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Gotcha!
By Barbara A. Schmitz
Dane County Conservation Warden Jake 

Donar had been working a shining com-
plaint all fall, and hadn’t had much to show 
for it. But he hadn’t given up, either. 

“I have had lots of complaints over the 
years of people shining at odd hours on 
that road,” he says. He suspected that per-
sistence would eventually pay off. 

So on this particular night around 
Thanksgiving 2017, Donar set up about 
11 o’clock on the isolated road with 
binoculars. He rolled his window down 
so he could listen for gunshots. Then he 
watched, listened and waited. And waited. 
And waited.

Finally, at about 4 a.m., he saw a vehicle 
slowly moving down the roadway.

“From where I was situated, I couldn’t 
tell what type of a vehicle it was,” he recalls. 
“But they slowed down by one of the fields 
that deer were in, and it looked like they 
shined headlights into the field. I heard 
a side door or window open and thwack, 
and then the deer I could see in the head-

lights ran off the field. I thought they had 
shot with a bow or crossbow…”

The vehicle took off again, proceeded 
down the road, took a turn and headed 
down a different road. The vehicle drove a 
short ways and turned into a driveway be-
fore  turning around to  come back toward 
Donar. Still in darkness, Donar pulled off 
into a field until the vehicle passed. He 
turned his vehicle around and started fol-
lowing it.

The suspicious vehicle again slowed 
down and stopped. Someone got out of the 
vehicle for a few seconds and then got back 
in. “I figured I had enough,” he recalls, “so 
I got up behind the vehicle and initiated a 
traffic stop.”

He announced himself as a state conser-
vation warden and told the occupants to 
keep their hands where he could see them. 
After looking inside the vehicle Donar 
noticed two older women, one smoking a 
cigarette, both with their hands up. When 
Donar asked what they were doing, they 
replied, “Delivering newspapers.” 

Donar shined his flashlight into the ve-
hicle and saw newspapers all over;  it was 
apparent the two weren’t lying. “So I told 
them to have a great morning and they 
took off,” he chuckled.

He went back to his spot to watch for 
vehicles, and about an hour later, Donar 
caught the shiner who was the reason for 
the complaint. “It wasn’t a wasted night,” 
he laughed and said, “I guess you just have 
to believe in the complaints you’re work-
ing.”

Donar says he truely thought he had a 
good case until he saw the two old ladies 
delivering the morning news. And when 
it turned out he was wrong, he saw the 
humor in the situation, too.

Not surprisingly, so, too, did his co-
workers, who gave him the cartoon, pic-
tured above, which was presented by Kyle 
Dilley during a team meeting. Created 
by Jim Dilley, Kyle’s father, the cartoon 
exaggerates what happened that night, 
but Donar says it is always important for 
wardens to have a sense of humor.

Cartoon razzes warden who got violation wrong



Wisconsin Game Warden      17

By Joanne M. Haas
Conservation Warden Jake Donar’s preparedness, expert boat 

handling in dangerous currents and teamwork with Dane County 
Sheriff ’s deputies and area agencies helped save a man’s life after 
flash flooding swept his car off the road and into the rising Sugar 
River.

Wisconsin DNR wardens were among numerous emergency 
response agencies at flooded and washed out roads that caught 
drivers by surprise in Madison and other western Dane County 
communities overnight on Aug. 20, 2018, as a record-setting rain-
fall pummeled the area.

“This rescue would not have been possible without every 
person working together - and there were multiple emergency 
responders,” said Donar about the rescue off Highway PD near the 
Military Trail area in southern Dane County. “Everyone deserves 
credit.”

The torrential rains fueled damaging widespread flash floods 
that forced drivers to abandon their cars as roads and some bridg-
es disappeared into newly formed lakes in Madison and beyond.

The National Weather Service estimated western Dane Coun-
ty area received 13 to more than 15 inches as the storms pounded 
the area like a bull’s-eye.

Madison officials confirmed the death of a man who was swept 
away after he emerged from his stalled car in a flooded city inter-
section as bystanders tried to save him.

Donar did not know of the loss of life at that Madison intersec-
tion as he was finishing his Monday shift about midnight. But 
he knew the storms were causing havoc everywhere. And he was 
about to be pulled into it.

He was on the other side of Sugar River when he got the Dane 
County emergency call about a man in trouble at the river.

When deputies arrived on scene at the Sugar River, the man was 
sitting on his car but his leg was pinned in the car.

“Nobody could get to him because of the ripping current,” 
Donar said. “And the water was rising rapidly.”

The emergency responders hatched a plan and requested a boat 
built for these swift water situations. This is where Donar came 

in. He raced to the Wisconsin DNR 
Fitchburg Service Center to get his flat 
bottom boat and grabbed enough life 
jackets for all. Meanwhile, back at the 
river, emergency responders were able 
to toss the trapped man a flotation ring.

Donar arrived and dropped the boat 
in the rising, rushing waters. Then he 
and the two deputies -- Deputy Schiro 
and Deputy Katzenmeyer -- geared up 
with the swift water life jackets. To-
gether, they sped into the rushing dark 
water with Donar  at the helm.

Donar tapped his training and knew exactly how to operate the 
boat in these harrowing conditions. By the time he and the two 
officers got to the man, the man was holding the ring around his 
chin to keep his head above the water line. And he was still stuck 
to his car.

Emergency responders in a second boat were able to get to the 
deputies and somehow provided a crowbar.

As Donar tells it, one deputy held the man up so he wasn’t gulp-
ing water as the other deputy used the crowbar on the car to free 
the man and guided him quickly into the boat, then back to shore 
to the medical personnel on site.

How did that all happen? Donar isn’t sure but it worked; and, he 
is certain the man is safe today because of everyone at the scene. 
Things happened so fast that Donar isn’t sure of all the agencies 
involved in the rescue, but guesses personnel from the Madison 
Fire Department, as well as from agencies in Pine Bluff, Verona, 
Fitchburg and other municipalities, helped out. As he puts it: 
“They all were there!

“In the time we were out there, the water went up about another 
several inches,” Donar said. “That man would have drowned 
without the teamwork of all the emergency responders who came 
to the scene.”

JOANNE M. HAAS is the public information office/law enforce-
ment fitness specialist with the DNR Bureau of Law Enforcement.

Donar: ‘Everyone 
deserves credit’

It was a race against time as Warden Jake Donar and other rescue personnel 
tried to free a man stuck in his car after flash floods swept the car off the road 
into the rising Sugar River.
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By Stephanie Daniel Merkel 
   As a college freshman at the University 
of Wisconsin-Steven Point, John Schreiber 
was out on his own for the first time. 
While many kids went back home during 
their summers off, Schreiber remembers 
the compelling urge to leave his comfort 
zone and make his own way. 
   He applied for jobs outside of the area in 
national parks, the western United States, 
Alaska and Canada. He would land a job 
in 2009 at Northern Tier High Adventure, 
a Boy Scouts of America adventure camp 
at their Ely, Minnesota and Atikokan, 
Ontario bases. For five months, he prepped 
and guided groups of young people on 
Boundary Waters adventures lasting 5-14 
days. 
   On the edge of civilization, he realized 
something that would impact his future. 
“It was my first natural resources-related 
job,” he recalls. “I gained independence 
and leadership skills, and knew that I 
wanted to do something like this, or (be) 
in the outdoors for a career.” 
   Schreiber would initially take classes to 
become a soil and water conservation-
ist, but decided that he wanted to interact 
with people and be more hands-on. That is 
when he decided on the warden career. 
“I have always enjoyed hands-on work in 
the outdoors,” said Schreiber. “Outdoors 
service and working with the community 
are important to me.”  

   His path would include working as a 
trail ranger in Stevens Point, attending 
the police academy at Mid State Technical 
College (in 2010), and working two sum-
mers as a park ranger in Hartman Creek 
State Park, all while pursuing a degree in 
resource management conservation law 
enforcement, and a minor in forestry man-
agement and recreation. 
   Schreiber went through the warden 
hiring process and was hired in Decem-
ber 2012 at graduation. He trained at the 
academy in Fort McCoy and then did field 
warden training in Hayward, Trempealeau 
and Green Bay. 
   His first station was in Chippewa County, 
and then in fall 2017 he was transferred to 
Green Lake County. 
   “I enjoy working with the fish and game 
community,” said Schreiber. “I also really 
enjoy that if working in the office gets 
mundane, I am able to jump in my boat, 
truck or ATV and discover new areas of my 
county.” 
   Schreiber’s passion and work ethic have 
not gone unnoticed by his peers. As recipi-
ent of the 2017 Wisconsin Bow Hunters 
Association’s Warden of the Year award, the 
2017 National Association of State Boating 
Law Administrators (NASBLA) Operation 
Dry-water National Officer of the Year, and 
the 2018 North American Wildlife Enforce-
ment Officers Association’s (NAWEOA) 
Torch Award, he has demonstrated profes-

sionalism, initiative and a strong focus on 
resource protection and public safety. 
   “As wardens, we are looked at to be ethi-
cal in our decision-making. This is some-
thing my dad, Michael, instilled in [my 
brothers and I],” said Schreiber. “He taught 
us to be ethical, honest and hardworking. 
He has been by biggest supporter of why I 
choose this career.” 
   Schreiber and his family, wife Brandi and 
almost 2-year-old son Cameron, reside in 
Green Lake where the family enjoys the 
outdoors. 
   “Cameron is a little spitfire and loves to 
play outside and be on the boat,” laughs 
Schreiber. “I have even taken him to trap 
beavers at 3-months-old in a baby Bjorn!” 
   Schreiber enjoys hunting and fishing, 
camping, hiking, snowboarding, meat pro-
cessing, and even officiating weddings as an 
ordained minister. 
   With a young family, Schreiber may have 
settled down a bit, but that feeling to escape 
his comfort zone still creeps in. 
   “I am currently preparing and training 
to climb Mount Rainer with my brothers 
and friends, and a mountain goat hunt in 
Colorado,” he said excitedly. “When your 
mountain goat tag comes up, you have to 
be ready to go!” 
   As he sees it, there are plenty more ad-
ventures for him yet to experience. 
   STEPHANIE DANIEL MERKEL is an 
Oshkosh freelance writer.

(left) John Schreiber poses with an elk shot in Colorado while on a hunting trip with his brothers and father.  (right) The Schreiber family in Maine’s Acadia National 
Park: John, wife Brandi, and son Cameron

warden in the spotlight



During opening weekend of the 2016 deer gun season in Chippewa County, Schrieber, along with Warden Kevin Christorf, seized 12 deer, made multiple arrests, 
apprehended criminal offenders, issued multiple citations, and caught a repeat revoked offender poaching deer.

By Stephanie Daniel-Merkel 
   Warden John Schreiber enjoys working on all cases from large-
scale environmental cases involving septic haulers to fishing and 
hunting investigations. 
   A memorable deer poaching case occurred while working in 
Chippewa County. For months, he had received multiple deer 
shining and shooting complaints. 
   “I would be ready to go at any time,” recalls Schreiber. “But I was 
always a day late and a dollar short.” 
   One night, Schreiber had just taken off his duty belt, and was 
getting ready to settle down for the evening when a call came in. 
It was a cold November night, and snow was falling. 
   The complaint was familiar —  another report of shining and 
shooting deer. But this time, the culprits were seen dragging a 
deer out of the ditch. 
   Schreiber headed back out and parked his truck in a driveway 
near the site of the complaint. A vehicle drove by and Schreiber 
began to follow. 
   The truck increased its speed, and Schreiber did, too. Soon a 
high-speed chase ensued along a back-country road. 
   “There were poor radio signals,” Schreiber recalls. “Then, my 
truck blew a main fuse and all of the truck lights went black.” 
Needless to say, he wouldn’t catch the culprits that night either. 
The next morning, Schreiber’s truck was repaired and he called in 
the help of a posse of wardens. 
   The wardens searched the area and found a dead deer, but not 
much else. They canvassed the neighborhood of small shacks, and 
interviewed individuals regarding the incident. 

   While approaching one shack, Schreiber noticed tire tracks that 
matched ones left by the vehicle that fled. He knocked on the 
door, but there was no answer. After looking in a window, he sawa 
person hiding under a blanket on the couch.  
   The individual finally came to the door and after a two hour-
long interview, he admitted that he and his two friends had been 
shining and shooting deer, and had led him on a high-speed 
chase.  
   After a complete investigation, the driver of the vehicle received 
felony fleeing charges, and all three individuals involved were 
charged with multiple deer hunting violations.  
   Schreiber isn’t afraid of emerging himself in an investigation.    
While working in Chippewa County, he had received a complaint 
of a man bragging about keeping sturgeon. 
   Schreiber went down to where the man was fishing. It was 1 
a.m. and Schreiber had made sure to dress appropriately with 
a flat brim hat and tank top to blend in. He set up right next to 
the fisherman and started fishing. It wasn’t long before the man 
started to brag. 
   “I acted like I didn’t know what I was doing,” recalls Schreiber. 
“So, the guy offered to let me use his bait saying ‘ya wanna really 
catch some fish? Ever hear of a sturgeon. They’re worth lots of 
money on the black market. Put some meat on your hook.’” 
   The fisherman proceeded to open his cooler and Schreiber was 
surprised to see that it contained two big sturgeon filets and a 
head. He discreetly contacted authorities while continuing to fish 
with the man until a police officer came and arrested the fisher-
man for criminal possession. 
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Some of the many memorable cases
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By Bruce Buenning
In his iconic book, “A Sand County 

Almanac,” Aldo Leopold told of a hunting 
trip when “on Sept. 10, 1877, two brothers 
shooting Muskego Lake bagged 210 blue-
winged teal is one day.”

Big Muskego Lake is situated in south-
eastern Waukesha County and the north-
east part of the lake lies within a mile of the 
Milwaukee County line. The lake is part 
lake and part marsh, and it has a rich and 
colorful history and tradition in waterfowl-
ing.

It also has large areas of cattail bogs, some 
floating, and many large and elaborate duck 
blinds present during the waterfowl season 
on this 2,300-acre lake. It is common for 
Milwaukee hunters to come out to Muskego 
in the morning to get in an hour or two 
of duck hunting prior to going to work in 
Milwaukee factories and offices.

In December of 1976, I arrested an 
individual who had taken two Canada 
goose goslings from Muskego Lake the 
previous spring and raised them in a cage 
in his backyard. The following November, 
I received a complaint from this same man 
that a local bar owner, whose establishment 
was located on the Muskego lakeshore, had 
shown him a “large pile of ducks” that the 
bar owner said he shot on Big Muskego. 
The ducks, according to the complainant, 
were located in the tavern’s beer cooler and 
one of the ducks had a metal band attached 
to its foot. The number, species and sex of 
the ducks suggested the shooter was grossly 
over his bag limit. The complainant also 
said he would testify for a search warrant.

To get a search warrant, I first contacted 
Warden John Lacenski, the Waukesha court 

officer. He, then, talked to the Wauke-
sha District Attorney’s office, but the DA 
was not interested in issuing a warrant. I 
advised District Warden Norm Wood of 
the DA’s decision and he suggested I contact 
Wisconsin alcohol and tobacco agents in 
Madison as he believed they had inspection 
rights in commercial beer coolers.

So I next contacted an agent in Madison 
and explained the situation to him. He told 
me he was a duck hunter himself and that 
he would be happy to come over and help 
out. We made plans to meet at 6 o’clock that 
evening in Muskego.

I recruited Warden Lacenski to help with 
the case and we met the alcohol agent and 
his partner in the vicinity of the tavern 
that evening. John and I waited down the 
road while the alcohol agents went in first 
to conduct their inspection of the tavern’s 
business. Shortly after, the agents radioed 
us that they had discovered the ducks in 
the beer cooler. John and I proceeded to the 
tavern and contacted Red, the owner.

John said, “Red, I hear you have some 
ducks. Mind if we take a look at them?” 
Red consented and we proceeded to the 
beer cooler in the basement. Red opened 
the cooler and we saw a large pile of ducks 
on the floor of the cooler and one duck did 
have a metal band attached to its legs. Red 
stated he had started a plucking service and 
the ducks belonged to various hunters, but 
he was unable to give us a single name of 
any of the owners.

The ducks included 14 drake mallards, 
10 hen mallards, three black ducks and 
one ring-necked duck, which amounted to 
1,375 points when the limit was 100 points. 
The alcohol agents then asked if it was OK 

for them to leave and I said sure since they 
had to drive back to Madison. This almost 
turned out to be a huge mistake.

John and I finished up the citations, 
gathered up the ducks and headed up 
the stairs back into the bar. Much to our 
surprise and consternation, the room was 
jam-packed with Red’s friends and sup-
porters. They filled the room, all the way to 
the door, which was our only escape route, 
taunting us. One heckler said, “You ain’t 
leaving here with them ducks.” I looked 
at John and said, “You ready?” He gave an 
affirmative head nod, and I said in the best 
command voice I could muster, “Look out; 
I’m coming through!” I started for the door 
with John close behind. The crowd parted, 
but I was waiting for something to happen 
until we both made it out the door. As John 
and I made our getaway across the parking 
lot to John’s squad car, the bartender, Bob, 
charged out the door, shook his fist and 
yelled, “Get the heck out of here, and don’t 
you ever come back!” Only he didn’t say 
heck.

Red was convicted of being over the pos-
session limit of ducks, and was fined and his 
licenses revoked. To add insult to injury, the 
Madison agents also cited Red for a couple 
alcohol-related violations.

In the years since the incident, I’ve 
thought back to Aldo Leopold and those 
two brothers who shot 210 teal in 1877, and 
thought that on Nov. 10, 1977, 100 years 
later, that a local Muskego tavern owner had 
a pretty good day of shooting, too. Oh, and 
I still have that metal duck research band 
attached to my key ring.

BRUCE BUENNING is a retired Wiscon-
sin conservation warden.

2 big duck shoots on Muskego 100 years apart

Big Muskego Lake circa the 
late 1990s. 



Wisconsin Game Warden      21Wisconsin Game Warden      21

By Dave Sabrowsky 
   Early one morning in October 1986, three friends who had first 
met in college in 1968 set out to bowhunt in northern Langlade 
County. The three were Dick Panke, Daryl Persick and me, Dave 
Sabrowsky. What happened that day would be forever burned into 
our memories as one of the most arduous, yet rewarding, deer 
hunting experiences of our lives.  
   It all began when Daryl wounded a buck while hunting in the 
early morning. It was a mortal wound, but not the type that quick-
ly kills the animal. A long tracking effort ensued that required all 
of our skills, but also an inordinate amount of luck.

   That buck took us through swamps, into limb littered clear-
cuts, through two beaver flowages, and finally died in a manmade 
impoundment, 8½ hours after Daryl launched his arrow. As hunt-
ers, we felt sorrow that the buck had not been immediately killed. 
But we were proud that we had recovered a deer that very few 
could have. We were especially happy for Daryl since it was his first 
bow kill. 
   Fast forward 27 years to Nov. 7, 2013. The same three friends 
were back together for another bow hunt, this time in northern 
Missouri. While many things had changed, including our bodies, 
one thing had not: our friendship and our desire to be on a deer 
stand as the day comes alive.

   We were all hunting our chosen stands that morning when I 
received a text from Dick that he had missed a doe and gut shot 
a buck. Misses are certainly more acceptable than gut shots. The 
probability of recovery is always precarious when using archery 
equipment. But the chances of success are reduced significantly 
with a deer wounded in the paunch.  
   We opted to remain in our stands until 10 a.m. and then eat 
lunch and return to our hunting area around 12:30 p.m. to begin 
tracking. We hoped that the buck would bed early and never leave 
that bed. 
   Even though Dick may have lost his edge when shooting at deer, 
he was still one of the best at recalling the important details after 
the shot: where the deer stood and its exact escape route. We found 
small flecks of blood where the buck had been and were able to 
slowly follow the sparse blood trail for 80-100 yards before it was 
lost. Dave searched the line of flight hoping to recover the blood 
trail or better yet, spot the bedded deer. It wasn’t to be, but mean-
while, Daryl found some blood. We again had a line and continued 
on the trail for another 100 yards, before losing it again.  
   The deer was headed downhill and toward the river, likely seek-
ing the cooling waters for its inflamed wounds. We spotted a pond 
and felt sure the buck would be there, but we were again wrong. 
We had no blood trail and he wasn’t hiding near the pond, so the 
next logical conclusion was that he went to the river and we’d have 
to search its banks. With Dick hugging the river’s west bank, Dave 
coursing (and cussing) through the thick brush west of Dick, and 
Daryl searching along an old fence line to Dave’s right, the hunt 
continued. No deer and no blood. As we started to converge near 
a deep ravine, Daryl finally spotted some more blood. Two drops. 
That was it. But it was blood and we had the deer’s direction again.  

   I followed the apparent line the deer had chosen and his course 
seemed to be leading to a small delta along the river. So I eased 
down into the ravine and out to the river’s edge. No buck. No 
blood. No fresh tracks. Where was that bugger?  
   Daryl decided to head back to the truck, while Dick and I contin-
ued to look for the wounded buck. We eased along on the deer trail 
and when I started to climb the opposite hill I spotted two more 
drops of blood. This time the trail went over the bank and directly 
toward the river. Our hopes of finding the buck were renewed. 
   But was the buck on our side of the river or did he cross? We 
couldn’t see anything fresh on the opposite bank so we opted to 
scour the west shoreline. We hadn’t gone far when I saw the buck 
running 60 yards in front of us. The rack matched Dick’s descrip-
tion and he was humped so I was certain it was our quarry. After 
getting Dick’s attention, I just stopped and watched. Nothing 
happened for a few minutes, but I eventually saw the deer go over 
a small ridge approximately 150 yards south of our location. Dick 
and I decided to sit down and wait, giving the deer some time to 
settle and hopefully bed. 
    After a half hour we sneaked up to that ridge with Dick in the 
lead, hoping that when we crested the hill, he would spot the deer 
on the other side. Nothing. Even though we knew his exact route 
to that ridge, I was only able to find two drops of blood. This deer 
just wouldn’t bleed. 
   I don’t know what forces were guiding us, but we continued on 
for another 200 yards. As we approached some thick cover, I again 
spotted a deer trotting through the brush. Was it our deer? We 
continued toward the brush and I finally spotted some fresh blood. 
In fact, for the first time, we actually had bright blood and enough 
to follow as fast as we could walk. Dick said he had heard a crash 
toward where we were traveling. Finally, we spotted some move-
ment off our left.  
   It was Dick’s buck. He was down, but his head was still up. I 
didn’t want this deer to get up again so I eased an arrow onto the 
string, attached the release and released my arrow, hitting the small 
white throat patch of the deer. We had done it. We were exhausted, 
but we had recovered the unrecoverable. Human error had allowed 
this contest between the determination to survive against the will 
to do what was right to evolve, but it was human determination 
and a great deal of luck that allowed us to return home satisfied 
that we had fulfilled our obligations as hunters. 
   When I looked at the wound, it immediately made me think of 
that chase 27 years ago. The wounds of Daryl’s and Dick’s bucks 
were the same. Exactly. The recovery was equally similar in the 
length of time involved, the distance and the deer’s instincts urging 
him to find refuge in water.

But what was truly remarkable was that every time we thought 
we were done, that we had no where else to look, something kept 
us going, kept us heading in the right direction. Accomplishing 
what we did once was satisfying, but to repeat the exact scenario 27 
years later is nothing but déjà vu all over again.

DAVE SABROWSKY is a retired retired Wisconsin conservation 
warden from Elcho who served from 1977-2002.

Déjà vu, all over again 
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wcwa-sponsored programs

By Jon Scharbarth
There were a lot of firsts at the third an-

nual Standing Rocks County Park Learn-to-
Deer-Hunt event, held Oct. 28-29, 2017, in 
Portage County.

Nine first-time deer hunters, ranging in 
age from 10-35, along with 11 dedicated 
mentors, took part in the hunt. And for the 
first time, every hunter who participated 
harvested his or her first deer!

The entire program is a collaborative ef-
fort involving the Wisconsin DNR, Portage 
County Parks Department, Bill Cook Chap-
ter of the Izaak Walton League, Almond 
Rod and Gun Club, and the University 
of Wisconsin-Stevens Point Student Law 
Enforcement Association, or SLEA.  

The hunt not only serves to provide first-
time deer hunters with an amazing learning 
experience, but also as a herd reduction 
effort to assist the Portage County Parks 
Department.

Standing Rocks Park is a 524-acre county 
park located southeast of Stevens Point. 
Over the years, the deer population in the 
park had grown significantly, causing very 
little forest regeneration. Other population 
control options were tried, but had limited 
success or public support. Due to the abun-
dance of rolling hills, network of hiking, 
biking and skiing trails, and a large lodge 
used for skiing in the winter, a more perfect 
setup to hold a learn-to-deer- hunt event 
would be hard to find.  

In 2015, Conservation Warden Jon 
Scharbarth connected with Matt Jacowski 
and Gary Speckmann to discuss the idea of 
using the learn-to-hunt program as not only 
a way to get first-time hunters a chance to 
experience the great tradition of Wisconsin 
deer hunting, but also as a management tool 
for the park. Jacowski was the Conservation 
Congress chairman for Portage County at 
the time and also a county board repre-

sentative and member of the Almond Rod 
and Gun Club. Speckmann was the Portage 
County Parks Director and just retired from 
that position in December.

After several Portage County Park Com-
mission meetings, Scharbarth got the green 
light to hold the hunt and began planning. 
He enlisted the help of Mike Fuge, a mem-
ber of the Bill Cook Chapter of the Izaak 
Walton League and a huge supporter of 
introducing new hunters, especially youth, 
to the outdoors. A plan came together, an 
application was created and made available, 
and a random drawing of applications was 
done to select the hunters who participated 
that first year.  

Safety during the hunt is of the utmost 
concern and so, with the help of park staff, 
the park was divided into 13 zones. Each 
zone had its own ground blind situated so 
that any possible shots taken by the hunters 
would be safe. Blinds were placed to not 

All first-time hunters shoot deer at third  
annual learn-to-hunt
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only minimize any safety concerns, but 
also to reduce the chances of any wounded 
deer running off the property onto adjacent 
private lands. Many other rules were put 
in place to ensure not only the safety of 
all involved, but also that each participant 
would have the opportunity for a quality 
experience.

Two weekends prior to the two-day hunt, 
a field day is held at the grounds of the Bill 
Cook Chapter of the Izaak Walton League 
where topics like deer management, hunt-
ing strategies and techniques, and proper 
care of game are discussed. Participants 
learn about hunter safety and each hunter 
sights in the firearm he or she will use dur-
ing the hunt. For many, this is the first time 
they ever shot a rifle.

At the field day, each hunter is paired 
with mentor or mentors from the local 

Izaak Walton League chapter, SLEA, Al-
mond Rod and Gun Club, and both active 
and retired DNR conservation wardens. 
After the field day, hunters and mentors are 
then invited out to Standing Rocks Park 
to locate their assigned hunting blind and 
to scout their zones with their mentors. 
Participants are encouraged to return to 
the park with their mentors as often as they 
wish to continue to scout and learn about 
what it takes to become a successful deer 
hunter.

During the weekend hunt, the park ski 
lodge serves as headquarters. Hunters 
check in each morning prior to shooting 
hours and return for lunch each day. Prior 
to lunch, a demonstration on how to field 
dress a deer is given so that each hunter at 
least has the opportunity to see how that 
process works. Every deer harvested is 

sampled and tested for CWD courtesy of a 
volunteer sampler from the Almond Rod 
and Gun Club.  Donations from the Wis-
consin Conservation Warden Association, 
Izaak Walton League State Chapter, and 
local businesses help fund food and equip-
ment costs to ensure all participants have a 
great overall learning experience. For hunt-
ers who do not have access to a rifle to use 
for the hunt, rifles are borrowed to them.

Over the past three years, 29 first-time 
deer hunters have participated in the hunt. 
One year, a mother and son each shot their 
first deer during the event. This is clearly 
one of the most memorable experiences I 
have been involved with during my career 
as a field warden. 

JON SCHARBARTH is a Wisconsin 
conservation warden stationed in Portage 
County.

By Matthew Modjeski 
The Wilton Rod and Gun Club Kids Free Fishing day started a 
little slow with the weather being cool, overcast and misty, but 
126 children ended up catching 89 fish, including one very big 
hybrid bluegill.

Peyton Green caught the biggest fish, 2 pounds 1 ounce, and 
won a fully equipped Mathew’s youth bow for his efforts. Carter 
Gugeon won for the smallest fish caught, at just 3 ounces.

However, all youth participants received a prize ranging from 
balls to fishing poles, lunch and another small prize stuffed into 
their goody bag, thanks to contributions from groups such as the 
Wisconsin Conservation Warden Association.

Besides fishing, youth could learn how to shoot bows or BB 
guns, with the Wildlife Turkey Federation setting up an BB gun 
shooting inflatable.

One mother came with 4-year-old triplets who didn’t have 
fishing poles, so the group provided them with poles and worms. 
They did manage to get one trout in. She said the kids had a great 
time — and that’s what the event is all about. It was hard to tell if 
there were more smiles on the adults or the children.

This event has been going on for 26 years and receives amazing 
support from the community. Adults who participated in the 
fishing day when they were young are now bringing their own 
children.

The Wilton Rod and Gun Club members appreciate the 
WCWA donation and thanks the warden association for its 
support.

MATTHEW MODJESKI is a Tomah conservation warden.

26th annual fishing day a success
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