
Winter lay up is almost 

over - soon the trade 

winds will be blowing - 

we will be having our 

first volunteer flapjack 

breakfast the end of 

April and we'll be open 

again for the season May 

1st. 

 

This year with the con-

tinued guidance of the 

single-minded (Boyer 

minded) Skipper-

Director Paul should be 

even more successful 

than the last because we 

are starting earlier.  . 

 

Volunteers are the heart 

and soul of the Boyer 

and each and every one 

is valued for his or her 

contribution to the total 

experience but I would 

be very remiss if I ne-

glected to render special 

recognition to three spe-

cial volunteers who 

genuinely deserve it. 

 

"Turning to" through a 

very cold and long win-

ter, working faithfully 

with no heat, having only 

water that was carried on 

for coffee, Sam Snyder, 

Stan Kerbel and Luke 

Archer kept the ship 

alive.  At least once a 

week after a good break-

fast of hot fresh home-

made bread and jelly, 

Sam, Stan and I turned to 

on the many jobs that 

had to be done.  Luke 

came up from the 

Findlay area one day a 

week after teaching 

school and put in several 

hours before going home 

to his wife, Bethany, 

who is no doubt quietly 

entertaining serious 

doubts about the sanity 

of the man she mar-

ried.  We understand, 

Luke. 

 

Much was accomplished 

- engine room painting, 

inventory of all ships 

tools, Stan's miracle of 

the paint locker, ñwho 

says you can't turn a 

sow's ear into a silk 

purseò and preparation 

of the new tool 

room.  All the deck 

planking in the volun-

teer's room and the new 

tool room has been taken 

up - two layers of carpet-
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ing, one layer of tile, a 

layer of tongue and 

groove planking, a layer 

of inch and a half cork 

and two by two stringers 

were removed.  Much of 

this was rotten from 

pools of rain water soak-

ing into it for 

years.  Drain holes were 

drilled through the one 

inch steel deck channel-

ing water into the boiler 

room bilge.  The intent is 

to wire brush the steel 

decks in these cabins, 

seal and paint then lay 

stringers to support new 

deck planking. 

 

In addition to all the 

grunge work Sam is do-

ing, he also takes time to 

exercise his journalistic 

talents by putting out this 

great monthly volunteer 

newsletter.  Oh by the 

way, if you detect any 

errors in it, please be 

kind to Sam.  After all 

he's only a PHD.  Thank 

you Sam. 

 

I am sad to inform you 

that recently Paul's step-

father passed away, Luke 

who teaches art created a 

beautiful sympathy card 

with a picture of the 

Boyer and five military 

jets flying the missing 

man formation.  Included 

also was a very moving 

poem and the names of 

all of the volun-

teers.   Thank you so 

much Luke. 

 

Mark it on your calendar 

folks - Saturday, April 

26th, 9:00 A.M. flapjack 

breakfast followed by a 

good day of work.  See 

you then. 

 

Al Slater 

 

  



K -9 T RAINING  

The Willis B. Boyer not only serves 
humanity but dogdom as well.  Re-
cently we were proud and privileged 
to have two K-9 teams use our ship as 
a training facility.  Team 1 did a drug 
search and Team 2 did a person 
search: find the bad guy! Unfortu-
nately the person dog, Rocky, got so 
excited going down the ladder to the 
engine room operating deck he lost 
his self control and went after the first 
person he saw, who happened to be 
Paul.  Our intrepid leader promptly 
ran into the electrical area and 
slammed the door shut.  The dog 
stood there barking and wouldn't let 
him out.  I've always heard that dogs 
were a good detector of character. 

 

The animals were amazing to watch 
when they were tracking.  The drug 
dog, Bea, with handler started her 
search at the sink in the galley, lower 
cupboards were opened for her, then 

she leaped on to the sink, over the 
dishwasher, at the port holes, sniffing 
every inch of the galley with incredi-
ble speed and focus totally oblivious 
of the men around her.  Then a gust 
of east wind came from the steward's 
room open door.  She sniffed that 
wind and shot in to the room where 
she went wild finding her target, a 
small plastic container with holes in it 
and simulated drugs with a real order 
inside it.  She was rewarded with her 
favorite chew toy and luxuriated on a 
forbidden bed - see photo.  What 
more could a dog want? 

 

The person dog, Rocky, ultimately 
redeemed himself from chasing Paul 
by finding his real "person" hiding in 
the linen closet in the crew's mess. 

 

This kind of work is very intense, 
very demanding and mentally and 

physically draining on a dog.  They 
can only work about 15 or 20 min-
utes.  Then they require water and 
about a 40 minute rest before con-
tinuing on.  Both dogs came from 
Northern Europe and responded to 
commands in German.  This area has 
bred a pure strain of superior po-
lice/military dogs for centuries and 
is the major supplier of the U.S. law 
enforcement K-9 dogs. 

 

A great time was had by all and the 
teams expressed their thanks to us 
and a genuine desire to do it again. 

 

I never told anyone this but while 
working with the Humane Society 
dogs and my own I learned to speak 
a little "dog" and Rocky the person 
dog quietly told me before he left 
that the next time he comes Paul 
won't get away that easily. 


