
2008 CRUISE 
TRIP 5 
LITTLE ROCK, AR TO CATOOSA (TULSA), OK AND RETURN 
October 16 – 31, 2008 
   
Thursday, October 16, 2008, Houston, TX to Little R ock, AR 
 
     Angela and I flew to Little Rock and rented a car.  We went to the boat and made a list and 
went back to the grocery store.  The weather was nice, Fall weather, cool (about 65o).  That last 
trip of the year was supposed to bring us and the boat back to Houston for the winter, but 
Hurricane IKE destroyed so many boat slips in the Houston area we decided to leave the boat in 
Little Rock for the winter. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
Friday, October 17 – Tuesday, October 21, 2008, Vis it Branson, MO to Enjoy Some Music  
 
     We drove to Branson and spent four nights there.  We saw three IMAX movies and 8 music 
shows.  The people there were very nice.  Each of the shows we attended took a moment to 
salute and thank our war veterans.  Patriotism was further evident in the singing of AMERICA at 
almost every show.  Gospel music and good old church hymns were mixed in with whatever else 
was on the program, and you got the feeling that the people were so nice because of their 
religion.   
 
     When we returned we had dinner with Gary and Coleen Barger and discussed a trip up to the 
end of the Arkansas River and back.  Gary and Coleen lived in Little Rock and had cruised a lot in 
the past few years.  I brought our AR River charts, and they indicated some possible anchorages 
on a few of the pages. 
 
Wednesday, October 22, 2008, Lay Day 
 
     We bought groceries for the trip and returned the car to the Little Rock airport.  Gary came to 
meet me and took me back to the boat.  We made some arrangements with a local supplier of GE 
appliances for a new microwave and an ice tray for our freezer.  We met a neighbor, Jennifer, 
who washed and waxed boats; and we discussed having her wax our boat.  Shaun washed the 
boat while we were gone and checked the water level in our batteries. 
 
Thursday, October 23, 2008, Little Rock, AR to Anch orage at Mile 187 on the AR River 
 
     It rained overnight, and the temperature in the salon was 61 at 8am (we usually slept with the 
heater turned off).  The high for the day was about 60 degrees F. 
 
     As we decided to spend the first night at anchor at Mile 187 (the yacht club was located at Mile 
131), we ran slowly and on one engine for an hour each side.  We had to go through two locks 
and had no delay at Lock 8.  At Lock 9 we were right behind a double load, so we waited for over 
2.5 hours and left the lock in the dark.  We traveled the last 8 - 9 miles in the dark, including 
passing RED BLUFF, the towboat with the double load.  We got anchored in Petite Jean River 
and spent a pleasant evening there, in sight of the channel but far away from any wakes. 
 



 
 

 



 
 
Friday, October 24, 2008, Anchorages at Mile187 to Mile 272, AR River  
 
     Again we planned for a slow day and had a slow breakfast before we left.  We were satisfied 
with the anchorage and the position we had left ourselves in the previous night (see the following 
photo). It was a clear, cool day, beginning at 50 degrees and ending above 70 degrees.  Cold 
fronts were common throughout that trip, and it was windy over much of the nation including our 
area.  We had hoped to see color in the leaves on the hillsides, but we did not see the brilliant 
reds and yellows we wanted to see.  There were some brown and yellow leaves, and some 
leaves had already fallen, so it did look like Fall or Winter. 
 



 
 
     We went through Locks 10 and 12 (there was no Lock Eleven) for a trip total of 4 locks, no 
delays on that day.  Dardanelle Lake, above Lock 10 (52 feet of lift) was large and pretty.  We did 
see one sailboat sailing on the lake, and Dardanelle was wide enough to sail a small boat, if the 
depth was available.  Just above the dam the LDB consisted of high rocky bluffs with red, brown, 
and tan colors.  It was the kind of lake I would like to explore, as it had many coves and minor 
channels to check out.  Russelville State Park was about 4 miles upstream of the lock, and its 
main lodge looked attractive from the river.  The hills were pretty even though the leaves were not 
brilliant.  Ozark Lake was above lock 12, and it was deep and narrow with some high hills and 
rocky banks, especially at the town of Ozark.  We were still in Arkansas until we passed Fort 
Smith on Saturday. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     The first anchorage was one Gary had recommended.  The second was one we picked based 
on getting to know the river charts.  We saw a sign that we thought pointed out a channel to Vine 
Prairie Park, and we pulled in there and found a fine anchorage way off the main channel.  Our 
depth was about 12 feet.  I was really too close to the sign on our left, the reason being I was 
afraid of the underwater obstructions shown on the chart to our right.  But after we anchored we 
stayed in one spot and did not swing at all. 
 
     At first we passed the entrance to that channel, and it’s interesting that we did because we 
experienced a shallow section about a half mile long.  When we went over that section the 
following morning in the fog, it did not concern me as I had already experienced it.  Ordinarily 
depths of 10 – 11 feet in the river would give me pause and make me wonder if I had drifted out 
of the channel.  The maintained channel was usually 15 – 25 feet deep.  We saw depths of 50 
feet above a couple of the dams, but depths above 40 feet were rare.  Dredging operations were 
going on at two locations on our route. 
 
     The AR River charts showed a lot of construction designed to control the river, but no depths 
or anchorages.  They had no latitude or longitude lines, but after using them a few days we got 
more comfortable with what they did show.  Mostly I was concerned about going aground, and 
many of the oxbows and side channels were way too shallow for our boat, or perhaps any boat. 
 
     Interstate Highway 40 roughly paralleled the river as we made our way west and north towards 
Oklahoma.  That trip was our first time to visit that state by boat. 
 

 
 
Saturday, October 25, 2008, Anchorage at Mile 272, AR to Muskogee, OK 
 
     It was cold overnight, so we had fog in the morning.  It was pretty thick, but we had radar, and 
I wanted to be on our way.  I had the anchor up at 8:15am, made an announcement on the VHF, 
and entered the channel.  I passed the shallow spot in the main river channel and came up 



behind a towboat with barges, DAVID WORK.  We passed him and hit thicker fog, slowing us to a 
crawl.  It opened up soon, and we were on our way again. 
 
     At 9:45 we were at Lock 13.  It seemed slow to drain and to fill again once we were inside.  
We were out at 10:15 or so.  We were then on Lake Trimble.  We passed the town of Van Buren, 
AR.  A marina there was reported to be near downtown with interesting sites to see.  I called that 
marina and left a message about a slip for the night but received no return call.  We went into the 
Mayo lock, Lock 14, at noon, and we passed Fort Smith, AR and then entered Oklahoma.  The 
hills in OK were not as high as those in Arkansas.   
 
     We went into Lock 15 about 1pm.  Lock 15 provided 54 feet of lift, and Lake Kerr above it was 
large and pretty.  It had alternate channels, marinas, parks, and interesting scenery.  It was 30 
miles long.  We spoke to the operators of two trawlers on their way to Van Buren from having 
bottom jobs done at Three Forks Marina. 
 
     We went into Lock 16 about 3:45 and arrived at Three Forks Marina at 5pm.  We met Wayne 
McManus and his wife Rhonda.  They had moved there from Alabama to run the new marina.  
We had a nice conversation with them; both were very nice people.  We discussed fuel; Wayne 
had sold most of his 1,000 gallon tank and did not have enough to fill us up.  He would see about 
getting more on Monday morning.  The marina was new, and a new River Center building was 
nearby. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 
Sunday, October 26, 2008, Muskogee to Catoosa (Tuls a), OK and Return  
 
     It had been recommended to me that we skip the final 50 miles of the Arkansas River, but I 
wanted to see it all.  We left at 8:50am and went through Lock 17 about 10am.  They said they 
would call ahead, but Lock 18 was not prepared for us when we got there at 11:10.  However, at 
lock 18 they were not expecting anyone else, so they said they would leave the lock chamber full 
and ready for us on our return.  We reached the Port of Catoosa about 1pm, took some photos, 
and turned around and headed back downstream. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
     The upper river was smaller than the lower.  In fact, the dredged channel was on the Verdigris 
River instead of the Arkansas River.  It was like a canal.  I thought it would be very commercial, 
since it ended in a port near Tulsa, OK.  But it really was like a rural canal in a flat countryside, no 
hills or any view at all above the trees bordering the canal.  It was very much the same for almost 
all of the 50 miles, with almost no commercial or residential buildings.  The trees were shedding 
their leaves in the wind, and that reminded me of Falls of the past.  The photos don’t show it, but 
many of the leaves hitting the water were a pretty yellow color.  It was a pretty day, but windy – 
up to 22 knots on the wind instrument at times, from the N and NE. 
 
     Lock 18 was ready and waiting for us, as was Lock 17.  We may have been their only 
customers for the day.  We saw no towboats and only a couple of fishing boats during the entire 
day.  We tied up at the fuel dock at 4:30 and were back in our slip by 5:30.  The slip fee was 
$0.50 per foot plus $5 for electricity per night. 
 
   We took all diesel fuel Wayne’s pumps would deliver – 440 gallons.  He loaned us a car to go to 
the grocery store for a head of lettuce.  I wanted to buy fuel there the following day because I had 
checked at Applegate Marina on Kerr Lake and their diesel was $4.80 per gallon.  Wayne’s diesel 
was $3.589 on Sunday, and the new load was $3.059 per gallon.  Three marinas, Little Rock, 
Applegate, and Three Forks, were the only three marinas on the Arkansas River system where 
we could buy diesel fuel. 
 



 
 

 



 
Monday, October 27, 2008, Muskogee, OK to Anchorage  at Mile 272, AR 
 
     Wayne was able to get more diesel fuel, so we waited until his tank was full at 9:30am.  By 
10:30 we were full of diesel and water and had pumped out the holding tank.  We considered 
staying there for the winter, but we had already made our plans for Little Rock and we stuck with 
those plans. 
 
     Basically we reversed the route we had taken on Saturday.  We went through 4 locks and saw 
no towboats with barges and no fishermen.  We did see one sailboat at anchor.  It was cold in the 
morning and stayed cold all day long.  The high was in the 50s.  The first major frost or freeze 
warning was issued for Oklahoma as we were leaving. 
 
     Our first lock was number 16.  I realized I had a potential problem with the shift mechanism.  
With the port engine in reverse and the starboard in forward, I felt some resistance that was new.  
It was like one of the shift levers wanted to interfere with the other.  I called Little Rock to speak to 
Buddy, a mechanic that had been recommended to me by other boaters at the yacht club. 
 
     We were into Lock 16 about noon and into Lock 15 about 2pm.  It was windy and cold, and the 
river was choppy.  We went into Lock 14 about 3pm and were out 15 minutes later.  At 5pm we 
entered Lock 13, and we pulled into the anchorage about 6pm.  The wind was from the NW, so 
we anchored a little further to the right than the first time; and, like the first time, once the anchor 
dug in, we stayed in one spot all night.  Our depth was about 13 feet.  We ran the generator to 
cook and watch television during dinner, but we slept with it off. 
 

 
 



 
 
Tuesday, October 28, 2008, Anchorage at Mile 272 to  Little Rock, AR 
 
     At 8am we had ice on the decks and handrails outside the boat.  It was 50 degrees inside 
when I started the generator.  There was considerable fog, too, due to the cold air and relatively 
warm water.  I got the anchor up at 8:15 and turned the boat around.  I hit something on the way 
out, a glancing blow with no repercussions.  Next time I would stay a couple of boat lengths away 
from the sign to the park.  I made a radio announcement and entered the channel.  The radar 
showed no one in the channel, and the fog was patchy enough to get up some speed.  Soon it 
burned off, and we were planning.   
 
     Ozark Lake was deep throughout, compared to the other AR River lakes.  The lock was 
between Mile 256 and 257.  A man named John, who used to be with the Corps of Engineers, 
drove to the lock to see us.  He and his grandson, from Alaska, were at his house on the hill and 
saw us come down the river.  He decided to bring his grandson to the lock and talk to us, and he 
did.  It was interesting.  He said to come see him if we needed anything; his was the house at the 
end of the mountain. We went into the lock at 9:05 and came out at 9:40 (Lock 12). 
 
     At Mile 241 we saw our first towboat of the day, named ARKANSAS, with twelve barges 
headed upstream.  Shortly thereafter we passed FRANCES ANN with 15 barges.  It stayed cold 
all day, but we turned the generator off and enjoyed the warm sun in the pilothouse; the rest of 
the boat was cold.  Dardanelle Lake was 52 miles long, and I thought it was a very pretty lake.  It 
had many side channels and coves that I would love to explore in a dinghy.  It had several state 
and local parks located in some of those coves.  We saw one die-hard fisherman in a boat.  He 
was bundled up in the cold. 
 



 
 



 
 
     I always called the towboat and asked the captain which side he preferred us to pass on.  
Sometimes I could anticipate his needs, sometimes not.  Channel 16 was the hailing channel for 
all boats and locks, and the locks would then switch to Channel 14 for any conversation.  Then 
they would go back to 16 after the conversation.  The lockmasters and towboat captains we 
spoke to were unfailingly pleasant and helpful.   



 
 
     We reached Dardanelle Lock about noon; it took 30 minutes to fill it up, get us in, and empty it 
out again; and then we were on our way downstream.  I thought Winthrop Rockefeller Lake, 
below Dardanelle Lock, had the highest hills, including Petit Jean Mountain just above our first 
anchorage.  Petit Jean Mountain was the home of Arkansas’s first and flagship state park, with 
waterfalls, caves, hiking trails, camping, sheer bluffs, and spectacular scenery. 
 



 
 
     At Mile 183 we passed the tow WHITE WING with 15 barges, who had just come from Lock 9 
an hour or so earlier.  He told us of a double load going downstream at Lock 9 as he headed 
upstream.  When we got to the lock the double load was still in process; we waited for about an 
hour.  Then we passed that tow BROTHER WILSON with 12 barges about 5 miles downstream of 
the lock.  We were into the lock at 3pm and out at 3:15. 
 



 
 
     We were hoping to get to Little Rock before dark, and any long delays at the locks would 
seriously jeopardize that plan.  When we got to Lock 8, our last for the day, we had nothing but a 
minor delay, in at 4:15 and out at 4:30.  Lock 8 was really named Toad Suck Ferry Lock; the 
photo proves it.  We tied up at the yacht club at 5:50 pm, and it was dark an hour later. 
 



 
 
     We had covered 141 miles on the day and gone through 4 locks – 20 locks for Trip 5.  Overall 
mileage was 630 miles for Trip 5 and 4,050 miles for all of 2008.  We had plans for maintenance 
and winterizing over the following two days, with a return to Houston scheduled for Friday. 
 
Wednesday, October 29, 2008, Lay Day 
 
     We slept late and began to pack for the trip home and for leaving the boat there for the winter.  
The air temperatures were in the high-60s and low-70s those last few days in Arkansas.  We had 
dinner with Gary and Coleen and discussed our Arkansas River cruising experiences. 
 



 
 
Thursday, October 30, 2008, Lay Day 
 
     The new microwave oven was delivered along with the new tray for the ice maker.  Buddy 
came by and checked out the shift mechanism.  We added some hydraulic fluid and increased 
the air pressure on the system.  John, a friend of Buddy’s, came by to discuss changing out our 
air conditioner compressors, a program I had planned for Houston.  I spoke to Shaun about 
winterizing and wrote some of these logs.  We packed suitcases and threw away stuff and tried to 
eat up all the remaining food.  I took some photos of the Little Rock Yacht Club; it was a beautiful 
day. 
 



 
 



 
 
Friday, October 31, 2008, Travel to Houston, TX 
 
     Gary came by to get us at 11am.  We left Little Rock at 12:50pm and arrived in Houston at 
3:30pm. 
 
Statistics for Year 2008 Cruise, Trips 1, 2, 3, 4,a nd 5:  
 
              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 
Trip 5      42             34           630      1250        $4000        6          7         2       16         20  
 
Totals    325          439         4050      7253      $31866      48         22        108     81      112 
     
 
Average speed was 12.5 mph  
Running hours per running day were 6.8 
Miles per running day were 84.4 
Generator hours per running hour were 1.35 
Fuel usage was 22.3 gallons per hour 
Fuel usage was 1.79 gallons per mile 
Fuel cost was $4.39 per gallon 
Fuel cost was $7.87 per mile. 
 


