mother was the 
first woman elected sheriff in the state. 
Waggoner won the Haskell Noyes Award 
in 1945 and was the first recipient of the 
International Shikar Safari Award as 
Wisconsin’s Wildlife Officer of the Year in 
1971. Ed Hill recalls, “One day when I 
was with Bill we drove past the Shell Lake 
Cemetery. Bill said to me, ‘That is where 
I will be some day. All I want on my stone 
is C-101.’” Dave Waggoner, Bill’s son, 
confirmed that his dad’s radio number is 
engraved on his gravestone.

Remembering 
Bill Waggoner
The original C-101

Left: Warden Supervisor Bill Waggoner helps 
out a starving fawn on Feb. 11, 1943. It 
was the 1950s before warden were is-
sued grey uniforms. Right: Waggoner, left,  
was once drafted to help Gen. Dwight D. 
Eisenhower catch his first Muskie. Below: 
Waggoner in his office
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Warden Jeff Lautenslager caught 
and released this 52.5-inch musky 
on Lower Green Bay.

Warden Jesse Ashton caught this 46-inch musky on Lake Namekagon 
during a 2014 training conference. He didn’t have a net, so Warden 
Matt Groppi pulled the fish in by hand. It is the biggest musky that 
Ashton has ever caught. Also pictured is  Warden Joe Frost. 


