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COMMODORE’S COMMENTS    
 
As I’m writing this on the Sunday just before the 
Packers-Bears game, I’m starting to feel excited. It’s 
been a great year for the Pack, as well as the 
Milwaukee Boat Club. 
 
Bonnie is finishing the wrapping of our Christmas gifts, 
and we’re starting to pack for our trip to Florida. We’ll 
be leaving on Christmas Day and returning on Jan. 7th. 
Our house-sitter will be taking care of the kitties and 
the house, so we know all is in good hands. 
 
Just a quick reminder that MBC’s annual planning 
meeting will be held at the clubhouse on January 24th 

at 6:30 P.M. This is an important meeting, so please try 
to attend. Bring your ideas and other schedules for the 
up-coming year. 
 
Bonnie and I want to thank all of you for your help in 
2007 to wish you and your families a Merry Christmas 
and a Happy, Healthy, and Prosperous New Year! 
 
Go, Pack!! 
 

Pete Merryfield 

 

Thursday, January 24, 2008 
MBC Planning Meeting for 2008 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Harborside Yacht Center Clubhouse 
6:30 P.M. 

 
Come with ideas & calendars 

(and your appetites – we’ll have pizza!) 
 

Ideas for events and volunteers to captain events are 
needed for 2008. Start thinking about possibilities and 
bring contact information with you. Captains should be 
willing to organize the events or cruises by making 
plans, including reservations if necessary, and getting 
publicity to our Runabouter editor in a timely manner. 
 
For those unfamiliar with the planning process, Vice-
Commodore Grey Halstead will distribute a tentative 
schedule based roughly on last year’s activities.  
 
Anyone may suggest an event or changes to an event 
held previously. Captains then volunteer to run the 
events. 
 
Be sure to bring the dates of events held by other 
boating groups, including boat shows, etc. 
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 BIRTHDAYS 
Wish the following members a happy birthday! 

 
JANUARY FEBRUARY 
3   Mary Berg 1  Walt Bykowski 
11 Denise Mosey 1  Judy Dorner 
12 Jan-Marie Weiler 1  Lou Wier 
13 Bonnie Merryfield 9  Jim Goodnetter  
13 Dale Peck 18 Erv Bluemner 
16 Todd Weiler 19 Jim Eastberg 
18 Polly Eastberg 26 Pat Goodstein 
18 Daryl Grubbs 26 Margaret Robinson 
18 Dick Tillman 
21 Tricia Peck 
27 Dan Danowski 
30 Shirley Harvey  

 
Milwaukee Boat Club, Inc.  
P.O. Box 1463 
Milwaukee, WI 53201-1463 
http://www.milwaukeeboatclub.com 
 
OFFICERS 
Commodore ................................... Pete Merryfield 
Vice-Commodore & Cruise Director Grey Halstead 
Senior Pilot......................................Wayne Happel 
Purser................................................. Dave Dorner 
Yeoman.......................................Bonnie Merryfield 
Director of Membership ...............Bonnie Merryfield 
Director of Programs ........................... Jim Heyden 
Director of House & Equipment..............................  
Directors of Refreshments 
.................................... Daryl and Christine Grubbs 
 
COMMITTEE CHAIRS 
LMYA Representative .....................Wayne Happel 
Boat US Agent .......................................Mary Berg 
The Runabouter Editor .......................Liz Beaudoin 
Advertising ..................................... Pete Merryfield 
Scuttlebutt .............. Mary Berg, Gloria Larsen, and 
....................................................Bonnie Merryfield 
Webmaster........................................ Daryl Grubbs 
Dry Dock & Welfare.....................Charlene Zierden 
Club Sales.................................. Nancy Grabowski 
Audit and Bylaws........................ Nancy Grabowski 
Cruise Directory Advertising........... Pete Merryfield 
Historians ... Cindy Halstead and Bonnie Merryfield 
Keeper of the Log...................................................  
Photographers..... Cindy Halstead, Kim Heser, and 
....................................................Bonnie Merryfield 
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THE FICKLE FINGER OF FATE AWARD smiled at his trusty crew, advised them to continue with their 
duties, and returned to the helm to again take command of 
his vessel. The journey north resumed.  

 
Gene Schnagl, 2006 holder of the Fickle Finger of Fate 
Award, presented the award to 2007 winner Russ Berg 
with the following tribute. 

 
After a short distance, the watchful crewmember said, “Oh, 
steely Captain, sir,” to which the captain replied, “What is it, 
oh watchful crewmember? I am busy commanding my 
vessel – can’t you see?” The crewmember stated that the 
recovered dinghy was again astern of the vessel and that the 
swim platform was now also astern of the vessel. 

 
 
 
 
  
 The steely captain assured the crewmember that he would 

turn the vessel around and recover the dinghy again, and 
that the swim platform was still attached to the dinghy. 
Again, the two new crewmembers were in awe of the captain 
as he successfully undertook the recovery operation at sea. 
After all of the pieces were secured again to the vessel, the 
steely captain made a command decision. He left the dinghy 
in Port Washington, as he could not afford to lose any more 
parts to the dinghy. A landlubber recovered the dinghy at 
Port Washington Marina, as the fearless captain and his 
fearful crew continued their journey into the unknown. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It has been said that there are more wrecks at the bottom of 
the Great Lakes than in any other body of water in the world. 
In fact, some are still afloat. 
  
I have the honor not only of presenting this year’s award, but 
also of having watched this year’s recipient earn it. Most of 
you came here this evening knowing full well who was going 
to get the Finger this year. I know I don’t have to tell the 
whole story, but it’s just too good not to repeat. 

You might think this the end of the story, but alas, the 
captain fought the sea and continued north, assuring his 
crew that he had things well in hand. Finally, they entered 
the Sheboygan Harbor to the glee of the faithful crew. As 
they neared the protected haven of the dock where their 
friends waited with comforting beverages, the steely captain 
said, “See my faithful crew. You have feared for naught. We 
have arrived.” 

 
During the summer of 2007, a large group had the pleasure 
of going to Sheboygan for the Lake Michigan yachting 
association rendezvous. Most of us left Milwaukee on our 
boats and retired our boats in Sheboygan. I guess one of our 
captains didn’t have a working GPS and didn’t have any 
string or popcorn to leave a trail for his return trip, so he 
came upon a brilliant idea. He decided to leave a trail of boat 
parts. 

 
As the steely captain said this, the vessel stopped in the 
water. The crew asked why, and the captain smiled, and in 
his usual calm, controlled manner stated, “How the hell 
should I know.” 
 

 The vessel was pulled into the comfort of the slip by the 
hands of the faithful friends and later lifted from the bosom of 
the seas for observation. It was then that the steely captain 
noticed that the prop had fallen off. He assured his crew not 
to worry, for he had three sets of props – none of which 
matched. But steely captains are not bothered by such trivia. 
Thus ended the fateful journey of the trustworthy vessel, 
Litterbug, and its faithful crew. 

Now, most captains know that if you drop a part overboard, it 
will not be in the same spot when you later return. I think this 
captain also knew this, so to solve the problem, he decided 
to scatter a lot of parts. That way he would be sure to see at 
least one on the way back. Thus started the tale of the ill-
fated Litterbug II – or maybe it’s III or IV or V? 
 
Anyway, the Litterbug left Milwaukee and started north with a 
skipper and a crew of three. Just south of Port Washington, 
one of the crewmembers notified the captain that the dinghy 
had fallen off and was floating away astern. The captain 
maintained his usual steely calm, stating that he would turn 
the craft about and recover the dinghy. The two newest 
crewmembers were greatly impressed at how the steely 
captain handled the situation. The dinghy was recovered and 
made fast to the swim platform, which was securely mounted 
to the craft by the steely captain’s own hand. The captain 

 
It has been said that on calm nights on the western shores of 
Lake Michigan, if you listen carefully, you can sometimes 
hear the plaintive voice of the steely captain whispering 
across the waters saying, “Son of a bitch, where the hell is 
my duct tape.” 
 
Russ Berg, it’s all yours. 
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COMMODORE’S BALL 
DECEMBER 1, 2007 
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FIRST CLASS MAIL 
 
THE RUNABOUTER Editor 
Milwaukee Boat Club, Inc. 
4050 South Barland Avenue 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53235 
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