


FUNDING PROJECTS

ack in the ‘80’s, the Chapter’s stream projects consisted of brush and timber removal, along with the removal -~

the occasional log jamb. We typically worked about six Saturdays a year during the winter and finished off witi,

a chilli feed and a brush-pile burn in March. K-TU owned a chainsaw, a few large loppers, some hard hats and

a couple of sleds to haul the tools to the site. We had a modest endowment in those days but seldom needed it
because most of what we did relied on labor.

Sometime in the early 90’s we needed some cash for a project that would have emptied our account, so Andy Lamber-
son solicited donations and wrote at least one grant. His application was successful and was the start of a second stage
of chapter projects, one in which we helped fund projects without necessarily supplying labor for them. In order to help
fund those projects we had to generate more even grants and that meant making many more grant applications. At vari-
ous times both Greg Dietl and Gary Horvath have spent considerable time successfully writing grant applications.

The projects we're involved in now are much more intensive; they require materials for building in-stream structures and
the labor and equipment to build and place those structures. This is not cheap work and the amount of cash needed to
bring these project to fruition is substantial. Over the last couple of years, Greg Meyer has written twenty-three grant ap-
plications and has secured fifteen grants, a 65% success rate. The application process is arduous and averages thirty hours
per application. Which means that Greg has donated his expertise and about 690 hours of his time to these efforts. That’s
staggering. That’s laudable. That effort deserves a gigantic “Thank You” from K-TU.
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BUTCH

A

oday I lost a best friend, my black lab Butch. We said that when he stopped “being Butch” it was time. He !

had stopped eating. He hadn't kissed me in two days, and kissing is one of his great joys in life. The cancer in

his chest would not stop. It had to be an unseen, internal force that stopped Butch; he was so tough we often

referred to him as a tank. External forces such as attack dogs, bears, bees, otters, and rusty barbed wire fences
had ljttle effect on him. As for me, I had my own internal forces working against me. One can make light of the ancient
Greeks for believing the heart is where love originated and was contained. And yet, when the “greatest dog in the world”
will no longer eat, has trouble breathing due to the cancer ravaging his body, and you know it is time to say goodbye, the
ache you feel in your chest sure seems like your heart is breaking.

This story starts fifteen and a half years ago. My soon-to-be wife, Kathy, and I noticed an ad in the Star Tribune
that stated “Labs for Sale” in Hampton, MN. My mom would not allow dogs in the house, so my childhood pets were
rabbits, cottontails actually, that stayed outside. Not to offend any hardcore rabbit people, but raising rabbits is not as
much fun as having dogs. I was excited to get a dog(s) sometime after the honeymoon in a month, so we thought we
would take a drive and “just take a look.” Of course that didn’t quite work. This farm in Hampton had two litters born a
day apart. There were eighteen puppies tumbling about the farmyard. The minute we got out of the car, a yellow female
pup ran up to Kathy and started to chew on her shoes. Of course this is the lab my wife had to have, since she “was so
darn cute.” Thus we wound up with Sundance. Deciding this dog should have a playmate, we inquired if this dog had any
brothers that were not spoken for. There was one and he wanted nothing to do with us, as numerous attempts to engage
him were met with a sleepy yawn as he would retreat back to his pen to resume his nap. Undaunted, we added this black
lab, Butch to the family. Now I had been reading up on how to select a good pup and the suggestions included things
like flipping the dog on their back and seeing if they were submissive. Nowhere did I read to choose the dog that chews
on your shoes or choose the dog that will have nothing to do with you. This is.most likely because once you get the dog
home they will continue to chew on shoes and even a couch cushion.

At this point I could go on and on about Butch and Sundance’s exploits, who at times could rival their namesake
gunslingers for mischief and mayhem. But, I won’t, and right now, the editor of RipRap, Scott Hanson, who graciously
publishes my ramblings, is breathing a sigh of relief, but is still wondering if this has anything to do with trout fishing.

Well, not much really. With Butch’s love of water, I never did take him trout fishing. To have him sit on the bank
while I fished would be like asking an alcoholic to tend bar while staying sober; it just seemed like cruel and unusual pun-
ishment. Case in point, one scorching, hot summer day Butch bolted from the house when one of the kids opened the
door, ran through the neighbor’s garage and flung himself into their pool. Evidently, the neighbors laughing, shouting,
and splashing had made him crazy from the heat. He did love fishing however. He would patrol the shallows of our lake
for hours, submerging his eyes to better locate his prey. Then he would pounce on sunfish. Never did I see him have any
success and yet summer after summer he would keep at it. This quality of fruitless persistence made him the perfect part-
ner for our grouse hunts. Autumn after autumn, I would miss almost every bird the dogs flushed, and they would shoot
me a glance that said, “Geez, you missed again.” But they always put their noses to the ground to hunt up the next bird.
For the first couple of years I went steelhead fishing, with hour after hour, and day after day of fruitless casting, I would
often console myself with the image of Butch trying to catch sunfish, and our similar success rates.

Then, rather than fishing tales, I would like to tell you some of the things that Butch (and Sunny) have taught me.

I had a long string of footloose and fancy-free days in college and graduate school, answering to no one but myself. Two
weeks after picking up Butch and Sunny, I got married. I now had a partner. There had to be give and take, compromis
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young kids, playing on an empty beach in Ashland, W1, I noticed what I thought must have been someone’s Newfound-
land emerge from the bushes on the steep rip-rapped shoreline. It started running straight for the kids. From the park
bench where Kathy and I were sitting, we would not be able to intercept it in time. By the time I realized it was a black
bear, Butch and Sunny had already ripped the leashes out of our hands and ran full speed, barking at the bear. They got in
between the kids and the bear, which turned tail and hid amongst the bushes again. I assume the bear came into the pa™*”
at night to do some dumpster diving, was caught by the sunrise, and took to hiding. Why it came out at midday and was
coming at the kids I have no idea, but I am so glad I never had to find out.

As years went by, Butch also showed me how to grow old graciously. He never asked for plastic surgery and his
grey beard and whiskers highlighted his distinction and wisdom. He and Sunny used to cover all of Lakeland or Afton
State Park with their daily walks, but fifteen year old joints do not allow for that. However, Butch knew that it does no
good to stay indoors regaling oneself with remembrances of long days afield. Butch knew it was good to still get out a
couple times a day and if one can cover only a neighborhood cul-du-sac, so be it. There is still “game” to track and mail-
box posts to sniff. Never dwell on what you can no longer do, but what you still can. It took them forever to cover a
block (and still does for Sunny), but cover they did, meticulously, and still got the same enjoyment as if they romped ten
times the territory. Last year noticing this behavior, I went back to some stretches of the Kinni that I have fished countless
times, but this time I really slowed down and looked at it with fresh eyes. I was amazed at the number of fish I had been
missing. I didnt cover neatly the water, but wound up catching many more fish, fish I had previously splashed on by.

Butch lived for today. Yesterday is in the past and tomorrow might not happen. So many people say they are go-
ing to “start living” on the weekend, on summer vacation, or upon retirement. Tomorrow is not guaranteed. The person
falling asleep in the opposite lane during your morning commute is not making any promises. One never knows when
one’s number is up. Butch knew what was important in life. It was friends and family, and he asked only to be in their
presence. He would follow me to whatever room I was in. When we all left the house, he would know when the bus or
the cars were scheduled to return and would watch in the backyard or by the glass doors leading to the deck. At the end,
when it was painful for Butch to get up and move, I would try to do everything in the living room, where his favorite d
bed was located.

Speaking of family, my Dad and Butch had a comical relationship. My father did not care for Butch’s kisses,
which seemed to make Butch even more determined to give him one. They often shared our couch when my Dad was
over and if he was concentrating on, say, the Packer game on TV, Butch would slowly inch his way over and plant a big
sloppy kiss on my Dad’s cheek, which, despite his supposed dislike, made my Dad roll with laughter. I lost my father this
past October after a long battle with dementia and Parkinson’s, and he too was forced to live in the present. The past was
forgotten, so much so that if I left for a minute and returned to Dad, he greeted me as if that was the first time he saw me
that day. In his state of mind, he had no regrets from the past and he said he was always happy for another day, because
tomorrow was not a given. In the nursing home, all the possessions he obtained were useless to him: the house, cars,
money, etc. For my Dad, too, surrounding himself with loved ones was all that mattered.

Butch and Sunny had been using only one of the adjacent cul-de-sacs to our house for their walks the past few
months, not wanting to go any further. However, despite dogs supposedly only living in the present, the day after we put
Butch down, Sunny insisted on pulling us through 15 inches of fresh snow to the vet office (which she hates), but where
she had last seen Butch the day before. She sniffed the front door for quite a while and looked up at me. I told her Butch
was no longer here. I told her Butch was planting kisses on “Grandpa.” This seemed to make sense to her; as she turned
away and we trudged the half mile back home, back to our loved ones.










