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As you know we are here today to honor the life of our dad and father-in-law, your grandfather, your brother in-law, 
your cousin in-law, your uncle, your great uncle, your great great uncle, your colleague, your coworker, your neighbor, 
your supporter, your fellow advocate, your canoeing and camping buddy, your college classmate, your patient, and I 
think what is true for each of us: your friend, Royal Samuel Buyer.   

He was born in New York City on November 23, 1922, the 2nd of 3 children to parents Edith and Samuel Buyer, whose 
parents had immigrated to the United States in the 1860’s.  Both of Sam’s parents came from Bohemia, which is now 
part of the Czech Republic, and Edith’s parents came from Bohemia and Prussia.  Edith was one of the first women 
doctors in our country, having graduated from Johns Hopkins School of Medicine in 1918.  She worked as the medical 
supervisor in the New Rochelle school system, where she and Sam at some point moved and raised their 3 kids.  She was 
also an officer in the naval reserves and retired as a lieutenant commander.  Sam, who was 20 years older than Edith, 
worked for a manufacturer of women’s accessories, and traveled frequently, to department stores to sell his products.  
Dad’s namesake Royal was Sam’s best friend and Dad was always proud of his name.  He said he met only one, or maybe 
it was 2 (I am not sure), other Royals in all his lifetime.  Dad’s brother Ed was 11 months older than him and his sister 
Margaret was 2 and a half years younger. 

Dad had many happy memories growing up in New Rochelle, NY, and I think at least part of that was because he lived so 
close to the Long Island Sound.  He spoke about how as a teenager he would take his wood and canvass sailing canoe 
into the sound and go sailing for hours, far from shore, even in the cold winter months, which he said in hindsight was a 
risky thing to do.  In his high school years, he and Ed were both lifeguards at Hudson Park, which was one of the town’s 
public beaches.  Both he and Ed were on the swim team at New Rochelle high school, which he graduated from in 1940.   
Each summer, the family would rent a cabin on Lake George, which is on the eastern edge of the Adirondack Park in NY, 
and that also became one of his most favorite places. In the summer of 1937, Dad and his brother Ed asked their parents 
if they and 2 of Ed’s friends could go canoeing and camping on Lake George for a month, by themselves without any 
adults accompanying them.  It would be their first time ever camping.  His mom was opposed to the idea, but his dad 
talked his mom into letting them go.  So in July these 4 boys, when Dad was only 14 and Ed and the other 2 were only 
15, set off in 2 canoes from the southern end of the lake and they paddled and camped at primitive campsites on islands 
as they made their way to the northern end of the lake, 32 miles away, at Ticonderoga where they purchased supplies.  
Within a week, they had made it there and half way back to the islands in the Narrows.  They stayed on Turtle Island for 
3 weeks, camping in crude floorless two-man tents without mosquito netting or bug repellant, laying in army blankets 
on the ground and using an old kerosene railroad lantern for light at night. They ate twice a day; breakfast was oatmeal 
they made in a big cast iron pot over a charcoal fire (and he described how that pot became thick with old layers of 
oatmeal because they never scrubbed it) and their next meal was supper, which they purchased the makings for from 
the nearby island grocery store and then cooked it over their fire.  They would spend their days swimming, fishing, or 
exploring around in their canoes.  After 4 weeks, as their trip was ending, their parents arrived.  One of the friends, Don 
Davidson, had gone home a day or two earlier because he wasn’t feeling well and they had noticed that Don, who was 
originally the strongest swimmer among the 4 of them, was now slower than the others.  Doctors had quickly 
determined that Don had polio and the parents were sent to bring the other 3 home. It was never determined how Don 
contracted it, but Dad, Ed, the other boy, Ralph Sussman, luckily were completely unaffected.   In spite of that terrible 
end to their trip, Dad became hooked for life on camping and he spoke reverently of those 4 weeks, particularly in his 
later years.  



It was later that summer, after they returned from the lake, that dad’s father became ill and was diagnosed with cancer.  
He died not much later, but Dad remembered that one of the last things he told his kids was “You three stick together.” 
Dad said it was a terrible age for a teenage boy to lose his dad; he didn’t say it directly but I could tell that he missed his 
dad very much. 

Based on Dad’s love of the outdoors, in Fall 1940, he decided to study Forestry at the State University of New York, 
College of Forestry at Syracuse.  He swam on Syracuse’s swim team, loved his studies, and always looked back fondly on 
those college years, especially the summer camp that the forestry students would spend on Cranberry Lake in the 
Adirondacks.  In December of his sophomore year, he recalled that early one morning on his walk across campus, 
someone had draped a sheet from one of the dorm windows that had painted on it the words “Sink the Rising Sun”.  
This was a reference to the Japanese flag, as it was the morning of Dec 7, 1941 when the Japanese had just attacked 
Pearl Harbor.  He and a friend tried to sign up for an Army program called the Army Specialized Training Program (ASTP) 
program but Dad was denied due to some curvature of his spine that they had detected.  It was after his junior year, in 
summer of 1943 that he was drafted into the Army and assigned to the 28th Infantry Division as a rifleman, carrying a 50-
lb pack.  He commented “so much for the Army’s concern about my curved spine” and said the Army would take you at 
that point as long as you had a pulse.  In fall 1943, while he was in training, Syracuse notified him that he had been 
awarded a “war service” degree and was considered to have completed his requirements for a B.S. degree in Forestry. 

By November of 1944 he was sent to Germany as a replacement to fight in what became the Battle of the Huertgen 
Forest, which was a lead up to the Battle of the Bulge.  He was there just a few days:  he did night patrol, dug a slit 
trench and had to take cover from German artillery fire that burst overhead and splintered the trees above.  It was 
during these times he often thought of what happened to the soldier he was replacing, but to his luck, he became a 
casualty due to immersion foot, also known as trench foot.  For weeks, he hadn’t taken off his boots, not even once, 
even though they were continually soaked through.  Then one night he took off one boot so he could warm his foot over 
his camp stove.  His foot blew up bigger than a football and not only could he not get his boot back on but he couldn’t 
even walk.  This was lucky for him because while he was hospitalized for several weeks in Paris, his division had a very 
high casualty rate in the Battle of the Bulge.  After getting out of the hospital, he was transferred to the 8th Air Force, at a 
B-17 bomber base outside of London.  Being considered a combat hero having come from the German front line, they 
offered him his choice of any number of possible jobs to fill.  He chose to work in the photo lab since he had an interest 
in photography when he was in high school.  That photo lab was developing the aerial reconnaissance photos that were 
taken during the bombing runs.  After Germany surrendered, he was sent to Sioux Falls Army Air Base, SD, awaiting 
deployment to the Pacific, but then the atomic bombs were dropped in Japan.  He said he felt as if he had grown wings 
when he was honorably discharged in 1946, having no interest whatsoever in the recruiters who were offering for him 
to sign up for the reserves.  He never had any regrets because those guys who did sign up got called to serve in Korea.  
But he had great affection for the 28th Infantry Division and in the last 15 years or so he joined their association and 
went to their annual reunions at Fort Indiantown Gap in Pennsylvania. 

After discharge from the Army, he returned to the Adirondacks and started working in the logging industry, as a 
bookkeeper for the Finch Pruyn & Co. of Glens Falls, NY in one of their logging camps.  This was at a time when trees 
were still cut by hand with 2-man saws and horses were still used to drag the logs to the Hudson River for the river 
drives that carried the logs to the lumber mills.  He lived in the camp with the camp foreman and the lumberjacks, 
where they stayed year round except for spring while they waited for the snow to melt and the ground to dry up.  In the 
spring months, at least for one year anyway, he lived with his Aunt Flora and her husband in Glens Falls.  He worked in 
the logging camps for 4 years until he finally decided that that was long enough living up in the woods and he decided he 
was ready to start something new.  While trying to figure out exactly what he wanted to do, he moved to New York City, 
lived with his mother, and became a hod carrier.  This was a job of filling a wheelbarrow full of mortar and delivering it 
up scaffolding on a building under construction to the bricklayers.  It was strenuous work, but he resolved to do it for 1 



year, which he did exactly to the day.  By then, he had decided to use his GI bill to get a degree in mechanical 
engineering from Syracuse, so he started back at Syracuse in 1951 and graduated two years later, in 1953.  He quickly 
was offered a job in Philadelphia, working for Westinghouse to do testing on compressor blade designs. 

While living in Philly, he joined the Buckridge Ski Club, which was an outdoors club that not only skied, but also canoed 
(including slalom canoe racing), hiked, camped, and square danced.  It was in this club that Dad met my mom.  She did 
not grow up doing these types of activities with her family, but she really enjoyed it and throughout the rest of their 
lives the two of them often talked of the great memories they had of the things they did and trips they took with that 
group of friends.   

By 1956, Mom and Dad were married, Dad had left Westinghouse because his division was being moved to Kansas City, 
and the family moved to NJ where Dad had gotten a job at the Curtiss Wright Corporation, working on compressor 
designs for aircraft jet engines.  In the ten years that we lived in NJ, until 1966, he and mom had us 5 kids:  my brother 
David, and my sisters Anne, Mardith, and Nancy.  Our family moved a few times in those 10 years to the neighboring 
small towns of Oakton, Pompton Lakes, Ramsey, and Ridgewood. 

It was in 1958 that they moved to Ramsey, and not long after that Dad volunteered to chair the town’s Citizens’ 
Swimming Pool Committee because 2 years earlier the town had to close their pool.  It was basically a natural surface 
spring-fed pond that was a popular place for the whole town but it had become contaminated from failing nearby septic 
systems.  The purpose of the committee that Dad volunteered for was to make recommendations to the town’s 
Recreation Commission for where to locate a new pool.  But even after the Committee made their recommendation, 
and an engineering study funded by the Commission was completed, the town’s elected councilmen did nothing with 
any of the information for over 2 years.  Dad had noticed that ever since the pool had been closed, every candidate who 
ran for the council would campaign on a promise to fund construction for a new pool, but then once elected, they would 
never push for it.  So Dad wrote an open letter to the Council stating that they should be members of the Polar Bear 
Club, accusing them of being interested in a pool only when it was cold and they were campaigning but not interested 
once they were inaugurated and the weather turned warm.  He had the Recreation Commissioners sign the letter and 
then he mailed it to the Ramsey Journal, which turned it into a headline article.  The letter seemed to break the 
stagnation and things finally started to happen after that.  It was a few more years, in 1964, that the town opened a new 
town pool, but by then he and mom had moved to Ridgewood.  The Ramsey pool had always been a major asset to the 
town, so about 6 years ago or so Dad decided to document its history.  He did this also in part so he could share with his 
grandkids an example of how you can make a difference in your community.  In the process of putting that history 
together, he reacquainted himself with a man who was also a member of the pool committee and also the man who was 
mayor of Ramsey at the time, both of whom were also in their later 80’s like dad but were still living in Ramsey.  They 
would get together when he came back to Ramsey to do his research and he also met and had lunch with the current 
Ramsey mayor, who told Dad that since the pool was now 50 years old, it was in the process of undergoing a substantial 
refurbishment.  So once Dad finished documenting the history, he gave the mayor a copy of it.  Not much later, when 
the refurbishment project was done, the town held a rededication of the pool, and the mayor invited dad and the other 
two men to be honored guests at their ceremony.  Dad was really proud to be a part of that event.   

In 1966, after the Curtiss Wright Corporation started falling on hard times, he accepted a job with the U.S. Navy 
Department in Washington, DC as a civilian mechanical engineer and so the family moved to MD.  Early in this career he 
was assigned to working on a program developing gas turbine engines for shipboard propulsion, to replace steam 
plants.  He was involved in the at-sea testing of the Pratt & Whitney FT4A engine and the General Electric LM2500 
engine on a test ship, the GTS WILLIAM M. CALLAGHAN.  As a result of at-sea testing, he was instrumental in 
recommending that the Navy use the GE LM2500, which is a marinized version of a GE aircraft engine capable of 
operating on Navy ships where corrosive salt-laden air is present. He later recommended crucial refinements of that 
engine where major improvements in engine materials and coatings were incorporated to extend its service life.  He also 



developed and conducted a land-based test program on the LM2500 to verify that the engine would not harm Navy 
sailors if the propeller shaft or propeller blades broke and caused the engine to overspeed.  Nearly 50 years later, the 
LM2500 is still used today on the majority of Navy destroyers and cruisers. This conversion of propulsion systems from 
steam to gas turbine engine was historic for the Navy, because steam had been used in its major ships since before WW 
I.  In the later 1970’s until his retirement in 1988, he then worked on a program to develop a prototype reverse osmosis 
(RO) plant for shipboard freshwater production to replace the Navy’s steam distilling freshwater plants.  That prototype 
RO plant led to the production version that is in use in today’s Navy destroyers, nearly 40 years later. 

In his job at the Navy Department, he enjoyed many of the people he worked with and always had a lot of great stories 
to tell.  From that crowd, though, he developed a particularly tight bond with several of them who really loved, along 
with their spouses, kids, and friends, the outdoors, particularly camping and canoeing.  For many weekends for many 
years, we did local paddles, like day trips on the Potomac and Shenandoah Rivers or weekend trips such as on the 
Pocomoke River or to canoe-in sites on the sound side of Assateaque Island.  And then there were weeklong trips, like 
on the Missouri River, the lakes in the Central Adirondacks, or the Okefenokee Swamp, to name a few.  For a few years, 
we even watched DC’s 4th of July fireworks from canoes on the Potomac River just outside the Tidal Basin. Walt Aerni, 
one of Dad’s closest friends and one of the  leaders for many of these trips is sadly not here today because he passed 
away not long ago, after just a few months of battling mesothelioma. 

Of course we took many trips on our own or with other friends as well, with or without canoes, sometimes camping, 
other times staying in cabins, to many different places, including Acadia, the Adirondacks, and various other national 
and state parks. 

Beginning the year that we moved to MD, in 1966, he and Mom started what became a family tradition of camping trips 
to Cape Hatteras, NC.  We did this, not quite, but nearly every year, including after 1983, when he, Nancy, and I were 
swimming in very rough surf conditions and he got pounded by a wave into the sand on his head.  Among other injuries, 
this fractured some vertebrae in his neck that instantly, but temporarily, paralyzed him and the only thing that brought 
him up to the surface was the deep breath of air he had taken just before the wave slammed him.  He spent 2 weeks in 
the hospital in Elizabeth City, NC.  He was just 61 years old at the time. 

Just as both he and my mom were civic-minded in NJ, they both were active in our community in Rockville and in the 
kids’ schools and activities.  In the years while Dad was still working, he served for a year as president of the 
neighborhood citizens association, one year each as PTA president at our junior and senior high schools, and was the 
first treasurer at our neighborhood pool when it opened in 1968.  He and mom also developed close friendships in the 
community.  His buddy Jack Timmins, who also had 5 kids the same ages as us Buyer kids, also enjoyed camping, so we 
did quite a number of family camping trips together.  And since he and Jack had a mutual love for antique cars, we went 
to a few antique car shows and at one point the two of them bought an old Packard together.  Dad went on later to buy 
a 1930 Chevy and also a ’31 Chevy; the ’30 was the exact same model as the first car he bought when he was in his 20’s.  
He kept those cars in our garage for over 40 years.  While he didn’t work on restoring those cars as he thought he would 
when he bought them, he was busy over the years keeping his regular cars running as well as buying his coworker’s and 
carpool mate’s old worn-out cars and keeping them going so us kids, now becoming driving age, had some wheels.  
These included a 1960-something Corvair, a 1967 Plymouth Valiant, a 1968 Plymouth Belvedere, and a 1972 Dodge Dart 
Swinger, to name a few.  I remember him wanting me to demonstrate for him how I could change the tire on at least 
one of those cars because he wanted to make certain I knew how to safely do it in an emergency.  (At least one, or 
maybe all of those cars, had left-hand threaded studs on the driver side and right-hand threads on the passenger side, so 
I think he wanted to make sure I would know which way to turn all the lug nuts to loosen them.)  He also wanted us to 
learn some basic auto mechanics on these cars and had us help him with many of the various repairs they 
needed…Needless to say, there are lots of stories to go along with those and other cars we had. 



He retired from the Navy Dept in 1988 at age 65.  He said retirement was not so easy at first, that he had to “wean 
himself” off of work by still going into the office for some number of days, maybe even weeks, I am not sure.  But before 
long, he started to find his footing again.  My sister Anne had the first grandkids: Tommy came along about 6 months 
before he retired, and then Scott a year after he retired, and Claire a few years after that and so he and Mom enjoyed 
many, many visits with them.  There was also the office “canoe club” that got together pretty regularly for trips and 
other get-togethers.  And for a couple of years, he hiked with folks in the Potomac Appalachian Trail Club and on 
occasion helped with some of their trail maintenance projects.  He did the hiking until arthritis that had set in around the 
fracture sites in his vertebrae from his beach accident 9 years earlier started impinging on his spinal cord, which started 
causing a slow onset of paralysis in his hands and legs, causing him to lose his grip and stagger his gait.  This was just 
over 25 years ago, when he was approaching 70 years old.   

The emergency surgery that was done to relieve that impingement accidentally severed a nerve in his neck that 
permanently impaired, and progressively worsened, his ability to lift his right arm and somewhat affected his balance.  
But even that didn’t keep him down very long.  For instance, about 20 years ago, he started returning to Lake George, 
joining his brother-in-law (my Uncle George) and his kids’ and their families and friends for their annual summer trip to 
primitive boat-in camp sites on the lake.  One year our family did a trip there on our own and brought Dad’s brother Ed 
with us.  That year was the 69th anniversary of the month-long trip that the 2 of them and their friends had done on Lake 
George by themselves.  Dad absolutely loved all of those trips.   

And he continued to be civically active in his retirement years.  In 1998, he co-founded a grassroots organization with 
several other guys to support construction of the then-planned InterCounty Connector or ICC (now officially called MD 
200) which had been in the master plan since sometime in the 1950’s.  This volunteer group named themselves the 
Intercounty Connector Master Plan Advocates (ICCMPA) and they advocated that the road be built in an 
environmentally and people sensitive manner along the Master Plan Alignment.  While he served as President, the 
ICCMPA organized citizen meetings and discussion groups to educate the public about the facts concerning the merits of 
the road; testified at public meetings; wrote letters of support to, and met with, public officials; held letter writing 
campaigns; and had a booth at the Montgomery County Agricultural Fair for 4 years as outreach, among many other 
countless activities.  At the Fair and other gatherings, the ICCMPA obtained thousands of signatures showing 
overwhelming citizen support for the ICC from both Montgomery County and Prince Georges County, which they 
delivered to the Governor’s office in Annapolis.  He worked tirelessly on this for several years, with my mom providing 
all the administrative help.  And this was all done without any outside funding except small contributions made by 
citizens and a contribution by his neighborhood citizens association to pay for a small scale model to depict how the 
road could be built with minimal environmental impact during construction.  They displayed this scale model in their 
booth during the County Fair.  Through his efforts and those of the other ICCMPA members, citizen and business 
community support for the ICC continued to grow.  In 2002 Montgomery County submitted the ICC to the USDOT for 
consideration as an "Expedited Project". Through approximately four years of planning and adaptive environmental 
management approvals, and four years of design-build construction, through two Maryland Governors 
and MDOT Administrations, the first segment opened in 2010.  He was thrilled to see it finally come to fruition and was 
so happy to attend the ribbon-cutting ceremony along with so many people who worked so hard for it. 

There were other public projects that he also advocated for.  One was a proposal by the Park Department to pave a park 
trail that would connect two existing trails in the Park Department’s system of trails so that people in our community 
and points further north would be able to hike or bike all the way to DC without having to leave the trail system. He not 
only testified before the Park and Planning Commission to show support for the project but he did additional things like 
help my sister Mardith and I deliver fliers through neighborhoods we thought would be supportive of the trail by driving 
the car as Mard and I walked from mailbox to mailbox on both sides of the street, and he did this with us at 3 in the 
morning.  He was always brainstorming ways to generate citizen support.   



He was also an active member of the National Active and Retired Federal Employees (NARFE) organization and served 
one term as Treasurer. 

In putting this talk together, assembling the picture boards, and Kim and I recently taking a canoe paddle with our son 
Michael on a lake in one of the nearby regional parks, what came to mind was the title of a book and movie called “A 
River Runs Through It”.  It occurred to me more clearly than ever before that Dad had a recurring theme of not only a 
river running through his life, but also a lake, a pond, a sound, a bay, an ocean, a beach, a creek, a harbor, a swimming 
pool, a portage around falls…It seems that in many of the most memorable times in his life, if he wasn’t in the water, he 
was on the water, or beside the water.   

This is not to say he wasn’t happy when he wasn’t near water.  He loved any roadtrip.  He and Mom made many 
roadtrips, even out to Colorado, Utah, and Montana.  When he stopped driving 8 or 9 years ago, he almost always rode 
shotgun, as we called it, even 6 years ago when we loaded up and headed out to visit Sue, Martha, and Liz Buyer at their 
country home near Buffalo, after he had fallen that morning and was insistent that we should still go, that his hip only 
hurt because he had been laying on it for a while…Luckily Dave and Jen, when we called them as we were headed north 
on I-270 and then west on I-70 about Dad’s pain, told us to turn around and head to the nearest hospital, and we soon 
found that his hip was broken. 

He had so many interests.  He read the newspaper every day, having a keen interest in local, national, and world events, 
among many, many other things.  He loved history and one topic he studied intensely was the work and papers of the 
Wright Brothers, admiring their ingenuity and tenacity to figure out how to fly in spite of not having formal education 
beyond high school.  Dad was a do-it-youselfer, to a fault at times in my opinion I have to admit, but he so valued a 
strong work ethic because, by his own admission, he was just an average student in school yet he was proud of what he 
was able to learn and do in life because of his curiosity and his nature to just keep working hard at whatever it was that 
interested him.  And family was very important to him.  He also had interest in the family history of both his and my 
mom’s families.  One of the trips he took with his friend Walt was to the Czech Republic, in part because he wanted to 
visit the towns where both his mother’s and father’s families came from. 

I’ll close by saying that when we camped, as we packed up to head for home, I remember that he sometimes would say 
that you should try to leave your campsite better than when you found it. I think he took that motto to heart and tried 
to live by example in keeping with it and he was proud of what he contributed in his professional life and in his 
communities and was proud of his family. 


