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Presented by Central Wisconsin Trout Unlimited

Amherst, WI

Come 
Discover 
Fly Fishing!

Come 
Discover 
Fly Fishing!

June 4 & 5, 2022
For more info contact Scott at 920-687-0987 or email at oossg@vbe.com.



In the spring of 1946, World War II ended. �e town of 
Ripon rejoiced and the returning veterans with their GI Bills of Rights 
lined up at at the doors of Ripon College. �at same spring, 223 members 
of the graduating class of Ripon High School walked across the stage to 
receive their diplomas and ponder their futures. �e 1946 class did not 
produce a Nobel Laureate, nor any Rhodes scholars, senators or representa-
tives. Perhaps one bank president. A few college professors. No doctors nor 
dentists. It was a group of underachievers. 

My memory of high school days were of year round jock strapping—foot-
ball, basketball and running on the track team. My school day began at 8 
a.m. and continued to a  study hall at 3:30 p.m. (which all jocks skipped, 
reporting to the gym instead) and then a daily workout. A�erwards a 
shower at home for supper at 5:30. �en I worked at the toy factory from 
6:30-8:30 p.m. Bedtime was at 9:30 p.m. �ere was no time for studying or 
homework. Fridays were game days. Saturdays were spent working all day 
at the factory, and Saturday nights chasing around with friends. On 
Sunday morning we went to church, had a dinner at home and a lazy 
Sunday a�ernoon and evening at 334 Eureka St. with some studying done 
in preparation for any upcoming tests during the week. Were my grades 
good? No. Did I worry about them? No. �ey were mostly B’s, some C’s 
and a few A’s. What was there to worry about? With Ripon College a few 
blocks from my home, college seemed liked a sure thing, sort of a continu-
ation of high school. 

But it was not to be. It was 1946 and there were thousands of very 
quali�ed and highly motivated veterans returning home with their GI 
bills, eager to attend college, work hard and get on with their lives. As my 
uncle Ray succinctly put it, “You won’t have a chance. �e competition 
will be �erce. �ey’ll eat you for lunch.” A�er Ray returned from war, he 
observed my lifestyle for a few weeks and candidly suggested that it would 
be a good thing considering all the veterans returning, if I le� town, went 
into the service and grew up (matured was the word he used). By enlisting 
in the service, I could earn a GI Bill for a later run at college, he said. I took 
his advice. 

Only July 31, I enlisted in the Regular Army, RA #16218427, laundry 
mark T8427. Since I was only 17, my mother had to sign the enlistment 
papers. It was appropriate that the Army car that came to pick me up to 

sign the papers broke down in front of our house. I ended up pushing the 
car, with the sergeant behind the wheel, down to the corner gas station for 
a quick repair. �en it was a train ride to Fort Sheridan outside of Chicago 
for induction and then on to the Aberdeen Proving Grounds in Maryland 
for 16 weeks of infantry basic training. �e long marches and �ring on the 
range were the highlights of basic training. I found them both easy and for 
a brief period was being considered for the base’s ri�e team. �e M1 
Garland that had been issued to me was a sweet shooting ri�e that for 
some reason I easily mastered. However, during the �nal test for the team 
at 800 yards rapid �re, I shot a “Maggie’s drawers,” which in military speak 
means missed the target. Completely missed! �at dropped me out of 
the running.

A�er basic training we went on two weeks of �eld maneuvers in Virginia 
in the A.P. hills testing area. I was picked for the “enemy’s” guerrilla team 
and spent an interesting two weeks creeping around the woods on night 
patrols harassing the other troops on maneuvers. �e army then sent me 
to a 10-week ordinance parts school where I learned how to �eld strip and 
�re every small �re arm the army was using, including the strange wired 
stock, .45 cal. “ burp gun” that �red o� a 20-round clip with one squeeze 
of the trigger. 

During this training period, I tried out for the APG’s basketball team. In 
high school I had been what is now called a point guard. But in Ripon 
High play, I was bringing the ball up the court and passing it to a shooter 
with an occasional long- shot attempt. On defense I was a hacker, picking 
up a lot of fouls, preventing the forward from scoring. During tryouts the 
only thing that was working for me was my long-range shot. �ere were 
some very skillful, tall Black athletes that played a brand of basketball that 
I had never been up against. �ey had great ball handling skills, made 
beautiful passes and had deadly jump shots. I did not make the team. 

A�er Aberdeen I shipped out to Fort Lewis, Wash., a replacement depot 
for Japan, Korea and Alaska. Fort Lewis was made up of tar paper shacks, 
lots of rain, mud, cold and little heat in the barracks. Everyone was either 
down with a cold or sore throat. I was bumped o� several troop ships going 
to Japan for medical reasons. I �nally passed a medical inspection and was 
assigned to the 51st ordinance Supply Co., located in Fort Richardson, 
Alaska. �e troop ship went up the inlet passage, taking four days to reach 
Whittier. From Whittier, it was a short train ride north to Anchorage and 
then a truck ride out to Fort Richardson. 

Back in 1947, Alaska was still a territory. Fort Richardson was located a few 
miles outside of Anchorage. �e Fort’s responsibility was to support the 
Army air base. �e 51st was a small cog in this operation, mainly supplying 
and maintaining ordinance and emergency equipment. As a replacement, 
my name was �rst on the duty roster. In the �rst few weeks I pulled KP, 
guard duty, latrine duty, special work assignments and about any nasty job 
that came up. �e 51st spent a lot of time moving equipment around the 
Fort, supplying heavier ordinance to the air force. We were also responsible 
for maintaining peripheral small arms defenses around the air base. �at was 
the o�cial duty of the 51st. Uno�cially, the 51st supplied trout for the 
NCO’s Sunday night �sh fry. My role in this odd arrangement came about 
following an encounter with one of the higher ranking NCO’s in the 51st, a 
Master Sgt. Hillard. 

One Saturday morning while on latrine duty, I had polished the brass urinal 
caps and kept them in my pocket until the inspecting o�cer arrived. I 
slipped them into place as the shout of “Attention!” signaled the arrival of 
the inspector. A�er inspection, I walked out of the barracks on my way to 
chow. I passed the NCO’s private room with the door ajar. Sneaking a glance 
inside, I noticed a �y rod standing in the corner. It startled me to see such a 
non-military item in the NCO’s room. I blurted out, “Geez, that looks like a 
�y rod.” A sergeant with a sleeve full of hash marks came charging out of the 
room and yellled, “What do you know about a �y rod?!” 

�e rest was history. He asked me to go �shing with him that weekend. I 
didn’t have a pass but he said it was no problem. �e next thing I knew I was 
in my fatigues with an Army rucksack full of food and a sleeping bag 
standing down by the railroad tracks waiting for the a�ernoon train to take 
us north up into the Matanuska Valley. �e train stopped inside the Fort and 
we bought our tickets for “37 miles north.” �e train braked to a stop out in 
the middle of the woods, le� us o� and disappeared on its way north up to 
Fairbanks. Sgt. Hillard took o� along a path disappearing into the woods. I 
plunged in a�er him. We hiked for a couple of hours along a trail and over a 
few streams and popped out on the shores of the Big Lake. �ere sat a large 
trapper’s cabin with several howling chained sled dogs next to a huge pole 
barn type structure for drying �sh and dog food.

A trapper, Herman Gruenwald, and his Inuit squaw were alerted by the 
barking dogs that greeted us. I was introduced as “Tabbert,” just up from 
the States. �ey shared dinner with us. One thing I’ll never forget about 
that cabin was an immense set of caribou antlers over the bed that served 
as a hanging wardrobe. Clothes of every type hung from those antlers 
including shirts, pants, underwear, socks and more all suspended in place. 
It dominated the room. We le� the canned Army food with them 
including strawberry jam, butter, ham and bacon. In exchange, they fed us 
a dinner of caribou stew and dumplings. A�er dinner we had some long 
conversations. News from the outside was rare. Back then, in the wilder-
ness, there were no telephones, no TV and poor radio reception. Visitors 
were rare and appreciated. A�er dinner we packed our gear into a row 
boat. I rowed along the shore down to an inlet where a wooden lean-to 
stood alongside a small spring creek that �owed into the Big Lake. We 
camped there. We simply unrolled our sleeping bags and went to sleep. 
Mosquitoes were controlled by the “cover your head” technique. 

�e next morning I built a �re, went up to the spring to get water for 
co�ee, and picked a hat full of wild strawberries. Sgt. Hillard went down 
to the creek’s mouth and caught a couple of small trout. We cooked up 
some pancakes and ate those with the trout, strawberries and co�ee for 
breakfast. I had been with the 51st only a few weeks and here I was 
camped out in the middle of the Alaskan wilderness getting ready for a 
day of trout �shing. �is hardly seemed like the Army. 

Trout �shing in Big Lake was simple. You took one orange salmon egg on 
a #6 hook and threw it out along the shoreline and zing, a trout. Usually a 
14-18” Dolly Varden, the only trout named for a beautiful bar room 
entertainer. We gutted the trout, packed them with ferns and stu�ed them 
into an empty rucksacks. When we had the two rucksacks full, we rowed 
back to Grunewald’s cabin, dropped o� some trout, said our goodbyes and 
hiked out to the railroad tracks where we waited for the train to take us 
back to the Fort. �e technique for stopping the train was simple: stand 
on the tracks and wave your arms. It worked every time, although later in 
the fall when the days were shorter and it was dark by 4 p.m., you needed a 
small �re next to the track for a signal to stop the train. We got back to the 
Fort around 6:30 p.m., hiked over to the mess hall and there I learned a 
little secret. I was part of a supply system, supplying trout for a special �sh 
fry. In our company’s mess hall, every NCO of any importance in the 51st 
and surrounding companies was assembled for their Sunday evening beer 
and �sh fry. �ere were stripes and hash marks everywhere. I felt uncom-
fortable under the close scrutiny of all those NCOs as we unloaded the 
rucksacks on the mess sergeant’s table. Some of the NCOs were drinking 
beer and playing cards. Sgt. Hillard introduced me: “Private Tabbert with 
the 51st just transferred up from the States. He caught most of these �sh.” 
�ey invited me to stay but I declined, mumbled goodbyes and backed out 
of the room. Hillard came outside, thanked me, said it was a good trip and 
we would go trout �shing again. We did, all that summer on into the fall, 
supplying trout for Sunday night �sh fries for the NCOs. 

From that day on I never pulled KP, guard duty, barracks duty or latrine 
duty. In fact, my name disappeared o� the duty roster. From then on, it 
was passes every weekend. I never went into town, though. Always the 
train ride north. It got to be routine. Saturday noon a�er the barracks 
inspection, I went down to the supply sergeant’s o�ce to pick up rations 
for Herman Gruenwald. Sometimes I was excused from Saturday’s 
inspection so we could catch an early train north. I �shed my way through 
a tour of Army duty in Alaska. Was it fair? Probably not. Did anyone else 
want to do it? Probably not. I became a sort of commercial trout �sher-
man: trading my crude �shing skills and wilderness tolerance for time o� 
from extra Army duties. Friends in the 51st wondered how I could stand 
the mosquitoes and the long hikes, sleeping on the ground, �shing in bad 
weather and other hardships they imagined. How could I trade those 
hardships for the easy comfortable weekends in the barracks with good 
chow, warm beds, free gym, movies, ice cream and the short trip down to 

the local beer hall? Some of the men in the 51st, who had been raised in 
big cities, could not understand the attraction of the Alaskan wilderness, 
nor the thrill of catching trout on a �y rod. 

My �y �shing skills were crude. Hand anyone a �y rod, especially the so� 
action bamboo �y rods of that period, rigged with a level line a short leader 
and a #6 hook, wave it back and forth, the tip action of the rod would 
“cast,” or throw the hook 15-20 feet out over the water. Forget tight loops, 
double hauling or any of the other nuances of modern �y casting 
techniques. Just wave the rod back and forth and let her go. It worked. It 
was the technique I used. With the large number of hungry trout in Big 
Lake, this technique was successful. On some of those hikes into Big Lake 
into the fall, when the salmon were running, the small streams leading into 
the lake would be choked with spawning red salmon. �ey would be 
packed so tight in the shallow water you could kick them o� their redds 
(nests) onto the banks. Hilliard respected the spawning �sh and stopped 
me from kicking at them, telling me I should leave them alone, that 
they were on their own journey, just as important as ours. He was a 
conservationist. 

Alaska was a magni�cent place. To live there when it was still a territory, 
with few roads, few people and still unspoiled was an experience. Fishing 
those primitive waters today would cost you at least $600 day plus lodging. 
I was one lucky trout �sherman. As a bonus, any soldier serving in Alaska 
had the option to homestead 160 acres along the shore of Big Lake. My 
plan was to reenlist in the Army, remain in Alaska and homestead those 

acres. Herman Grunewald and Sgt. Hilliard encouraged me to leave the 
Army when my enlistment was up, go down to the States, use my GI bill, 
get an education and move on with my life. �e old trapper and the army 
sergeant talked me out of homesteading. 

I was discharged from the Army in Great Falls, Montana, returned to 
Ripon and went to UW-Madison. �ere I fell under the teaching spell of a 
geology professor, Dr. L.R. Laudon, who on a geological �eld trip put me 
on a limestone outcrop full of brachiopods and trilobites and asked the 
magic question: How old is it and where was it deposited? �at became 
my profession. Telling people how old rocks were and in what environ-
ments they had been deposited in. I earned a master’s degree in geology 
and my thesis was titled “Pennsylvanian 

Fusulinids from the Armore Basin of Southern Oklahoma.” Fusulinids 
are wheat-sized microfossils found in rocks of Pennsylvanian and Permian 
ages. �eir evolutionary changes allow one to place the host rock in 
an orderly superposition, thus allowing a “dating” of the rocks. 

A�er graduation and taking a pass on a Ph.D., as Phyllis was pregnant and 
we were broke, I went to work as a geologist in southern Louisiana for the 
Magnolia Petroleum Co. I studied microfossils from drilling well cuttings 
to determine their age and depositional environments. Southern Louisiana 
was a long way from Big Lake, Alaska! Several years later I returned to 
Alaska working on the arctic slope collecting rocks and fossils. 



In the spring of 1946, World War II ended. �e town of 
Ripon rejoiced and the returning veterans with their GI Bills of Rights 
lined up at at the doors of Ripon College. �at same spring, 223 members 
of the graduating class of Ripon High School walked across the stage to 
receive their diplomas and ponder their futures. �e 1946 class did not 
produce a Nobel Laureate, nor any Rhodes scholars, senators or representa-
tives. Perhaps one bank president. A few college professors. No doctors nor 
dentists. It was a group of underachievers. 

My memory of high school days were of year round jock strapping—foot-
ball, basketball and running on the track team. My school day began at 8 
a.m. and continued to a  study hall at 3:30 p.m. (which all jocks skipped, 
reporting to the gym instead) and then a daily workout. A�erwards a 
shower at home for supper at 5:30. �en I worked at the toy factory from 
6:30-8:30 p.m. Bedtime was at 9:30 p.m. �ere was no time for studying or 
homework. Fridays were game days. Saturdays were spent working all day 
at the factory, and Saturday nights chasing around with friends. On 
Sunday morning we went to church, had a dinner at home and a lazy 
Sunday a�ernoon and evening at 334 Eureka St. with some studying done 
in preparation for any upcoming tests during the week. Were my grades 
good? No. Did I worry about them? No. �ey were mostly B’s, some C’s 
and a few A’s. What was there to worry about? With Ripon College a few 
blocks from my home, college seemed liked a sure thing, sort of a continu-
ation of high school. 

But it was not to be. It was 1946 and there were thousands of very 
quali�ed and highly motivated veterans returning home with their GI 
bills, eager to attend college, work hard and get on with their lives. As my 
uncle Ray succinctly put it, “You won’t have a chance. �e competition 
will be �erce. �ey’ll eat you for lunch.” A�er Ray returned from war, he 
observed my lifestyle for a few weeks and candidly suggested that it would 
be a good thing considering all the veterans returning, if I le� town, went 
into the service and grew up (matured was the word he used). By enlisting 
in the service, I could earn a GI Bill for a later run at college, he said. I took 
his advice. 

Only July 31, I enlisted in the Regular Army, RA #16218427, laundry 
mark T8427. Since I was only 17, my mother had to sign the enlistment 
papers. It was appropriate that the Army car that came to pick me up to 

Sad news, one of my favorite angling partners, in�uential mentor and 
good friend passed February 23, 2022 at the age of 93. Robert (Bob) 
Tabbert had an extraordinary life and I was glad to share in some of it 
the past 25 years. We met in the mid-1990s through TU in northern 
Wisconsin running a youth �y �shing program. He loved teaching 
casting. Our best adventures were on remote spring ponds for brookies, 
but we also chased plenty of other �sh on the �y including muskies.
A little over a year ago I shared a story here in the Brookie from his book 
of his adventures that I designed. Printed in 2020, this book was 
produced in a limited number and is currently not available for sale. 
I hope you enjoy this in his memory. - Wayne Parmley 

Robert Tabbert at age 91 
brookie fishing in northern 
Wisconsin in 2019.

ARMY
by: Robert Tabbert

sign the papers broke down in front of our house. I ended up pushing the 
car, with the sergeant behind the wheel, down to the corner gas station for 
a quick repair. �en it was a train ride to Fort Sheridan outside of Chicago 
for induction and then on to the Aberdeen Proving Grounds in Maryland 
for 16 weeks of infantry basic training. �e long marches and �ring on the 
range were the highlights of basic training. I found them both easy and for 
a brief period was being considered for the base’s ri�e team. �e M1 
Garland that had been issued to me was a sweet shooting ri�e that for 
some reason I easily mastered. However, during the �nal test for the team 
at 800 yards rapid �re, I shot a “Maggie’s drawers,” which in military speak 
means missed the target. Completely missed! �at dropped me out of 
the running.

A�er basic training we went on two weeks of �eld maneuvers in Virginia 
in the A.P. hills testing area. I was picked for the “enemy’s” guerrilla team 
and spent an interesting two weeks creeping around the woods on night 
patrols harassing the other troops on maneuvers. �e army then sent me 
to a 10-week ordinance parts school where I learned how to �eld strip and 
�re every small �re arm the army was using, including the strange wired 
stock, .45 cal. “ burp gun” that �red o� a 20-round clip with one squeeze 
of the trigger. 

During this training period, I tried out for the APG’s basketball team. In 
high school I had been what is now called a point guard. But in Ripon 
High play, I was bringing the ball up the court and passing it to a shooter 
with an occasional long- shot attempt. On defense I was a hacker, picking 
up a lot of fouls, preventing the forward from scoring. During tryouts the 
only thing that was working for me was my long-range shot. �ere were 
some very skillful, tall Black athletes that played a brand of basketball that 
I had never been up against. �ey had great ball handling skills, made 
beautiful passes and had deadly jump shots. I did not make the team. 

A�er Aberdeen I shipped out to Fort Lewis, Wash., a replacement depot 
for Japan, Korea and Alaska. Fort Lewis was made up of tar paper shacks, 
lots of rain, mud, cold and little heat in the barracks. Everyone was either 
down with a cold or sore throat. I was bumped o� several troop ships going 
to Japan for medical reasons. I �nally passed a medical inspection and was 
assigned to the 51st ordinance Supply Co., located in Fort Richardson, 
Alaska. �e troop ship went up the inlet passage, taking four days to reach 
Whittier. From Whittier, it was a short train ride north to Anchorage and 
then a truck ride out to Fort Richardson. 

Back in 1947, Alaska was still a territory. Fort Richardson was located a few 
miles outside of Anchorage. �e Fort’s responsibility was to support the 
Army air base. �e 51st was a small cog in this operation, mainly supplying 
and maintaining ordinance and emergency equipment. As a replacement, 
my name was �rst on the duty roster. In the �rst few weeks I pulled KP, 
guard duty, latrine duty, special work assignments and about any nasty job 
that came up. �e 51st spent a lot of time moving equipment around the 
Fort, supplying heavier ordinance to the air force. We were also responsible 
for maintaining peripheral small arms defenses around the air base. �at was 
the o�cial duty of the 51st. Uno�cially, the 51st supplied trout for the 
NCO’s Sunday night �sh fry. My role in this odd arrangement came about 
following an encounter with one of the higher ranking NCO’s in the 51st, a 
Master Sgt. Hillard. 

One Saturday morning while on latrine duty, I had polished the brass urinal 
caps and kept them in my pocket until the inspecting o�cer arrived. I 
slipped them into place as the shout of “Attention!” signaled the arrival of 
the inspector. A�er inspection, I walked out of the barracks on my way to 
chow. I passed the NCO’s private room with the door ajar. Sneaking a glance 
inside, I noticed a �y rod standing in the corner. It startled me to see such a 
non-military item in the NCO’s room. I blurted out, “Geez, that looks like a 
�y rod.” A sergeant with a sleeve full of hash marks came charging out of the 
room and yellled, “What do you know about a �y rod?!” 

�e rest was history. He asked me to go �shing with him that weekend. I 
didn’t have a pass but he said it was no problem. �e next thing I knew I was 
in my fatigues with an Army rucksack full of food and a sleeping bag 
standing down by the railroad tracks waiting for the a�ernoon train to take 
us north up into the Matanuska Valley. �e train stopped inside the Fort and 
we bought our tickets for “37 miles north.” �e train braked to a stop out in 
the middle of the woods, le� us o� and disappeared on its way north up to 
Fairbanks. Sgt. Hillard took o� along a path disappearing into the woods. I 
plunged in a�er him. We hiked for a couple of hours along a trail and over a 
few streams and popped out on the shores of the Big Lake. �ere sat a large 
trapper’s cabin with several howling chained sled dogs next to a huge pole 
barn type structure for drying �sh and dog food.

A trapper, Herman Gruenwald, and his Inuit squaw were alerted by the 
barking dogs that greeted us. I was introduced as “Tabbert,” just up from 
the States. �ey shared dinner with us. One thing I’ll never forget about 
that cabin was an immense set of caribou antlers over the bed that served 
as a hanging wardrobe. Clothes of every type hung from those antlers 
including shirts, pants, underwear, socks and more all suspended in place. 
It dominated the room. We le� the canned Army food with them 
including strawberry jam, butter, ham and bacon. In exchange, they fed us 
a dinner of caribou stew and dumplings. A�er dinner we had some long 
conversations. News from the outside was rare. Back then, in the wilder-
ness, there were no telephones, no TV and poor radio reception. Visitors 
were rare and appreciated. A�er dinner we packed our gear into a row 
boat. I rowed along the shore down to an inlet where a wooden lean-to 
stood alongside a small spring creek that �owed into the Big Lake. We 
camped there. We simply unrolled our sleeping bags and went to sleep. 
Mosquitoes were controlled by the “cover your head” technique. 

�e next morning I built a �re, went up to the spring to get water for 
co�ee, and picked a hat full of wild strawberries. Sgt. Hillard went down 
to the creek’s mouth and caught a couple of small trout. We cooked up 
some pancakes and ate those with the trout, strawberries and co�ee for 
breakfast. I had been with the 51st only a few weeks and here I was 
camped out in the middle of the Alaskan wilderness getting ready for a 
day of trout �shing. �is hardly seemed like the Army. 

Trout �shing in Big Lake was simple. You took one orange salmon egg on 
a #6 hook and threw it out along the shoreline and zing, a trout. Usually a 
14-18” Dolly Varden, the only trout named for a beautiful bar room 
entertainer. We gutted the trout, packed them with ferns and stu�ed them 
into an empty rucksacks. When we had the two rucksacks full, we rowed 
back to Grunewald’s cabin, dropped o� some trout, said our goodbyes and 
hiked out to the railroad tracks where we waited for the train to take us 
back to the Fort. �e technique for stopping the train was simple: stand 
on the tracks and wave your arms. It worked every time, although later in 
the fall when the days were shorter and it was dark by 4 p.m., you needed a 
small �re next to the track for a signal to stop the train. We got back to the 
Fort around 6:30 p.m., hiked over to the mess hall and there I learned a 
little secret. I was part of a supply system, supplying trout for a special �sh 
fry. In our company’s mess hall, every NCO of any importance in the 51st 
and surrounding companies was assembled for their Sunday evening beer 
and �sh fry. �ere were stripes and hash marks everywhere. I felt uncom-
fortable under the close scrutiny of all those NCOs as we unloaded the 
rucksacks on the mess sergeant’s table. Some of the NCOs were drinking 
beer and playing cards. Sgt. Hillard introduced me: “Private Tabbert with 
the 51st just transferred up from the States. He caught most of these �sh.” 
�ey invited me to stay but I declined, mumbled goodbyes and backed out 
of the room. Hillard came outside, thanked me, said it was a good trip and 
we would go trout �shing again. We did, all that summer on into the fall, 
supplying trout for Sunday night �sh fries for the NCOs. 

From that day on I never pulled KP, guard duty, barracks duty or latrine 
duty. In fact, my name disappeared o� the duty roster. From then on, it 
was passes every weekend. I never went into town, though. Always the 
train ride north. It got to be routine. Saturday noon a�er the barracks 
inspection, I went down to the supply sergeant’s o�ce to pick up rations 
for Herman Gruenwald. Sometimes I was excused from Saturday’s 
inspection so we could catch an early train north. I �shed my way through 
a tour of Army duty in Alaska. Was it fair? Probably not. Did anyone else 
want to do it? Probably not. I became a sort of commercial trout �sher-
man: trading my crude �shing skills and wilderness tolerance for time o� 
from extra Army duties. Friends in the 51st wondered how I could stand 
the mosquitoes and the long hikes, sleeping on the ground, �shing in bad 
weather and other hardships they imagined. How could I trade those 
hardships for the easy comfortable weekends in the barracks with good 
chow, warm beds, free gym, movies, ice cream and the short trip down to 

the local beer hall? Some of the men in the 51st, who had been raised in 
big cities, could not understand the attraction of the Alaskan wilderness, 
nor the thrill of catching trout on a �y rod. 

My �y �shing skills were crude. Hand anyone a �y rod, especially the so� 
action bamboo �y rods of that period, rigged with a level line a short leader 
and a #6 hook, wave it back and forth, the tip action of the rod would 
“cast,” or throw the hook 15-20 feet out over the water. Forget tight loops, 
double hauling or any of the other nuances of modern �y casting 
techniques. Just wave the rod back and forth and let her go. It worked. It 
was the technique I used. With the large number of hungry trout in Big 
Lake, this technique was successful. On some of those hikes into Big Lake 
into the fall, when the salmon were running, the small streams leading into 
the lake would be choked with spawning red salmon. �ey would be 
packed so tight in the shallow water you could kick them o� their redds 
(nests) onto the banks. Hilliard respected the spawning �sh and stopped 
me from kicking at them, telling me I should leave them alone, that 
they were on their own journey, just as important as ours. He was a 
conservationist. 

Alaska was a magni�cent place. To live there when it was still a territory, 
with few roads, few people and still unspoiled was an experience. Fishing 
those primitive waters today would cost you at least $600 day plus lodging. 
I was one lucky trout �sherman. As a bonus, any soldier serving in Alaska 
had the option to homestead 160 acres along the shore of Big Lake. My 
plan was to reenlist in the Army, remain in Alaska and homestead those 
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A sergeant with a sleeve 
full of hash marks came 
charging out of the room 
and yellled, “What do you 
know about a fly rod?!”

acres. Herman Grunewald and Sgt. Hilliard encouraged me to leave the 
Army when my enlistment was up, go down to the States, use my GI bill, 
get an education and move on with my life. �e old trapper and the army 
sergeant talked me out of homesteading. 

I was discharged from the Army in Great Falls, Montana, returned to 
Ripon and went to UW-Madison. �ere I fell under the teaching spell of a 
geology professor, Dr. L.R. Laudon, who on a geological �eld trip put me 
on a limestone outcrop full of brachiopods and trilobites and asked the 
magic question: How old is it and where was it deposited? �at became 
my profession. Telling people how old rocks were and in what environ-
ments they had been deposited in. I earned a master’s degree in geology 
and my thesis was titled “Pennsylvanian 

Fusulinids from the Armore Basin of Southern Oklahoma.” Fusulinids 
are wheat-sized microfossils found in rocks of Pennsylvanian and Permian 
ages. �eir evolutionary changes allow one to place the host rock in 
an orderly superposition, thus allowing a “dating” of the rocks. 

A�er graduation and taking a pass on a Ph.D., as Phyllis was pregnant and 
we were broke, I went to work as a geologist in southern Louisiana for the 
Magnolia Petroleum Co. I studied microfossils from drilling well cuttings 
to determine their age and depositional environments. Southern Louisiana 
was a long way from Big Lake, Alaska! Several years later I returned to 
Alaska working on the arctic slope collecting rocks and fossils. 
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In the spring of 1946, World War II ended. �e town of 
Ripon rejoiced and the returning veterans with their GI Bills of Rights 
lined up at at the doors of Ripon College. �at same spring, 223 members 
of the graduating class of Ripon High School walked across the stage to 
receive their diplomas and ponder their futures. �e 1946 class did not 
produce a Nobel Laureate, nor any Rhodes scholars, senators or representa-
tives. Perhaps one bank president. A few college professors. No doctors nor 
dentists. It was a group of underachievers. 

My memory of high school days were of year round jock strapping—foot-
ball, basketball and running on the track team. My school day began at 8 
a.m. and continued to a  study hall at 3:30 p.m. (which all jocks skipped, 
reporting to the gym instead) and then a daily workout. A�erwards a 
shower at home for supper at 5:30. �en I worked at the toy factory from 
6:30-8:30 p.m. Bedtime was at 9:30 p.m. �ere was no time for studying or 
homework. Fridays were game days. Saturdays were spent working all day 
at the factory, and Saturday nights chasing around with friends. On 
Sunday morning we went to church, had a dinner at home and a lazy 
Sunday a�ernoon and evening at 334 Eureka St. with some studying done 
in preparation for any upcoming tests during the week. Were my grades 
good? No. Did I worry about them? No. �ey were mostly B’s, some C’s 
and a few A’s. What was there to worry about? With Ripon College a few 
blocks from my home, college seemed liked a sure thing, sort of a continu-
ation of high school. 

But it was not to be. It was 1946 and there were thousands of very 
quali�ed and highly motivated veterans returning home with their GI 
bills, eager to attend college, work hard and get on with their lives. As my 
uncle Ray succinctly put it, “You won’t have a chance. �e competition 
will be �erce. �ey’ll eat you for lunch.” A�er Ray returned from war, he 
observed my lifestyle for a few weeks and candidly suggested that it would 
be a good thing considering all the veterans returning, if I le� town, went 
into the service and grew up (matured was the word he used). By enlisting 
in the service, I could earn a GI Bill for a later run at college, he said. I took 
his advice. 

Only July 31, I enlisted in the Regular Army, RA #16218427, laundry 
mark T8427. Since I was only 17, my mother had to sign the enlistment 
papers. It was appropriate that the Army car that came to pick me up to 

sign the papers broke down in front of our house. I ended up pushing the 
car, with the sergeant behind the wheel, down to the corner gas station for 
a quick repair. �en it was a train ride to Fort Sheridan outside of Chicago 
for induction and then on to the Aberdeen Proving Grounds in Maryland 
for 16 weeks of infantry basic training. �e long marches and �ring on the 
range were the highlights of basic training. I found them both easy and for 
a brief period was being considered for the base’s ri�e team. �e M1 
Garland that had been issued to me was a sweet shooting ri�e that for 
some reason I easily mastered. However, during the �nal test for the team 
at 800 yards rapid �re, I shot a “Maggie’s drawers,” which in military speak 
means missed the target. Completely missed! �at dropped me out of 
the running.

A�er basic training we went on two weeks of �eld maneuvers in Virginia 
in the A.P. hills testing area. I was picked for the “enemy’s” guerrilla team 
and spent an interesting two weeks creeping around the woods on night 
patrols harassing the other troops on maneuvers. �e army then sent me 
to a 10-week ordinance parts school where I learned how to �eld strip and 
�re every small �re arm the army was using, including the strange wired 
stock, .45 cal. “ burp gun” that �red o� a 20-round clip with one squeeze 
of the trigger. 

During this training period, I tried out for the APG’s basketball team. In 
high school I had been what is now called a point guard. But in Ripon 
High play, I was bringing the ball up the court and passing it to a shooter 
with an occasional long- shot attempt. On defense I was a hacker, picking 
up a lot of fouls, preventing the forward from scoring. During tryouts the 
only thing that was working for me was my long-range shot. �ere were 
some very skillful, tall Black athletes that played a brand of basketball that 
I had never been up against. �ey had great ball handling skills, made 
beautiful passes and had deadly jump shots. I did not make the team. 

A�er Aberdeen I shipped out to Fort Lewis, Wash., a replacement depot 
for Japan, Korea and Alaska. Fort Lewis was made up of tar paper shacks, 
lots of rain, mud, cold and little heat in the barracks. Everyone was either 
down with a cold or sore throat. I was bumped o� several troop ships going 
to Japan for medical reasons. I �nally passed a medical inspection and was 
assigned to the 51st ordinance Supply Co., located in Fort Richardson, 
Alaska. �e troop ship went up the inlet passage, taking four days to reach 
Whittier. From Whittier, it was a short train ride north to Anchorage and 
then a truck ride out to Fort Richardson. 

Back in 1947, Alaska was still a territory. Fort Richardson was located a few 
miles outside of Anchorage. �e Fort’s responsibility was to support the 
Army air base. �e 51st was a small cog in this operation, mainly supplying 
and maintaining ordinance and emergency equipment. As a replacement, 
my name was �rst on the duty roster. In the �rst few weeks I pulled KP, 
guard duty, latrine duty, special work assignments and about any nasty job 
that came up. �e 51st spent a lot of time moving equipment around the 
Fort, supplying heavier ordinance to the air force. We were also responsible 
for maintaining peripheral small arms defenses around the air base. �at was 
the o�cial duty of the 51st. Uno�cially, the 51st supplied trout for the 
NCO’s Sunday night �sh fry. My role in this odd arrangement came about 
following an encounter with one of the higher ranking NCO’s in the 51st, a 
Master Sgt. Hillard. 

One Saturday morning while on latrine duty, I had polished the brass urinal 
caps and kept them in my pocket until the inspecting o�cer arrived. I 
slipped them into place as the shout of “Attention!” signaled the arrival of 
the inspector. A�er inspection, I walked out of the barracks on my way to 
chow. I passed the NCO’s private room with the door ajar. Sneaking a glance 
inside, I noticed a �y rod standing in the corner. It startled me to see such a 
non-military item in the NCO’s room. I blurted out, “Geez, that looks like a 
�y rod.” A sergeant with a sleeve full of hash marks came charging out of the 
room and yellled, “What do you know about a �y rod?!” 

�e rest was history. He asked me to go �shing with him that weekend. I 
didn’t have a pass but he said it was no problem. �e next thing I knew I was 
in my fatigues with an Army rucksack full of food and a sleeping bag 
standing down by the railroad tracks waiting for the a�ernoon train to take 
us north up into the Matanuska Valley. �e train stopped inside the Fort and 
we bought our tickets for “37 miles north.” �e train braked to a stop out in 
the middle of the woods, le� us o� and disappeared on its way north up to 
Fairbanks. Sgt. Hillard took o� along a path disappearing into the woods. I 
plunged in a�er him. We hiked for a couple of hours along a trail and over a 
few streams and popped out on the shores of the Big Lake. �ere sat a large 
trapper’s cabin with several howling chained sled dogs next to a huge pole 
barn type structure for drying �sh and dog food.

A trapper, Herman Gruenwald, and his Inuit squaw were alerted by the 
barking dogs that greeted us. I was introduced as “Tabbert,” just up from 
the States. �ey shared dinner with us. One thing I’ll never forget about 
that cabin was an immense set of caribou antlers over the bed that served 
as a hanging wardrobe. Clothes of every type hung from those antlers 
including shirts, pants, underwear, socks and more all suspended in place. 
It dominated the room. We le� the canned Army food with them 
including strawberry jam, butter, ham and bacon. In exchange, they fed us 
a dinner of caribou stew and dumplings. A�er dinner we had some long 
conversations. News from the outside was rare. Back then, in the wilder-
ness, there were no telephones, no TV and poor radio reception. Visitors 
were rare and appreciated. A�er dinner we packed our gear into a row 
boat. I rowed along the shore down to an inlet where a wooden lean-to 
stood alongside a small spring creek that �owed into the Big Lake. We 
camped there. We simply unrolled our sleeping bags and went to sleep. 
Mosquitoes were controlled by the “cover your head” technique. 

�e next morning I built a �re, went up to the spring to get water for 
co�ee, and picked a hat full of wild strawberries. Sgt. Hillard went down 
to the creek’s mouth and caught a couple of small trout. We cooked up 
some pancakes and ate those with the trout, strawberries and co�ee for 
breakfast. I had been with the 51st only a few weeks and here I was 
camped out in the middle of the Alaskan wilderness getting ready for a 
day of trout �shing. �is hardly seemed like the Army. 

Trout �shing in Big Lake was simple. You took one orange salmon egg on 
a #6 hook and threw it out along the shoreline and zing, a trout. Usually a 
14-18” Dolly Varden, the only trout named for a beautiful bar room 
entertainer. We gutted the trout, packed them with ferns and stu�ed them 
into an empty rucksacks. When we had the two rucksacks full, we rowed 
back to Grunewald’s cabin, dropped o� some trout, said our goodbyes and 
hiked out to the railroad tracks where we waited for the train to take us 
back to the Fort. �e technique for stopping the train was simple: stand 
on the tracks and wave your arms. It worked every time, although later in 
the fall when the days were shorter and it was dark by 4 p.m., you needed a 
small �re next to the track for a signal to stop the train. We got back to the 
Fort around 6:30 p.m., hiked over to the mess hall and there I learned a 
little secret. I was part of a supply system, supplying trout for a special �sh 
fry. In our company’s mess hall, every NCO of any importance in the 51st 
and surrounding companies was assembled for their Sunday evening beer 
and �sh fry. �ere were stripes and hash marks everywhere. I felt uncom-
fortable under the close scrutiny of all those NCOs as we unloaded the 
rucksacks on the mess sergeant’s table. Some of the NCOs were drinking 
beer and playing cards. Sgt. Hillard introduced me: “Private Tabbert with 
the 51st just transferred up from the States. He caught most of these �sh.” 
�ey invited me to stay but I declined, mumbled goodbyes and backed out 
of the room. Hillard came outside, thanked me, said it was a good trip and 
we would go trout �shing again. We did, all that summer on into the fall, 
supplying trout for Sunday night �sh fries for the NCOs. 

From that day on I never pulled KP, guard duty, barracks duty or latrine 
duty. In fact, my name disappeared o� the duty roster. From then on, it 
was passes every weekend. I never went into town, though. Always the 
train ride north. It got to be routine. Saturday noon a�er the barracks 
inspection, I went down to the supply sergeant’s o�ce to pick up rations 
for Herman Gruenwald. Sometimes I was excused from Saturday’s 
inspection so we could catch an early train north. I �shed my way through 
a tour of Army duty in Alaska. Was it fair? Probably not. Did anyone else 
want to do it? Probably not. I became a sort of commercial trout �sher-
man: trading my crude �shing skills and wilderness tolerance for time o� 
from extra Army duties. Friends in the 51st wondered how I could stand 
the mosquitoes and the long hikes, sleeping on the ground, �shing in bad 
weather and other hardships they imagined. How could I trade those 
hardships for the easy comfortable weekends in the barracks with good 
chow, warm beds, free gym, movies, ice cream and the short trip down to 

the local beer hall? Some of the men in the 51st, who had been raised in 
big cities, could not understand the attraction of the Alaskan wilderness, 
nor the thrill of catching trout on a �y rod. 

My �y �shing skills were crude. Hand anyone a �y rod, especially the so� 
action bamboo �y rods of that period, rigged with a level line a short leader 
and a #6 hook, wave it back and forth, the tip action of the rod would 
“cast,” or throw the hook 15-20 feet out over the water. Forget tight loops, 
double hauling or any of the other nuances of modern �y casting 
techniques. Just wave the rod back and forth and let her go. It worked. It 
was the technique I used. With the large number of hungry trout in Big 
Lake, this technique was successful. On some of those hikes into Big Lake 
into the fall, when the salmon were running, the small streams leading into 
the lake would be choked with spawning red salmon. �ey would be 
packed so tight in the shallow water you could kick them o� their redds 
(nests) onto the banks. Hilliard respected the spawning �sh and stopped 
me from kicking at them, telling me I should leave them alone, that 
they were on their own journey, just as important as ours. He was a 
conservationist. 

Alaska was a magni�cent place. To live there when it was still a territory, 
with few roads, few people and still unspoiled was an experience. Fishing 
those primitive waters today would cost you at least $600 day plus lodging. 
I was one lucky trout �sherman. As a bonus, any soldier serving in Alaska 
had the option to homestead 160 acres along the shore of Big Lake. My 
plan was to reenlist in the Army, remain in Alaska and homestead those 

acres. Herman Grunewald and Sgt. Hilliard encouraged me to leave the 
Army when my enlistment was up, go down to the States, use my GI bill, 
get an education and move on with my life. �e old trapper and the army 
sergeant talked me out of homesteading. 

I was discharged from the Army in Great Falls, Montana, returned to 
Ripon and went to UW-Madison. �ere I fell under the teaching spell of a 
geology professor, Dr. L.R. Laudon, who on a geological �eld trip put me 
on a limestone outcrop full of brachiopods and trilobites and asked the 
magic question: How old is it and where was it deposited? �at became 
my profession. Telling people how old rocks were and in what environ-
ments they had been deposited in. I earned a master’s degree in geology 
and my thesis was titled “Pennsylvanian 

Fusulinids from the Armore Basin of Southern Oklahoma.” Fusulinids 
are wheat-sized microfossils found in rocks of Pennsylvanian and Permian 
ages. �eir evolutionary changes allow one to place the host rock in 
an orderly superposition, thus allowing a “dating” of the rocks. 

A�er graduation and taking a pass on a Ph.D., as Phyllis was pregnant and 
we were broke, I went to work as a geologist in southern Louisiana for the 
Magnolia Petroleum Co. I studied microfossils from drilling well cuttings 
to determine their age and depositional environments. Southern Louisiana 
was a long way from Big Lake, Alaska! Several years later I returned to 
Alaska working on the arctic slope collecting rocks and fossils. 
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Meeting Location: Zoom

President Wayne Parmley called the meeting to order at 6:30 p.m. (Quorum present)  

Minutes of 1-11-2022 Board Meeting: The minutes were reviewed and approved. 

Treasurer’s Report: Joe Peikert gave the report and it was accepted. Tax exempt status form being filed. 
Bills for reimbursement, mail to: Joe Peikert, N2669 Butternut Rd, Hortonville, WI 54944

Business:

Master’s Fly Tying Class: Tom Meyer reported the series was a success. 2022 Master Tyer presentation fly boards 
completed, there a 3 extras to be used as prizes for future events.

River Keepers: Bob Jozwowski reported the Besadny Grant application is complete for addition of 2 more dissolved 
oxygen meters. Additional water monitoring sites being added including Lunch Creek. Bob Haase and John Gremmer 
volunteered to monitor Parson’s Creek. 

Funding for DNR/LTE: Discussion regarding funding for DNR occurred. No motion made. To be discussed later.

CWTU Board of Directors: 3 positions opening in March: Recommendations are welcome.

2022 CWTU Banquet: Laura Tucker reported CWTU Annual Banquet is planned for April 30, 2022, at Mount Morris 
Camp and Convention Center. Rockman’s Catering will provide appetizers and dinner. Outdoor activities per Bob Jozwowski. 
Donations being accepted. 

CWTU Future Meeting Location(s): Alternative location sought. Some ideas were Christiano’s in Wautoma, Town Square
 in Green Lake or a more central location in Oshkosh. Several board members will look into other possible options.

Wisconsin TU State Council Meeting - Feb. 5, 2022: Linn Beck, Mike Sandretto, Wayne Parmley, who attended, gave a 
brief report. TU National’s Priority Waters Program: It is not redirecting TU Chapter priorities, all Wisconsin TU Chapters 
continue to define and implement their own programs. All trout waters in Wisconsin are priority waters.

The intent of the the TU National Priority Waters Program is essentially in the event that National TU had resources to invest within Wisconsin, 
what would be some of the watersheds to initially consider for investment. Goal of the program: Identify a national network of shared priority 
waters for native and wild trout and salmon, and take strategic actions to fix them. Some of the criteria for selection are: watersheds that could 
benefit from additional resources, watersheds resilient to midcentury climate change, highly valued by local community as a unique resource, 
watersheds with significant risk from land use practices and watersheds that have active collaborative organizations invested in the protection and 
restoration of the resources. Watersheds excluded are those that have significant projects in progress that are well funded and/or supported 
thereby less benefit would be realized by a national investment.

The Central Sands Region (TUCARES area) was selected as 1 of the 4 regions that the state council has chosen to present to national as Priority 
Waters. The other 3 regions were the Driftless, Northeast and North Centeral areas of the state. So, for CWTU, this could be a big win that will 
potentialy bring more national support and resources. It was noted that the work so far set in motion by TUCARES was a big part of that decission 
as well. There certainly will be more news to come.

CWTU New Website: Wayne Parmley reported the creation of a new website should be completed and up within the next month. 

DNR report of DNR Activities: Shawn Sullivan reported on activities this past year, this winter and upcoming activities for 2022. Cost of 1 FTE 
position is $29,000 DNR LTE. Record amount of work has been done on HWY 21 upstream DNR is training and working with local contractors 
concerning brushing work. A lot of brushing has been accomplished this winter already. The Ice Age Trail is being moved to along the Mecan River. 
Kyle Kossel is now a full-time LTE. Kyle has been on staff for 7 years and has acquired a wealth of knowledge. CWTU work days will be on the 
West Branch of the White River most of the summer. The Saturday work day coinciding with State Youth Trout Camp will be at Bird Creek. 

Educational Programs for Upcoming Meeting Planning: Wayne Parmley is organizing meeting topics, speakers. No presentation for March, 
the board meeting will be on Zoom. April is the banquet. May, June, July and August are still open; hopfully we will have some picnics and outside 
activities planned for those months.

Next meeting March 8, 2022 on Zoom.

Meeting adjourned at 8:15 PM.
- Recorded by Laura Tucker, CWTU Secretary

2021/2022

CWTU Board of Directors Minutes 2-8-2022

Board of Directors
President: Wayne Parmley, 920-540-2315
Vice President: Tom Meyer, 715-281-5767
Treasurer: Joe Peikert, 920-779-5270 
Secretary: Laura Tucker, 920-622-5401
Past President: Stan Cichowski, 708-362-9001

CWTU

To get conservation events listed or to submit articles please contact: 
Wayne Parmley at wparmley@gmail,com or call 920-540-2315

Bob Jozwowski, 920-765-1887
Dan Harmon III, 920-235-1761
David Pable, 920-233-2939 
Michael Salas, 262-818-3330
Mike San Dretto,  920-722-8478

Jeff Treu, 920-410-1250
Dennis Drazkowski, 262-409-0558 
John Tucker, 920-475-2271
Bob Haase, 920-922-8003
Scott Bahn, 920-886-9651

Chad Tucker, 920-540-4665
Linn Beck, 920-216-7408 


