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A Message From The President

Hello all,

Happy New Year. I hope everyone had a great holiday. We are looking forward to an exciting
boating season. This year, in conjunction with our 30th anniversary show, we are planning
several days of river cruises after the show to lead up to the Lake Hopatcong show which is the
weekend following our show. We will be coordinating with our neighboring Philadelphia and Lake
Hopatcong chapter to encourage people to use their boats and show them the many splendors
of the Chesapeake Bay.

Look for upcoming emails with more details. We hope you all will join us this year and hope to
make our show a destination for folks across the country.

Looking forward to spring.

Thanks,
George

Club members enjoying a lovely day on the Chester River.



A Message From The Editor

Greetings Happy Boaters:

As this goes to print, I want to remind myself to ignore the frozen icicles, and remember that
Spring is only a few weeks away…plus a few weeks.  The Club is planning on quite a few
fun events…so watch your e-mails, and come join us for some fun!

Our 30th Annual Boat Festival in St. Michael’s is set for Father’s Day Weekend this June.
There are great plans underway, and we hope to make this the best show ever.  There is
plenty of room for more volunteers, so if you have a lot of time, or even a little, please join
us to help make this Festival a smashing success.  The next two boat show planning
meetings are set for January 22 and February 12, 2017. Come join the fun!  We again are
planning on a Monday Cruise and Picnic. So, skip the Sunday Bay Bridge traffic, and stay
on.  Last year’s picnic was incredible, and this year, it promises to be as well.  Also, we are
working on having an activity after our show, midweek.  The idea is to create a fun and
exciting “bridge” event between our show and the Lake Hopatcong Show.  We are looking
to plan a couple of easy travel, beautiful water day trips on Tuesday and Wednesday.
Watch your emails for details, and if you would like to offer ideas, please contact me.

The annual Christmas in St Michael’s Parade was Saturday December 10. We had several
boats, bedazzled with Christmas finery.  The Benedictine kids rode in Sunburn and Stars
and Stripes, and they had a ball singing carols and throwing candy to the crowd.  The
Benedictine School offers educational opportunities for children with intellectual disabilities,
multiple disabilities, and autism. We loaded a canoe with presents for the Benedictine Kids,
and Danny Buckingham pulled the canoe with Ebby’s MG.  Ray Maule also brought his
boat, and added to the festivities.  Check out the photo spread.  I had a hard time getting
into the Christmas spirit this year, until the parade.  These kids smiles, and their gratitude
for the simplest of things brought simple and pure joy to my heart.

Have you been anxiously awaiting the fourth installment of Return To The Classics?  Due
to unforeseen construction delays, the 4th installment is delayed a bit.  Stay tuned. In the
meantime, check out the insightful article written by Will Biddle.  Check out the funny piece
submitted by Della Glenn too! It is a hoot.

Lastly, I am planning a series of articles on memories and musings.  If you have an old
photo or two of an activity, your boat, you with another cool boat, please email me, and I
will draft, or help you tell the story.  I know we all have these photos.  Take a winter evening,
get out those old photos and send them to me.  You can mail them to me, I will copy them
and return them to you, with great care.

See you on the water!
Stephanie



Christmas in St. Michael’s Parade

Alice Ryan’s Stars and Stripes in all her
finery.

That is a boatload of toys!



Benedictine kids throwing candy
to the crowd!

                               Caroling Caroling!

Della Glenn and her grandchildren
adding jingles an joy to the fray.



Judy Cornett, a Benedictine Professional   Victor duPont supervising logistics.
and Alice Ryan putting on the final touches.

The Ryan “Sisters”      What a joyous smile, Ray Maule!



Danny Buckingham pulling a crowd
pleasing float… toys, toys, toys!

Ray Glenn.  All smiles.

Even the llamas paraded.



We had a number of club members
show up to be spectators and cheer on
the floats.  Here are John and Nancy
Into.

Alice Ryan and Ebby duPont
waive and cheer.

A canine spectator.  He was eyeing the
candy canes we threw.  Next year we
should bring dog treats to throw as well.



OLD BOATERS AND ENGINES

I want to talk to you older boaters who have old engines.

Have you noticed that you and your engine are beginning to have many similarities?
It sputters and coughs, as do you upon waking.  You’re both getting harder to turn
over.  Your engine needs larger amounts of starting fluid, while you’re needing larger
cups of coffee.   As the years progress, both of your emissions are becoming more
toxic.  You are both becoming more cantankerous, need more maintenance, and at
some point, will probably need some major replacement parts.  You’re both starting
to make odd noises, each of you are beginning to frequently backfire.  The only
difference between old boaters and old engines is output.  The engine is decreasing
while yours in increasing.

You and your outboard are no longer running at full throttle; it’s now more of a
leisurely troll.  At your age, you should no longer attempt to let her rip.  Your engine
won’t and your pants will.

Still, as long your pump is good and you have a steady stream, you both should be
good for a few more years.

Reprinted, with permission and thanks to Bay Weekly, The Chesapeake's Free
Independent Newspaper.   www.bayweekly.com

Thank you Ray and Della Glenn for sending in this amusing piece:



Cheap Boating
You Don’t Need to be Rich to Enjoy a Wooden Boat

by: Will Biddle

 Sometimes a person wants desperately to do or have something but simply cannot
afford to choke up the funds. Maybe that person is a high school student, a school teacher,
or the parent of a son attending a private college. I was all three,  at one time or another ,
but not having any extra money always seemed to be the case when I was afflicted by the
wooden boat disease.

 Anne and I own a 12-foot Whirlwind. It is not a remarkable boat. I’ve taken it to shows.
I know that virtually no one looks at it,  except by accident. But not many people have spent
as little money on their wooden boat as we have on our Whirlwind.

 In 1986, shortly after I gave up teaching, and we bought a house in Davidsonville,
that cost three times as much as the one we sold in Roanoke, I was perusing the Penny-
Saver when I came across an unusual advertisement. It read something like this:

 Free Boat. 1958 Whirlwind,
 molded plywood. Restoration
 started. Includes trailer, steering,
 and epoxy. xxx-xxxx.

This ad spoke to me as few ads have ever spoken to me. I called. Then Anne, our two sons,
and I  crowded into the cab of my rusted, twelve-year-old Dodge pick-up and drove to Cape
St. Clare to check it out.

 It was rough, real rough. The owner had stripped off the old paint, discarded the deck
and seats, built framing for a new deck and then sat it upside down in his yard for the winter.
The trailer was worse. Neither wheel could be turned. The bearings had rusted the wheels
to the axle. If I took the boat and trailer, the owner would throw in a gallon of Gluvit and a
brand-new rack and pinion steering mechanism.

Beggars can’t be choosy. It even came with a title. I put everything in the back of my
pick-up and hauled it home.  I didn’t have much time. I had recently started a new job, and
I traveled ... a lot, working about fifty hours a week. My mother was dying. I was coaching
one of the kids’ soccer teams and playing myself with an over-thirty team whenever I could.
And the new house we’d bought was already falling apart. The siding was falling off. The
front door didn’t open. The water smelled like sulfur. The basement was infested with fleas.

 Nevertheless, when that wooden boat bug bites, there is only one recourse: Get a
boat. Coincidentally, I was restoring a 1949 Ford station wagon at that time as well, so I had
some big scraps of quarter-inch marine Philippine mahogany plywood left over from doing
the Ford’s panels. I discovered, much to my parsimonious heart’s delight, that these scraps
were just enough to repair the bad spots in the Whirlwind.

 Bear in mind that in 1986: George Hazzard was just getting his first pimple; ACBS
had few chapters, and Howard Johnson had not yet written his fabulous account of
Whirlwind. Even if I had had the good fortune to be a member of the Chesapeake Chapter
of ACBS, I doubt anyone was familiar back then with the proper restoration methods



one should use to repair the hulls of molded plywood boats. In any case, I was working on my own. And
if I had had the good fortune to know then what I know now, I probably would have fixed it the same way
I did then. After all, the repairs have worked for thirty years.

After cutting out the bad (delaminated or rotten) sections of the hull, I cut out quarter-inch-thick pieces
of the Philippine mahogany plywood  to precisely fit the holes. I then cut out a larger section of Philippine
mahogany plywood to put behind the patch so that the backing piece would overlap the seam by about
three inches.

To my knowledge MMM’s 5200  was not yet invented, so I used something called GOOP which had
similar claims to those 5200 makes today. It claimed it would stick to any surface, it was waterproof,
and once cured it bonded for life. I didn’t believe these claims, but it was the best I could find. I had not
yet heard of ACBS, not to mention joined it.

Finally I bought bronze bolts, washers and nuts. I spread the GOOP over bare wood where it joined
other wood and bolted the pieces together. Someone I met suggested using kevlar on the bottom
because it was stronger than fiberglass. I bought $100 worth of kevlar, enough for the Whirlwind and
an old canoe B.N. Morris canoe I had been given a few years before. I cold-molded the bottom using
the kevlar, the gallon of free Gluvit and another quart of Gluvit left over from building my 16-foot
runabout twenty years before. Surprisingly, the Gluvit had kept perfectly in its unopened can.

Finally, I reattached the splash rails over the leading edge of the epoxied kevlar and the external rub
rails on the gunnels and painted the bottom green and the sides white, using Rust-Oleum enamel. By
then my wooden boat disease had become rampant. We bought a 17-foot Whirlwind for $1000. It
needed work, but it came with an ancient 40 hp Mercury, so I hung the unfinished 12-foot Whirlwind
upside down in my barn and devoted my time to the 17-foot model.

In 1986, note the gaping hole in the side of the boat.



As so often happens with obsessions, just when it seems the worst, it goes into remission. In 1992 or
‘93, I sold the 17-footer (a huge mistake), and devoted my spare time and disposable change to finishing
the ‘49 Ford. The 12-footer collected dust for twelve years. By then our younger son was at Washington
and Lee University, the older one was on his own, and my 88-year-old father-in-law had moved in with
us after one year of empty nesting.

In 1998, Dad and I with the boat on the sheep trailer.

Dad, as I called my father-in-law, liked to fish, so I lowered the 12-footer and sucked off the thick layer
of dust with the shop vac. A careful washing revealed no change in the repairs to the hull, so I bought
some 6 mm okoume plywood, decked over the shoddy work the donor had done, had Dad’s 1951
Evinrude 7.5 horsepower outboard repaired, and launched it using what had been the trailer we used
to haul sheep around in with the sides removed. That first time out did not go well. Anne had gone to
the DNR, and someone had told her she didn’t need to register a boat using 7.5 horsepower or less.
The DNR officer who stopped us on our first outing, however, explained that we had to register it. It just
didn’t cost anything. He gave us a ticket for not having a whistle, a considerable savings compared to a
ticket for operating an unregistered boat. We had about $400 invested.

I converted the sheep trailer to a boat trailer shortly after that. We hauled the boat to the Adirondacks
and buzzed all over the lake. It never leaked, but the old 7.5 Evinrude couldn’t get it on a plane. One
time we launched it at Sandy Point and rode down to Whitehall to look at the historic house Governor
Horatio Sharpe built in 1764-69. There had been a storm the previous day, and there was a good swell
on the bay. The 7.5 would chug up the slope of the swell and then zoom down the other side. It was a
good hour ride from Sandy Point to Whitehall. The engine worked fine, but, like Tim the Toolman Taylor,
I wanted more power.



By then, 2001,  eBay existed. I purchased an 18 hp Johnson made in 1960 for $455 and sold the
7.5 Evinrude for $235.  When we tried it out for the first time, I was a bit disappointed that the boat
didn’t go faster with the 18. I remembered the 18s having more power. Nevertheless, I purchased
a set of controls for the Johnson, again from eBay, for $110. The controls came with a 40 hp motor
and a trolling attachment. I sold them for $65 on eBay and installed the controls and the steering
mechanism and took it for another trail run. When I pushed the accelerator lever all the way forward,
my son, who had gone with me on the previous trial run, almost fell over backwards. Evidently the
18's throttle arm was faulty and no one had ever been able to open up the throttle before. The little
boat had some power. We now had about $650 invested.

 A  few years ago, we managed to get it up on a plane with four adults in it. The old boat’s
paint is now thirty years old, but it still runs well. It doesn’t leak. A few years ago, I bought an actual
boat trailer for it for $300 and a new propeller for $100. I may have spent another fifty bucks for a
carburetor kit, water pump, and varnish. The engine is noisy and gushes blue smoke when idling –
just like they all did when new. It will never win a prize, and experts look with disapproval at its
repairs and improper deck configuration, but nobody can beat it for cheap boating. Eighteen years
of occasional boating for $1,100 isn’t bad for a cheap guy like me.

 In 2014, at the Smith Mountain Lake Show with grandchildren in boat







Our Display at the Annapolis Power Boat Show in October

Once again, our club had a display at the Annapolis Power Boat Show.  Several club members
volunteered their time to come and promote our Boat Festival in St. Michael's.  I think I handed out,
and talked to, over 100 people in a single afternoon.  Others did the same.  Joining me were:
Hank Reiser, Chuck and Linda Warner, Ralph Cattaneo, Ray Glenn, and George Hazzard.





2017 ACBS Chesapeake Bay Chapter Slate of Officers
and Board of Directors and Committee Chairs

President      George Hazzard
Exec. Vice President   Ebby duPont
Vice President membership  Nancy Smith
Vice President Activities   Chuck Warner
Treasurer      Ray Glenn
Secretary      Bob Hamilton
Director      Hank Reiser
Director      John Into
Director      Will Biddle
Director      Andrew Kreitzer
Director      Paul Warner
Director      Ralph Cattaneo
Director      Alice Ryan
Director at Large    Stephanie Ryan
Director at Large    Nancy Price
Director at Large    Frank Hopkinson
Festival Chairman    Bob Hamilton

Webmaster:     TBD
Stuffing Box Editor    Stephanie Ryan



Advertisement and Sponsorship Opportunities and Rates:

The Stuffing Box is pleased to announce that we will begin offering adver-
tisement and sponsorship opportunities.  Each opportunity will be printed
in 4 issues (one year)

Rates are as follows:

Business card  $100

¼ page Ad   $250

½ page ad   $350

Please email your editor Stephanie Ryan to discuss placement and
sponsorship opportunities
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