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2008 CRUISE 
TRIP 4 
GREEN BAY, WI TO LITTLE ROCK, AR 
August 6 – 23, 2008 
   
Wednesday, August 6, 2008, Houston, TX to Green Bay , WI 
 
     Angela and my two grandchildren, Nikolas and Alexander, and I flew to Chicago and drove to 
the boat on August 6.  We were delayed a day by Tropical Storm Eduardo, which was a threat to 
our home town on the preceding day.  Coincidentally, Chicago had terrible weather that day, so 
we benefited two ways by traveling a day later than we had planned. 
 
     We unpacked and made a grocery list and met with Chris, the mechanic who was working on 
the boat.  He informed us he needed another day to finish his work.  Due to some medical issues 
at their company, he and another mechanic had missed some work days and had not been able 
to finish when they had thought they would.  We went to the store to buy life jackets for the two 
boys, although the one Alex had was good enough for him.   We bought groceries and stored 
them on the boat. 
 
     We met our friends for dinner, and afterwards, the boys chased rabbits in the twilight.  They 
had had a long day beginning with an early wake up call and a 6:30am flight.  We all slept well.  
 
Thursday, August 7, 2008, Lay Day for Maintenance 
 

 
 
     I had an expensive Hertz car for the one way trip from Midway airport (they were the only car 
rental company that offered a car for one way to Green Bay): so I went to the airport, turned it in, 
and rented one from Alamo.  We had to wait for Chris to install new GPS antennas and rewire the 
system the way he thought it should work.  Another guy was also finishing up the cleaning of the 
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boat. 
 
     I wanted to finish the cleaning of the air conditioners inside the boat, and I had heard about a 
cleaner that I wanted to buy.  We went to Target, Home Depot, and a couple of others before 
getting a product I thought would do the job.  The A/C filters had been rebuilt in Houston.  After I 
cleaned the coils, I reinstalled the rebuilt filters and cleaned the other air filters. 
 
     We bought more groceries, and I paid our bill at South Bay Marina.  I began to be worried that 
Chris was going to need another day, but I realized that was because the rental car had its clock 
set on Eastern Time, not Central.  I paid our bill at Harborside – the mechanic work, new GPS 
antennas, and the cleaning (expensive).  The very nice manager of South Bay Marina followed 
me to the airport where I turned in my rental car, and then he brought me back to the marina.  
 
     We ate on the boat and realized we still had a leak in the forward head.  I called Chris and left 
a message but received no return call.   
 
Friday, August 8, 2008, Green Bay to Sheboygan, WI 
 
     We waited for Chris to call, but he showed up at 8am or a little after.  It was the hose clamp, 
he said, that had become out of round and did not seal well.  It was the original hose clamp.  He 
replaced it with two smaller hose clamps, and the leak stopped.  I tried the GPS on the flybridge, 
and it didn’t work.  I called Chris’ cell phone and left a message.  I also called Carmen, the office 
manager at Harborside, and told her we needed Chris to fix the GPS.  He made his way back 
over to the boat and explained that the radar had to be on for the GPS to work.  That was news to 
me and a change from the previous set-up.  He had not explained that to me before.  I found out 
a few days later that the radar switch at the pilot house also had to be on, even though the radar 
did not have to be on, in order for the GPS in the pilothouse to operate correctly.   
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     So we got away a little later than we thought we would, about 9:45am.  We ran up to the 
Sturgeon Bay Canal and arrived at the bridge at 12:10pm.  We had been told the bridge opened 
on the half hour, that the bridge opened on demand – all proved to be untrue – it opened only on 
the hour and only to let boats through that were already there and waiting.  There was no radio 
communication either.  We idled around for 50 minutes and then went through the bridge opening 
at 1pm. 
 

 
 
     It was our intention to get to Port Washington, WI to meet friends for dinner, but those delays 
made Sheboygan a better option for us.  Our friends had said they would come to meet us at 
either place.  Lake Michigan was a little choppy; we overran the waves with some up and down 
motion.  It was not uncomfortable, and we got no water on the windshield.  Winds were 5 – 10 
knots from the S and E, while the waves were 2 – 3’ from the NE.  Temperatures were in the 70s, 
and humidity was in the 60s.   
 
     We had been into Sheboygan before and thought it was a very nice marina.  This time it was 
too busy and we got no help with our lines for the high prices they charged.  A German guy from 
Racine helped us tie up; he and his wife were there for the weekend.  We paid the equivalent of 
$1.84 per foot per night – not sure how they computed that.  The marina was owned by the City 
and operated by Skipper Bid’s.  Sheboygan was having a boom and a lot of good things were 
happening there – new hotel, new convention center, new attractions for tourists, etc.  The people 
in the marina seemed to be prosperous and happy.  Kohler was a big industry there. 
 
     Our friends came to meet us at 7pm.  I had washed the back of the boat as the diesel soot had 
tuned everything black out there.  We hoped to get that fixed soon.  We did not want them to get 
any of that black on their clothes. 
 
     Our friends took us to a real Italian restaurant, and we got some pizzas along with some Italian 
salads.  The boys didn’t like their pizza too much, but about 9pm Alex started going to sleep.  
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Angela carried him out of there.  It had been a long and good day. 
 
Saturday, August 9, 2008, Sheboygan, WI to Chicago,  IL 
 
    One of the bad things about Sheboygan is they make you liable for $40 for the return of their 
keys to the gate, so we returned them the morning before we left.  We checked out the store and 
looked for whole milk and shirts for the boys, but they had neither.  We departed at 9:45m. 
 
     Port Washington has had the cheapest diesel fuel anywhere around, so we stopped there to 
fill up.  It was $4.07 per gallon, and we took 392 gallons.  The attendant was very nice and very 
helpful.  We had an easy time getting in and out of there.  We ran out into the lake a ways so we 
could get a clear shot at Chicago. 
 
     Lake Michigan was like a smooth lake; you could have water skied on it.  We set the way point 
and the throttle, and five hours later we were in Chicago (about 100 miles).  Winds were N to NW 
about 5 – 10 knots.  We cruised around Navy Pier and decided to stay another day and take the 
boys to see Navy Pier.  We found the marina and the way into the marina.  It was south of Navy 
Pier about 4 miles, and it was just north of McCormick Place.  That was a convention center that I 
had visited many times. 
 

 
 
     The marina was named Burnham Harbor, and it was huge, about 1100 slips.  The City Of 
Chicago had 9 marinas like that for a total of 5,000 boat slips.  Our neighbors helped us tie up; 
they bought their boat in Texas.  The slip fee was $2.15 per foot per night plus $18 per night for 
electricity.  The marina offered no assistance in docking, no repairs, no laundry, and no loaner 
car.  They had a staff of young girls who probably didn’t know anything about boats – they just 
took your money.  Cabs were available about a block away; “just flag one down”. 
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     Angela grilled hot dogs for the boys and us.  We watched the movie “Transformers” on the 
television.  The boys had seen it and loved it.  They kept telling us what was going to happen.  It 
was their kind of show. 
 
Sunday, August 10, 2008, Lay Day to see Chicago 
 
     We slept a little late, and I walked down to the office to pay for an extra night.  Angela was on 
the phone with a friend.  The boys came down to join me, and while we were waiting we decided 
to eat.  When Angela arrived we bought some more food at the little café there at the office.  We 
flagged down a cab and went to Navy Pier about 2pm.  It was windy and cool. 
 

 
 
     We rode the famous Ferris Wheel that shows up in all photos of Navy Pier.  Someone gave us 
a ticket with 4 rides left on it.  Angela and the boys rode the Lighthouse, another ride there.  The 
boys each had a turn or two at operating remote controlled boats in a pool.  We walked all over 
the place and checked things out.  We went on a river cruise at 3:30.  It was an hour long and 
included the north and south branches of the Chicago River with a very knowledgeable person 
giving us a narration about the designers and owners of the various skyscrapers on both sides of 
the river.  The weather was nice but warm, and we were sitting out in the sun on the cruise boat; 
we had shade from the tall buildings as the boat turned and turned.  The boat almost touched the 
underside of most of the bridges.  It was a very worthwhile boat trip. 
 
     Back at navy Pier we did some shopping and bought the grandkids some pirate shirts and 
other souvenirs of Navy Pier.  We got nice photos from the Ferris Wheel and from the riverboat 
cruise.  We went through the Chicago Maze together – it was a little scary.  Then we had pizza 
and ice cream and went back to the boat about 8pm. 
 
     The high for the day was 74 F at 2pm. 
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Monday, August 11, Lay Day for Maintenance 
 
     I checked our fluids before leaving on Monday and found some oil spilled below the dipstick.  I 
thought I knew what that meant – the crankcase breather filter was clogged.  Sure enough the red 
button had popped up on the port engine again.  It took over four years for the red button to pop 
up once and only one year for it to do so again.  Naturally I had no spares, so I started calling.  
The CAT mechanics could have the filters there the following day, and they were specially made 
for those CAT engines.  This time I purchased a set of spares. 
 
     We dropped the dinghy and rode around the marina.  The grandkids enjoyed that.  We saw a 
few very large boats and quite a few about our size.  I filled up the dinghy with gasoline, and it 
cost almost $60.  That seemed like a lot for the dinghy! 
 
     That evening the grandkids and I put together a 200-piece jigsaw puzzle that I had purchased 
in Virginia – a puzzle in a bottle.  It was a treasure map of treasures found in the eastern USA 
and the Caribbean during the days of pirates.  It took us a couple of hours, and all three of us 
worked on it.  It was fun for all.  Also we watched a one hour program on “Carbon” and a two-hour 
program on the origins of the term “Hillbilly” and the people who lived in the country areas of TN, 
AL, NC, KY, etc.  Both were interesting (the History Channel). 
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Tuesday, August 12, 2008, Chicago to Wilmington, IL  
 
     The Caterpillar mechanic arrived a little after 8am.  He changed the filters and left us two 
spares.  He brought me 3 5-gallon pails of oil, and he changed out a sensor on each engine that 
was supposed to reduce the amount of black smoke or soot we got on the back of the boat while 
we were running.  He hooked up his computer and ran the diagnostics on the engines and 
pronounced them fine.  He finished his paper work about 10:30. 
 
     We took a taxi to a nearby grocery store, bought some more groceries, and took a cab back to 
the boat.  I paid for Monday night, and we left our slip.  I wanted Angela to photograph the boat in 
front of the Chicago skyline.  I dropped her off at the fuel dock, and she directed me here and 
there to get some photos.  Then we left the harbor about 1pm. 
 

 
 
     We ran about 10 miles to the entrance to the Calumet Sag Channel and began the long slow 
run through a bunch of low bridges.  Our antennas were down, of course, and our anchor light.  
Even so some bridges had to open for us.  We went through 3 locks on the Illinois River.  The first 
one was the O’Brien Lock, a control lock for the system.  We had no wait there and floated 
through without tying up about 2:45pm. 
 
     We went through the Lockport Lock about 5pm.  We dropped 37 feet, and the lockmasters 
were nice.  Next we went through Joliet, and the bridges there opened just before we got to them, 
as they have every other time we have been through there. 
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     The third one involved a two hour wait – from 7 to 9:15pm at Brandon Road Lock. We tied up 
to the wall on the RDB (right descending bank) and had dinner while some serious logs and 
debris floated by.  The towboats on the upper rivers usually had a barge load of 3 wide by 5 long, 
or less.  That arrangement allowed them to enter a lock with dimensions of 600 by 110 feet and 
leave the first three barge rows in the lock.  The lockmasters could lower (or raise) the load and 
pull it out of the lock and go back to get the towboat and the other two rows of barges.  Then the 
towboat personnel would reconnect the initial load of three rows of barges to the tow plus two 
rows of barges, and they would be on their way again.  That was called a double load.  It took 1.5 
to 2 hours to do, and boats like ours usually had to wait by circling around until the lock was clear. 
When we arrived at Brandon Road Lock, the double load in front of us was just beginning the 
process of locking through. 
 
     In the dark after that lock we made Harry’s place in Wilmington, IL at 10:40pm.  Three Rivers 
Marina was its name.  We had stayed there twice before, and other than the shallow depth we 
had been very pleased with our stay, especially being able to deal with Harry.  He was one of the 
nicest people I had ever met, and he waited for us with a flashlight to guide us to our slip.  He had 
a way of giving us 30-amp power that worked almost as well as 50-amp power, so that was a plus 
for Harry as well.  We put the kids to bed at 11pm. 
 
Wednesday, August 13, 2008, Wilmington to Henry, IL  
 
     We slept a little later than usual and got away after paying for our slip (50 cents per foot) about 
9am.  At 10am we went through Dresden Island Lock with no wait.  The lockmaster was a lady, 
and everyone there was nice.  About 1pm we went through the Marseilles Lock.  Around 3pm we 
went through the Starved Rock Lock.  We arrived at the old Henry Lock at 4:45pm.  We had 
stayed there before and liked it okay.  The marina was unsophisticated and the restaurant was 
more of a bar but the old lock was interesting. 
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     A guy came out to assist us in tying up and plugging into 50-amp shore power.  We had a 
current through the lock, and we needed to tie the boat to trees with long ropes.  I went up to pay 
the bartender for the slip, and we walked around and checked things out.  The boys needed to 
get off the boat and run around, and they got to see the river from a different point of view.  They 
also got to see the way an old lock was built.  Temperatures and humidity were fine, very 
pleasant.   
 
     I forgot to ask about water, and when I found the spigot in the weeds near the road it did not 
work.  The spigot was attached to a heavy plastic hose that ran above and under the ground 
down at the old lock.  I called the marina to request water, and the same guy came by the boat 
later to tell us he had turned on the system.  It was good city water with no iron taste.  
 
     They charged us $1 per foot for that slip, which was probably a little high for what we were 
getting.  But the guy’s service was good, and it was historical.  We ate on board.  Our Trip 4 lock 
total was then 6 locks, all on the Illinois River, with only 2 more IL River locks to go. 
 

 
 
Thursday, August 14, 2008, Henry to Bath Chute anch orage, IL 
 
     We left the old lock between 10 and 10:30am.  There was fog on the river; it was cloudy with 
light NW winds.  I filled up the water tank, which took a while to do.  I realized later the spigot 
attached to the heavy plastic pipe had only been propped up on an iron bar.  When it fell off the 
iron bar, our water hose folded over which slowed the flow of water to the boat. 
 
     We stopped briefly in downtown Peoria to take a few pictures of the city and its waterfront.  
The sun was out, there were very few clouds, and everything looked sharp and clear.  Peoria is 
the home of Caterpillar, the company that manufactured our engines in the boat. 
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     Just below the city we went through the Peoria Lock.  We floated through as the drop was only 
5 feet.  The signal lights did not work.  Lock attendants were generally much more relaxed and 
nice on that trip than we had seen them before.  Almost none of them wore life preservers or 
vests, or any kind of uniform.  They were casual and friendly.  Other differences we noted on that 
trip were the buoys – there were some out of place, missing, or damaged.  Most of the time we 
could figure out what was going on, like when we saw a green buoy sandwiched in between two 
red ones.  In another case we saw a red (or green) way over on the bank opposite to the side it 
should have been on.  And more than once, not just on the Illinois River, we saw a buoy lying 
over on its side. 
 
     We saw an old lock at Mile 136.9 – the Copperas Creek Lock. 
 

 
 
     At 9am it was 71 F at Peoria with 73% humidity and NE winds at 5 knots.  We ran on one 
engine at times.  We planned to stop and anchor in Bath Chute at Mile 106.  Another boat was 
already there, a 35’ Nordhaven named GULF CART.  We spoke to them on the radio, passed 
them, and anchored ahead of them in 12 feet of water. 
 
     We ran 90 miles in 6 running hours.  Our new lock total was 7 locks.  We had traveled almost 
500 miles since we left Green Bay, WI a week earlier.  
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Friday, August 15, 2008, Bath Chute anchorage to Gr afton, IL 
 
     M/V GULF CART left the anchorage about 8am, and we pulled out at 8:15.  We caught up to 
them and passed them, each of taking photos to email to the other.  We were both delayed at 
9:30 at the railroad bridge at Beardstown.  Some maintenance was being done on the bridge, 
preventing it from being raised for a while. 
 
     At 10:30 we were delayed at LaGrange Lock.  The second half of a double load was going 
through the lock.  By 11:35 we were through, floating, as the drop was only about 5 feet.  Our Trip 
4 lock total was 8. 
 
     There were a lot more possible anchorages on the lower river.  The navigation charts were not 
very helpful as they do not show depths.  The Mississippi and Arkansas River charts were as bad 
or worse.  They showed wing dams below the navigable channels as well as in the sides of the 
channels. 
 
     The hills were higher and prettier in the lower portion of the river.  The boys built a tent with 
multiple rooms out of all of our blankets, pillows, and bottles of bottled water.  We saw another 
ancient lock on the RDB. 
 
      By 4pm we had pulled into Grafton Harbor on the Illinois River just above the junction with the 
Mississippi River.  The website was attractive, and the marina was new.  We were getting low on 
fuel, and so I bought 300 gallons.  The slip fee was $1.25 per foot.  They had two washers and 
two dryers, so Angela started two loads of laundry while we were fueling.  The fairways were tight 
in the marina, and I had to travel down one fairway to a shallow turning basin, turn around, and 
come back to the end spot on a covered dock.  Tom helped us pump out and fuel up, and he 
assisted us in getting tied up at the dock as well – very nice. 
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     They had a swimming pool, which was floating as were the other marina buildings.  We took 
the boys down to the pool, as they both like to swim.  Joe, the owner of the marina, offered to 
take me to a grocery store if I was ready to go.  I asked him if I could call there for a ride back, 
and he said he planned to wait for me and bring me back himself.  He went inside and came back 
out.  He said his wife and he were going to leave together and I could just take his truck.  I asked 
him where it was, and he showed me.  I asked him how to get the keys, and he said they were in 
it.  The windows were down, the keys were in it, and also a camera, a watch, a knife, and a pair 
of shoes were in it.  It was a laid-back kind of place. 
 
     It was also Friday night, and there were a few restaurants nearby with live music.  We could 
hear the music walking in the marina and driving away.  We drove to the store and bought a few 
groceries and some deli meat for sandwiches.  We ate across the street at the FIN INN, a fish 
restaurant with an aquarium at the end of each booth.  Our aquarium had a giant turtle in it; 
others had fish from the river.  Some aquariums spanned more than one booth, and the fish 
swam back and forth from booth to booth.  It was not high quality food but it was okay and very 
interesting for all four of us. 
 
     Back to the marina, it was Friday night.  We parked the truck and rolled up the windows.  We 
walked the fairly long way from the laundry to the boat and back again a couple of times, and the 
parties were definitely going on, in the restaurant and at several of the boats in the marina.  Our 
dock had at least three party boats, and they were still singing and yelling loudly at 12:30am.  
Angela got all the sheets, towels, and clothes washed there; so it was a good stop for that 
purpose. 
 
Saturday, August 16, 2008, Grafton, IL to Kimmswick , MO 
 

 
 
     At 8am it was 70 degrees F in St. Louis with a relative humidity of 65%.  We left Grafton at 
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10am and soon entered the Mississippi River at Mile 218 (Upper Mississippi River).  The scenery 
was great with high rocky bluffs on our left as we approached Alton, IL.  We watched the buoys 
carefully and did not feel like we were off course at any time.  We communicated with Mel Price 
Lock and went down with 5 other smaller boats.  One of them, BRIAR PATCH, was on its way to 
Hoppie’s Marine as we were. 
 
     We passed the mouth of the Missouri River and tried to explain to Nikolas particularly, since 
he is older, about Lewis and Clark and the Northwest Passage.  We ran down the Chain of Rocks 
Canal and then waited with a towboat and BRIAR PATCH for a towboat and barges to come up 
through the lock.  The lockmaster would not respond to us, although he communicated with the 
towboat that passed it on to us – strange situation.  At Lock 27 they have two lock chambers, as 
they do at Mel Price Lock, but they used only one. 
 
     We eventually went in and down, and BRIAR PATCH ran off and left us.  We made our way to 
St. Louis at the location of the famous Arch, and we took some time to make a few photographs 
with the boys in front of the Arch. Then we went on down to Hoppie’s and arrived at 2pm.  Our 
Trip 4 lock total was then 10 locks. 
 

 
      
     We filled up with diesel (591 gallons) at $4.76 per gallon, and their slip fee was $1 per foot.  
We visited with Hoppie, Fern, and Debbie, who own and run the marina, and Brad and Jennifer 
on BRIAR PATCH.  They were from Kaskaskia, IL. 
 
      The water in the river there had been at least twenty feet higher, up a couple of feet into a 
building on the top of the bank, in the recent flooding.  I washed the back of the boat and cleaned 
the teak in the cockpit and swim platform, and Angela cleaned inside.  Our friends Norm and 
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Vivian came to see us at 6:15pm.  After chatting on the boat for a while we got into their car and 
went out to eat.  They also took us to a very nice grocery store for a few items on the way back to 
the boat.  
 
Sunday, August 17, 2008, Kimmswick, MO to Hickman, KY anchorage 
 

 
 
     I wanted to get an early start, so I got up at 6:30 and cast off at 7am.  One of the guys on the 
dock gave me some assistance dealing with the 2.5 – 3.0 knot current and the dock lines.  Angela 
was soon up, but the boys slept more than an hour longer.  The sounds of the engines and the 
water outside the boat did not interrupt their sleep in the forward cabin. 
 
     The current allowed us to achieve speeds that we usually don’t see, and we ran at 20 – 21 
knots for most of the day.  We only slowed down for small boats, tows and barges that needed it, 
ferries, etc.  It was clear and cool in the morning but warm to hot in the afternoon.  Winds were 2 
– 10 knots from the south and west.   
 
     Below Kimmswick there were a number of large quarries where rock is mined, sorted by size, 
and loaded onto barges for transportation.  Usually there were large numbers of barges at the 
loading docks on the shore and at anchor in the river.  Due to the congestion we had to go slow 
through those areas. 
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     When we passed the mouth of the Ohio River, we tried to explain to the boys what was going 
on there.  The lower Mississippi River was wider and deeper than it had been; it was 20 or so feet 
deep above that point and over 30 feet deep downstream of that intersection.  We could see two 
bridges up the Mississippi behind us and two bridges up the Ohio River off to our left.  The area 
was used for fleeting operations, and the tows and their loads became significantly larger below 
the Ohio.  Nikolas would say that a tow was large because it had three smokestacks, or three 
engines. 
 
     I called AMERICAN HERITAGE with a large number of barges ahead of him.  I was on his 
starboard side next to the bank.  I asked him to tell me how many barges he was pushing so I 
could tell my two grandsons.  He said 44, and I think that was the largest number we saw (six 
wide by seven long).  The grandsons came to the port side door to wave to him, and he came out 
of his pilothouse to wave to them.  A couple of days later the same captain called me from a 
different towboat to ask if we still had the grandchildren with us.  The boys again came to the door 
to return his wave.  We appreciated his interest in us. 
 
 

 
 
     Hoppie’s wife Fern had first told me about Hickman, KY as a possible place to spend the night.  
The Coast Guard CHEENA was docked there, and on a previous trip in 2000 we tied up to that 
boat for the night.  They gave us a tour of the boat and let us cook our breakfast there when our 
generator quit working.  They also helped us get the generator going again, so we had very good 
feelings about those guys. 
 
     We cruised down the river 191 miles and pulled into the Port of Hickman, KY.  It seemed like 
the water was lower there than last time, and there was a lot of exposed mud at the end of the 
anchorage.  We anchored fairly close to the boat ramp, but we had plenty of room to swing in 
case the wind reversed its direction.  We watched a small boat with three young guys in it.  They  
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were circling the harbor shooting arrows at carp that were jumping out of the water.  There were a 
lot of jumping fish, but I think you would have to be very good with a bow and arrow to hit one.  
They were good. 
 
     We dropped the dinghy and cruised around the area.  We talked to the boys with the bows 
and arrows. We went down to CHEENA and spoke to two young men on the cutter.  Neither had 
been there in 2000.  As we introduced ourselves, one of the young men said he knew my son 
Chuck, the father of our two grandchildren.  Stanley Wilson, age about 21, had trained with Chuck 
a few years earlier when he lived in Houston, in our neighborhood apparently.  It’s a small world. 
 
     We asked about walking to town, as I thought the boys could use some outside the boat 
exercise.  The arrow marksmen discouraged us saying the town was pretty much closed up on 
Sunday, and there was not much to see.  Angela didn’t really need any groceries, which was rare; 
so we gave it a miss.  We cruised to the end of the anchorage again looking at the birds there, 
and then we pulled the dinghy back on board and lashed it down. 
 
Monday, August 18, 2008, Hickman, KY anchorage to M emphis, TN 
 
     Again I got up early in order to get moving early in the day.  That’s a good practice for several 
reasons.  It gives you more time at your destination to take care of problems that arise during the 
day.  It allows you to cruise when the wind and temperature are at their lowest for the day.  It 
allows more time for slow travel if you need to limp into a harbor due to a breakdown of some 
kind.  I had the anchor up and the boat moving at 6:50am.   
 
     It was a little foggy but not bad.  We resumed our fast travel down the river.  I called the 
towboats often to find out where they wanted us to be, and I was surprised sometimes.  Usually 
you can tell where they will want you, and it’s usually on the inside of a bend in the river, but not 
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always.   
 
     We passed the largest towboat on the river, owned by the US Army Corps of Engineers.  It 
was named MISSISSIPPI, and it was pushing a little half-sized barge.  We saw it again in 
Memphis. 
 

 
 
     The old wing dams on the river were designed to force whatever current or water there was 
into the channel so navigation could occur during low water.  There were not hard to see and 
avoid during low water (see the photo).  I used to think the Coast Guard placed a buoy at the end 
of each wing dam, but I don’t anymore.  As the photo shows, the buoy was not at the end of the 
wing dam, and others had no buoy at all anywhere near the end.  Also there is the constant 
problem of buoys being pushed off station by a passing vessel, which was probably what 
happened to the missing buoy when we struck a wing dam on the upper Mississippi River in 
2003. 
 
     On one occasion the towboat captain asked me to overtake him on the one whistle side, which 
meant I would turn to my starboard and come around him between his load and the bank of the 
river.  I was very close to the bank, but the depth was over 60 feet there.  In fact, the ways the 
buoys are set up, we sometimes believed there was not enough width for two barge loads to pass 
in the bends, and that was the case sometimes.  The towboat captains would communicate on 
the radio and usually let the downbound towboat captain decide what he wanted them to do, and 
sometimes it was stop and wait. 
 
     We passed one towboat with barges and came immediately to another that seemed to be 
turned into the bank (LDB).  We noticed a green buoy over by the bank, and it was floating 
downstream.  I called the BRUCE DARST (towboat name) and asked him if I could come around 
him.  He was backing up, and I thought he would say on the one whistle or the river side but 
instead he directed me over to the bank of the river.  There was not enough room there but would 
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be as soon as he backed up, so we slowed to a crawl.  I then felt a vibration on the starboard 
side.  I thought the towboat had hit the green buoy and torn it loose from its cable, and we had 
picked up the cable.   
 

 
 
     I tried backing up to spin the propeller the other way, but the vibration persisted.  When I could 
get around the load I tried to plane off.  I had vibration at about 800 – 1000 RPMs but it went 
away with increased speed.  I concluded I might need a diver or a travel lift in Memphis to get rid 
of the offending cable, or rope, whatever it was. 
 
     I made a few phone calls and decided to go to the Memphis Yacht Club and have a diver go 
under the boat.  We pulled in there about 4pm, and William came to dive under the boat while we 
were filling up with diesel.  We took 682 gallons at $4.859, but a request to the commodore got 
his approval to give us the member discount of 10 cents per gallon, so our net price was $4.759, 
almost exactly what we had paid at Hoppie’s.  We had run 187 miles that day and 378 since the 
last fill up, so we were averaging 1.80 gallons per mile – not too bad considering our high speeds. 
 
     William said we did not have a rope or cable, and he could see no signs of one having been 
there recently.  He did say we had damaged the starboard prop, and each blade was turned 
inward a little bit.  He thought that could have caused our vibration.  I wasn’t happy with that 
because we had not hit anything just prior to experiencing the vibration.  He looked again and 
came up to say our starboard trim tab was hanging loose.  The clevis that held the trim tab to the 
hydraulic piston had broken, and he had a piece of it in order to get another – off the shelf or 
made in a machine shop if necessary.  He would work on that the following morning. 
 
     I had a spare prop, and we discussed changing out the prop.  William tried to get the nut off 
the shaft so he could then pull off the prop, but he didn’t have the right tools to do the job. 
 
     We moved to a slip next to his boat and home.  He helped us order pizza to be delivered to 
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the boat, and we ate on board.   
 
Tuesday, August 19, 2008, Lay Day for Maintenance 
 
     I got up early to change the oil and filters, thinking William might fix the trim tab and then we 
would leave.  I changed the oil and filters on the generator and the two CAT engines and added a 
little 30 wt oil to the starboard transmission.  The two boys got up and came down to the engine 
room to give me moral support.  They asked a lot of questions about what this was and that was, 
and I hope they learned something about the engines in the boat. 
 

 
 
     By 10:30 William had returned with the clevis, and then he went to eat.  I showered and 
changed and waited for him.  He went under the boat with his tools and parts, and the parts did 
not fit.  He had to go back to the shop and get a different thread size.  It was 2:30 before he got it 
installed. 
 
     We decided to stay another night there in Memphis.  Their slip fee was $1 per foot per night.  
Angela and the boys went up the hill on Mud Island and found a park with a large model of the 
rivers in the Mississippi River valley.  She encouraged me to come up and join them.  It was 
interesting.  We walked and walked, and I tried to explain to the boys how the rivers flowed into 
one another, the locks and dams, the Land Between the Lakes, etc.  Then we went back to the 
boat.   
 



 34 

 
 



 35 

 
 



 36 

 
 
     I asked William if he could replace the shaft seal on the generator water pump.  We had 
noticed it leaking a little bit as we left Green Bay.  I had all the parts necessary, and William 
removed and overhauled the water pump.  He told us to check out the museum by the park, and 
we went back up the hill and went through the museum.   
 
     It was very good, and the boys enjoyed it.  The museum admission included a round trip on 
the tram that connected Mud Island with the City of Memphis.  We had seen it make its short 
journey across the marina, and the boys were happy to get to ride on it.  We were the only 
passengers other than the bored attendant.  It closed at 6pm, and we went back to the boat. 
 
     William reinstalled the water pump, and we checked it out.  I paid his bill, and we ate on board.  
 
Wednesday, August 20, 2008, Memphis, TN to Pine Blu ff, AR 
 
     I really wanted to go home on Saturday, so I planned to be in Little Rock no later than Friday.   
I reasoned that I could arrive in Little Rock no later than noon on Friday and fly home on 
Saturday.  I was up and out of the marina at 7am.  The boys slept a couple of hours after that.  It 
rained most of the day. 
 
     We eased out into the river with a little fog.  We negotiated around an upstream towboat with 
barges and then planed off.  At 1300 RPMs I again experienced a vibration on the starboard side, 
but it did not bother us at planning speed.  I decided to go ahead; the Little Rock Yacht Club had 
a large travel lift so I could get the boat lifted out there. 
 
     We were due to meet the children’s other grandmother in Little Rock so they could spend a 
week with her.  She had a three- or four-hour one way drive to get to us, so midday Friday was 
the date and time we chose to meet. 
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     With the help of another Great Loop cruiser, Gary Barger, I planned to anchor just above Lock 
2 on the Arkansas River.  It looked like another day and a half from there to the yacht club, so it 
was beginning to be uncomfortably close time-wise. 
 
     Since we left Memphis early and had good speeds all the way, we got to the mouth of the 
White River (where you leave the Mississippi in order to get to the Arkansas River) at 1:40pm.  I 
was surprised to find a lock right inside the White River; it was not on my charts.  The lock was 
manned, and the radio contact said its name was Montgomery Point Lock.  It was not yet in use, 
so all we had to do was follow the red buoys up the LDB and around the lock.  It looked like they 
built the lock but had not yet built the dam. 
 
     We went up the river and passed a towboat with five barges in length.  It was tight getting 
around the bends.  When I spoke to him on the radio, he helped us get around him and advised 
us to stay inside the buoys as the river was low at that time.  We saw 6 feet on our depth indicator 
going around him.  The Arkansas River was not as wide as the Mississippi had been, and we 
made that adjustment early on the river. 
 
     When we got above Lock 2 it was about 2 or 3pm, so we kept going.  There was a marina at 
Pine Bluff, and I hoped and planned to make it that far.  I had called when we had telephone 
signal in Helena, AR; and the attendant said we could tie up there at the fuel dock for the night.  
The river charts gave no signs of any anchorages or depths on the river, so I was reluctant to 
take a chance by leaving the main river to look for an anchorage.  The markings on the river and 
the charts were different from other rivers I had been on, so I was not comfortable with taking any 
unnecessary risks regarding any running gear damage. 
 
     Somewhere on the first 10 or 20 miles of the Arkansas River we lost our vibration, making me 
think again it must have been a rope or cable.  Maybe it had been around the stabilizer?  No, 
when we left the starboard engine off or at idle and moved forward using only the port engine, we 
did not feel any vibration.  William had said the visibility was better than usual, but it could not 
have been very good in that muddy water.  Anyway, the prop needed changing and we could do 
that in Little Rock. 
 
     The lock attendants were very courteous, and we had no wait at Locks 1 -4.  There was very 
little traffic on the river except an occasional party barge with some local folks trying to catch fish 
in the late afternoon.  We had one strange bridge to get through.  It was low, and the procedure to 
request an opening was to key the mike on channel twelve, I think, four times in succession and 
wait for a tone.  Then the dispatcher would answer you on the radio, hear that you wanted the 
bridge to be raised, and he would raise it.  Then the procedure had to be repeated after you 
passed the bridge so he would know to lower the bridge.  Obviously the bridge operator was 
located somewhere else.  And if the radio did not work, we could do the exact same thing on a   
1-800 telephone number.  That’s what we did because he could not hear us on the radio. 
 
     We reached the Pine Bluff marina at 7pm, and Danny came over from his boat to help us get 
tied up.  He charged us $15, to cover the cost of the electricity, he said.  We had 50-amp power 
and good city water. 
 
     Angela grilled hot dogs and hamburgers for dinner.  I was tired after running for 12 hours and 
went to bed early.  We went through 4 locks during the day for a trip total of 14 locks. 
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Thursday, August 21, 2008, Pine Bluff to Little Roc k, AR 
 
     I was up at 6:30am, but we had a shorter day planned compared to Wednesday.  We left at 
9:20 with rain and overcast skies that persisted all day.  By 10:40 we were out of Lock 5.  We had 
a 20 minute wait at Lock 6, and we were out of there by 12:10. 
 
     The nature of the river bank up to that point had been that of a relatively flat terrain; outside 
the river bank we could see nothing high or tall.  The river bank itself sometimes had trees or 
other vegetation, and that’s about all we could see.  The river banks were fairly high and 
sometimes bare, which contributed to the feeling that we were low but above the banks there was 
flat land.  That changed only as we approached Little Rock, which lay between Locks 6 and 7.  
Apparently that city was situated at the foothills of some mountains or very high hills that changed 
the view from the boat dramatically.  Also it was the first city we had seen for a number of days.  
(We had seen grain elevators and the like, but no cities - even Pine Bluff, AR was invisible to a 
boater from the river.)    
 
     Little Rock was pretty from the water (most cities are, from a distance certainly), and we had 
about 6 or 7 bridges to go under in the downtown area.  None had to open for us, and their 
clearances allowed us to leave our antennas up, although the last one was close.  We could see 
mountains in the distance, and we started getting excited about the possibilities of a Fall cruise up 
and down the upper Arkansas River.  I had been to Hot Springs, AR many times on business and 
knew about the pretty hills and lakes there, but Angela knew very little about Arkansas.  Hot 
Springs was west and south of Little Rock on a different river, but still we were close to some high 
hills and mountains, which we both like to see. 
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     We had about 20 minutes wait at Lock 7, and we were out of there at 2pm or so.  We cruised 
up to the Little Rock Yacht Club and could not see a marked entrance channel.  I was terrified of 
leaving the marked channel.  Underwater hazards were marked all over the chart except in the 
navigation channel.  Still, the members must get their boats in there somehow.  We picked out a 
likely channel, and then we called the yacht club, our friend Gary, the harbormaster, anyone on 
the river on Channel 16, etc.  I finally reached Shaun, the harbormaster, and he confirmed the 
entrance channel we had suspected and guided us in to the fuel dock.  He was going to park us 
there while he decided where to put us for the next two months.  I guessed they didn’t have a 
steady business of selling fuel. 
 
     Shaun said we could not get a prop reconditioned there in Little Rock, so we blew off the idea 
of pulling the boat out of the water there and changing props.  We had not problems planning off, 
so we could just handle that prop problem in Houston. 
 
     After getting settled in, we took a walk around the grounds to see the boats and the facilities.  I 
wanted all of us to get some exercise, too.  That area was isolated from any other commercial 
establishments, and the yacht club seemed to have no building to meet, eat, shower, buy 
supplies, etc.  It was mainly a place to keep your boat and nothing else.  There were a lot of 
covered sheds of various sizes and boats to fit them, some very large and many smaller boats.  
The most popular boat was probably a houseboat, and we eventually tied up at the end of a shed 
that had 100’ slips for the storage of houseboats.  The marina was full, and Shaun had to move a 
barge to get a slip for us. 
 
     We let the parents and grandparents know we had arrived safely and made plans to pass the 
grandchildren on to their grandmother from Oklahoma the following day.  We ate on board and 
tried to pack and finish up some of our food supplies. 
 
     We went through 3 locks during the day for a trip total of 17 locks.  It was hot and humid, 
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muggy and rainy at the yacht club.  I was surprised to see the elevation there was only a 
few hundred feet above sea level.   
 
Friday, August 22, 2008, Lay Day 
 
     That day was our wedding anniversary; Angela and I had been married sixteen years. 
 
     We packed up the boys, got their toys and DVDs together, bundled up their hats, sunglasses, 
jackets, nylon trousers, life preservers, etc, and handed them over to Janet and Charles Ray 
about 12:30pm.  They lived just across the border in OK, near Ft. Smith, AR.  I would have liked 
to deliver the boys to them there, but it was time for us to take a break.  I was tired and felt the 
need to get back to Houston.  Angela and I liked the idea of seeing the upper river in the Fall, and 
that’s what we began to plan to do. 
 

 
 
     We got with Shaun about 4pm, filled up with diesel from a nearby barge, and settled into our 
new skip.  One of the neighbors from a houseboat helped us, and he invited us to have 
hamburgers with them and their friends later that evening.  Our satellite TV did not work well 
because the antenna could not see the southern sky well; the shed blocked the view.  Actually it 
worked on and off.  We were keeping up with Tropical Storm FAY and some of the political 
activities as the US prepared to elect a new President in November. 
 
     Our friends Gary and Coleen came to the boat at 6:30.  We visited for a while and then went to 
eat dinner in their car.  Right outside the yacht club was a country road with no buildings on it for 
a few miles.  We seemed to be way out in the country.  Then the civilization started, and we were 
in crowded suburbs.  There were a lot of choices of places to eat.  West Little Rock was fairly 
new, hilly, and pretty, with lots of trees and vegetation.  We enjoyed talking about our cruising 
experiences, plans and dreams relating to cruising and living out our retirements. 
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Saturday, August 23, 2008, Travel back to Texas 
 
      Gary and Coleen picked us up at 10am and drove us to the Little Rock Airport.  We caught a 
flight at 11:35 and arrived in Houston at 2pm.  It had been a good trip, and we looked forward to 
seeing the photos we had taken and remembering the fun times we had enjoyed with our 
grandchildren and friends on that cruise. 
 
Statistics for Year 2008 Cruise, Trips 1, 2, 3, and  4: 
 
              Engine  Generator                 Fuel        Fuel        Run     Lay    Travel  Total   No. of 
              Hours      Hours      Miles    Gallons     Costs      Days   Days   Days   Days  Locks 
 
Trip 1       37            39           400        846        $3877        5          5         2       12         2       
Trip 2       58            65           600        400        $1917        8          2         2       12         0 
Trip 3     107          183         1110      2238      $10595      18          3         2       23        73 
Trip 4       81          118         1310      2519      $11477      11          5         2       18        17 
 
Totals    283          405         3420      6003      $27866      42         15         8      65         92 
     
 
Average speed was 12.1 mph  
Running hours per running day were 6.7 
Miles per running day were 81 
Generator hours per running hour were 1.4 
Fuel usage was 21.2 gallons per hour 
Fuel usage was 1.76 gallons per mile 
Fuel cost was $4.64 per gallon 
Fuel cost was $8.1 per mile.   


