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2009 CRUISE 
TRIP 1 
LITTLE ROCK, AR TO IUKA, MS 
AUGUST 24 – SEPTEMBER 15, 2009 
 
Monday, August 24, 2009, Houston, TX to Little Rock , AR 
 
     Tom Johnson and I flew to Little Rock via Dallas where we met Fred Wilkinson; the three of us 
were going to cruise together from Little Rock.  We left Houston at 8:30am and arrived in Little 
Rock at 11:15.  After renting a car we drove towards the yacht club and stopped at a Firehouse 
Subs for lunch.  I needed food at that point, and the sandwiches were good. 
 
     We arrived at the boat about 1:30 and unloaded our luggage.  We made a grocery list after 
taking inventory of what we had on board, and we called the cleaning crew, the mechanic, and 
the yacht club about our arrangements.  We drove to the nearby Kroger store and stocked up on 
groceries.  Then we went back to the boat and pumped out the water tank, replacing the old 
water with fresh.  The cleaning crew finished their work, and the boat looked pretty good, inside 
and out.   
 
     We went out to dinner and bought a few more groceries on the way back to the boat.  I set the 
air conditioners so they would cool only.  We unpacked and settled in; Tom took the bunk and 
Fred slept in the forward stateroom as he was scheduled for three weeks aboard. 
 
Tuesday, August 25, 2009, Little Rock to Pine Bluff , AR 
 

 
 
     Buddy Payne arrived at 8am with a helper, and he tried to adjust or repair the sliding glass 
door from the cockpit into the salon.  It needed a new set of rollers, we thought; so he could not 
fix it.  They changed out the absorbent pads under the engines for new ones, and I paid his 
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invoices.  We met with Hans for diesel fuel at 9:30 or so, and Steve Owens drove over to say 
Hello and Good Bye – he is such a nice man.  I realized Buddy had forgotten to charge me for a 
new battery in the dinghy, so I called him and he came back to pick up a check.  I paid the yacht 
club bill, and we pulled out at 11am. 
 
     Twenty minutes later we were at Lock 7; the lockmaster told us we raised too much of a wake 
on our way down the river, so we planed on cooling it when houses were apparent on the bank.  
He was very nice about it.  We eased on down through Little Rock and some of the best scenery 
on the Arkansas River for that trip.  Below Little Rock the land is flat and not very scenic. 
 
     We went through Locks 6 and 5, and when we got to the Rob Roy Bridge a towboat arranged 
with the remote operator to open the bridge for both of us.  I had misplaced my instruction sheet 
from the upstream trip, and later I found it in my copy of Quimby’s.  It was a complicated 
procedure of clicking the mike four times on Channel twelve and waiting for a tone and then the 
operator would speak to you, etc. 
 
     Just upstream of Lock 4 we turned into Pine Bluff Harbor and tied up at Island Harbor Marina.  
C. O. met us at the fuel dock and collected $15 for the overnight docking with 220 volt power.  I 
grilled salmon and steamed broccoli and cauliflower, and Tom made a salad.  It was a great 
meal.   
 

 
 
     After dinner we walked to the road and made a few phone calls while we walked.  Cell phone 
signals were not strong.  Fred had Sprint, and Tom and I had Verizon.  Both seemed to work 
about the same, although Fred’s signal on his Blackberry was occasionally better than mine.  We 
watched a DVD called Master and Commander after dinner and called it a night. 
 
Wednesday, August 26, 2009, Pine Bluff to Montgomer y Point, AR       
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     I made breakfast of eggs and bacon for the three of us.  It started with a few slices of bacon, 
but the eggs had frozen in the refrigerator.  I intended to fry the eggs but made a change to 
scrambled; and they turned out pretty well.  We had toast and English muffins and coffee and 
considered ourselves entertained and well fed.  
 

 
 
     We left at 10 am and went through Locks 4 and 3, and then we had a problem.  It seemed that 
we had problems getting enough engine power.  Tom checked the bilge and reported a lot of fluid 
under the port engine.  I looked and found that the stabilizer system had a broken hose, right at 
the high pressure fitting on the power take-off, and all the hydraulic fluid was in the bilge under 
the engine.  That meant the stabilizers were a deficit instead of an asset, and we could not pin 
them into a straight ahead position.  We tried to catch them in a lined up position (to accept the 
pins) by going slow, going backwards, going faster, etc; but none of that worked.  I decided to go 
ahead and accept going slower, but that proved to be the wrong decision. 
 
     We arrived at the new lock at Montgomery Point at the intersection of the White River (which 
is the way you get from the Arkansas River to the Mississippi River) and the Mississippi, and the 
lockmaster said we could tie up to the floating guide wall downstream of the lock.  We did that at 
4:45pm, thinking the following day we would go up the Mississippi River to Memphis and the 
stabilizer problem would only slow us down. 
 
     Hamburgers and ranch-style beans were our dinner that night, but the beans Tom bought had 
jalapeños already mixed in and were hot to the taste.  We watched the DVD “TAKEN”.  It was a 
shoot ‘em up that Angela and I had seen a few days earlier – lots of gunplay. 
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Thursday, August 27, 2009, Montgomery Point, AR to Memphis, TN  
 
     I was up at 5:45, and we pulled away from the wall at 6:25.  The Mississippi River was right 
there, so we entered at Mile 600 and immediately felt the current in the river.  It seemed to not be 
great, but it really slowed us down, in addition to the stabilizer wings wobbling around and 
providing more friction.  The best speed we could get was 13 knots, and we were probably at an 
engine load factor of close to 100%.  We could not see that factor on the screen we were using, 
but we later checked it and paid more attention to it as the day wore on.  I had done this before, 
but on the upper river; and the current had not been as much of a factor as it was now. 
 
     At 9:25 I was showing Fred and Tom the lights that indicate when a bilge pump comes on, and 
the aft engine room bilge pump light came on.  Now that bilge pump is higher than the forward 
bilge pump, so for it to come on first indicated a major problem.  I immediately went to the engine 
room to check it out.  The motor mounts had sheared and the starboard engine had slid forward 
three inches or so.  Water from the exhaust was pouring into the bilge from the exhaust elbow 
which was no longer connected to the exhaust piping.  I went back to the pilot house and asked 
Tom to stop the starboard engine and run only on the port engine.  The bilge pump stopped 
running after that. 
 
     I called the Memphis Yacht Club where we had a reservation for that evening.  They 
recommended Marine Supply Company and had Sandy Coles call me back.  Sandy said they 
could fix us up when we got to Memphis but insisted his labor rate was $100 per hour.  I thought 
that was his and told him so.  The diver, William, whom we had met on the last stop in Memphis, 
worked for Sandy and would be doing a lot of the repairs.  I told Sandy the same thing had 
happened to us in Canada – the motor mounts had sheared on the port engine – and a single 
mechanic had made the repairs in a day and a half all by himself.  I told him that two people 
would have a hard time working together in that small engine room. 
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     The boat was going upstream at 6 or 7 knots and 20 gallons per hour fuel consumption.  We 
thought we might get there without running out of fuel, which we would not have done with both 
engines – the drag from the stabilizers was too great.  Sandy said the motor mounts sheared 
because we were pushing the boat too hard – I don’t know if that was correct, it may have been.  
We thought we would stop somewhere short of Memphis and spend the night and get to 
Memphis on Friday.  Sandy said his labor rate was higher on the weekend.  I asked him to quote 
me a labor rate for Saturday and Sunday because if it was much higher I would just wait until 
Monday to have the repairs made.  Sandy called back and left a message that he and William 
had talked and agreed to hold the labor rate at $100 per hour for the weekend. 
 
     Internet access was spotty, but I was able to photograph the port and starboard motor mounts 
and send the photos to Sandy so he could order new ones.  We discussed where to spend the 
night and then to go ahead without stopping.  I had been on the boat in the dark before, and there 
were no good options as to an anchorage or a marina.  If we got into Memphis on Thursday night 
the repairs could begin immediately.  I made the arrangements with the marina and with Sandy. 
 
     At 11:30 we had sandwiches and chips for lunch.  At 1pm we passed Helena, AR making 6.3 
knots and burning 21 gallons per hour.  At 4pm we were at Mile 680 making the same speed and 
fuel usage.  Memphis was located at Mile 736, so we had a ways to go at that point.  Sometimes 
our speed decreased due to bends and narrow stretches in the river, and then we would see 4 or 
5 knots.  
 
     As it got dark the navigation became very interesting.  We usually talked to the tow boats, but 
one of those captains told us to pass him on the one whistle side.  That meant we turned to 
starboard and pass him port to port.  We were running along the red buoys on the inside of the 
bend in the river.  As he turned and headed to us he said on the radio, “You’d better be right on 
those red buoys because I plan to aim right for them.”  We got out of the channel as he came by 
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to make sure he would hit a buoy and not us if he got too close.  He may have been the guy who 
blinded us with his spotlight, but I think it was another one.  Usually they are very helpful and use 
their powerful spotlights to help me see a buoy that I had been looking for. 
 

 
 
     We made it into Memphis about midnight and tied up to the fuel dock at 12:10am.  Jim was 
still there but leaving for the night and for vacation.  Barry was there the next day.  We went to 
sleep after getting shore power turned on. 
 
Friday, August 28, 2009, Lay Day in Memphis, TN  
 
     Sandy came by at 8am to discuss the repairs.  He wanted us to move the boat around to the 
other side of the fuel dock so William could go under the boat and assess any damages there.  
We did, and he did; and he said the strut stopped the shaft moving any further forward.  Sandy 
got the high pressure hose off the stabilizer and took it to a shop to get a replacement.  Later he 
called and said William should take off the other hose; the pressure rating was only 1500 pounds, 
and that’s what our system was set on.  He wanted to replace both hoses with 2300 psi rated 
hoses.  I told William, and he got the hose off.  Otherwise William said he was waiting for Sandy.  
I called Sandy to be sure he was not on our payroll while he was waiting. 
 
     Tom decided he needed to go home; his knee was bothering him.  He checked flights and 
made arrangements to fly out of Nashville, and Fred called his friend Les who lived in Memphis.  
Les and Pat came by the boat and visited a while.  Then we went with Les to the airport where 
Tom could get a rental car to drive to Nashville.  Les and Pat took us to Huey’s, a local favorite 
hamburger restaurant for lunch. 
 
     Groceries were next at the Piggly Wiggly, and then we went back to the boat.  We stowed 
everything and made plans to clean up and go with Les and Pat to meet some other people at 
5:55pm.  That was good, and we grilled steaks on the boat after that. 
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     Sandy said he had ordered motor mounts from CT in an effort to save money, and they came 
in but would not work so he ordered Caterpillar motor mounts from PA.  Meanwhile they set up a 
complicated sawing arrangement to cut some small pieces of wood to block up the engine while 
they removed the existing motor mounts.  They reinstalled the stabilizer hoses and charged the 
system with hydraulic fluid.  It seemed like they were finished with that part of the work. 
 
Saturday, August 29, 2009, Lay Day in Memphis, TN  
 
     Sandy had a cup of our coffee at 7:30am, and he chatted a while.  At 8:30 he said he had to 
go to get the motor mounts; they were due in at 10am??  Nothing much was done until he 
returned about 11:30am.  They started work on the engines, and Fred and I walked up the hill to 
the Mud Island Tram.  We rode it across the water and then walked down the hill to the station for 
the trolley.  We got the Riverfront Loop trolley and took it over to Union Street.  We wanted to try 
the ribs at the Rendezvous Restaurant. 
 
     That was quite an experience.  Located in an alley and below street level, too, the 
Rendezvous sold almost nothing but pork ribs.  We each got a full order and ate the entire thing 
and later wished we had left a few there.  They did not serve desert, so we were grateful for small 
favors.  We walked back to the tram and went back across the river.  I showed the river model to 
Fred, and we walked a portion of it but not all. 
 
     Fred was having fun with his new Blackberry phone and Facebook, so I asked him to tell me 
about Facebook.   He did, and I set up a page and began to identify friends on Facebook.  I 
uploaded some photos from our trip.  Fred and I both emailed and called people on the cell 
phones while we were waiting for the mechanics. 
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     Not much progress was made, in my opinion, on Saturday.  They got the old engine mounts 
off but did not put the new ones on.  William unbolted the shaft coupler from the transmission, but 
I’m not sure when – it may have been Sunday.  We filled up the water tank, showered and 
dressed, and met Les for dinner that evening.  It was enjoyable, and we really got to know him 
well.  We picked up a few groceries and went back to the boat. 
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Sunday, August 30, 2009, Lay Day in Memphis, TN  
 
     The mechanics said they would be there at 8am, and I think they were.  They seemed to have 
gotten it together and were seriously at work that morning.  They installed the new motor mounts 
on the engine and aligned the shaft with the motor mount adjustments.  Fred and I did laundry at 
the marina’s free washer and dryer; we washed sheets, towels, and clothes. 
 
     By 3pm or so they were ready for a sea trial, so we backed the boat up and went out into the 
Wolf River channel.  At the last moment Sandy invited three of his friends to jump on board for a 
ride; I think he had a serious problem with boundaries; he didn’t ask me if it was all right to do 
that.  The boat seemed to perform well in the Mississippi River, and the stabilizers worked well.  
We went back into the marina and tied up to the fuel dock to fill up with diesel fuel. 
 
     Sandy and I discussed his payment.  He didn’t have his invoice ready but he wanted to do 
something else with his friends so he said he would come by the next morning at 6:30 with the 
invoice.  He needed to get an invoice for air freight, too.  He initially said he only accepted cash, 
and I said I usually paid by credit card, so we had a problem with the method of payment.  I 
discussed with Barry giving him my credit card info to back up a check to Sandy, and that 
seemed to be a possible way to do it. 
 
     We bought 700 gallons of diesel, and filled up with water.  We grilled chicken for dinner.   
 
     Sandy came by with an invoice.  Before he showed it to me he wanted his wife and daughter o 
see all over the boat.  Then he presented the invoice, and I was shocked.  He had reneged on his 
promise to hold the labor rate at $100 per hour through the weekend.  He wanted time and a half 
for Saturday and double time for Sunday.  I objected strenuously, and I told him I was 
uncomfortable discussing this in front of his family,  After all, he was backing down on his word, 
which to me was unthinkable.  A man’s word is his bond – sacred.  A promise made must be 
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kept.  But not to Sandy.  He asked his wife and daughter to leave, and he began threatening me 
with the sheriff.  It was an impossible situation; Sandy would not honor his promise, and I was 
having trouble accepting that.  Finally Sandy agreed to time and a half for Sunday as well as for 
Saturday, and I paid his bill, accepting that he was not an honest person and I plan to never do 
business with him again.  Barry with the marina was a prince, and we really appreciated dealing 
with him. 
 
Monday, August 31, 2009, Memphis, TN to Hickman, KY  
 
     I got up at 5:45, and we left the dock at 6:15.  From Mile 736 we wanted to get to Hickman, KY 
at Mile 921, so we needed to use all the daylight we had available.  The boat ran well, but we 
were using the fuel at a high rate.  We worried that we might run out before we reached Kentucky 
Lake, the next possible fuel stop. 
 

 
 
     At 11:30 we had tuna fish sandwiches.  Tom had left some tuna pouches for us, and we used 
and enjoyed them – thanks, Tom!  At noon the temperature was in the 70s, very nice.  At 1pm we 
passed Caruthersville, MO at Mile 845 with its casino boat on the RDB.  We had run 7 hours and 
made good 110 miles. 
 
     At 2pm we passed the lower entrance to Island No. 14, TN where we had anchored several 
times before.  It was a good anchorage, but we wanted to make more miles for the day. 
 
     At 5pm we slowed to 7.5 knots to save fuel.  Sunset was at 7:30, and it looked like we had 
some time to run at a lower speed and save some fuel.  I think it was a good idea.  We dropped 
from 14 knots to 7.5 and cut the fuel burn from 48 gallons per hour to 15 gallons per hour. 
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     We ran at that speed for two hours and arrived in the Port of Hickman, KY at 7pm.  We passed 
the ferry, the Coast Guard cutter CHENA, and some barges and loading platforms; and we 
anchored in 19.5 feet of water.  Everything was calm all night long.  We grilled the remaining two 
chicken breasts and ate them with a salad. 
 
Tuesday, September, 1, 2009, Hickman to Grand River s, KY 
 
     I was up at 5:40am but ate breakfast in addition to my usual shower, so we pulled up the 
anchor and left at 7am.  We ran with the generator off for 1.5 hours.  At 9:25 we arrived at the 
junction of the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers and turned right into the Ohio.  The Ohio was wider 
and cleaner and had more traffic in the way of towboats with barges.  We passed the fleeting 
area near Cairo, IL and spoke with a towboat captain about the upstream locks.  Olmsted was still 
under construction; we would by pass it and Lock 53.  We would have to lock through at Lock 52, 
however. 
 

 
 
     So we planned off when we could and got up to the Lock 52 and had to anchor and wait for 
about1.5 hours while a tow with barges went up and a different tow with barges came down.  
Then we could go in and up 9 feet.  The operator said that was the busiest lock in the USA. 
 
     Our big decision was to go the short way up the Tennessee River and hope we could get 
through the KY Lock, or go a little further and up the Cumberland River and Lake Barkley Lock.  
The Tennessee was shorted and straighter, so most of the tows used it; so our chances of being 
delayed at the lock were increased using that route.  If we went 10 miles further and up the 
Cumberland, we might run out of fuel as the Cumberland was 8 miles longer below the lock – a 
total of 18 more miles.  We decided to use the Tennessee since it was shorter, and that was 
probably the right decision. The lock personnel do not plan; they just take care of the loads as 
they arrive.  So we could not get a meaningful recommendation from them over the phone 
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although we tried.  We went slowly to use less fuel, and that took us twice as long as going fast.   
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           At 4:30 we were anchored at KY Lock waiting for the second half of a double load to come out.  I 
have never seen anything move as slowly as that tow and barge string.  When we got in the lift was 
slow, too.  We called Green Turtle bay and asked for assistance making reservations at Patti’s in 
Grand Rivers.  We also found out the fuel docks in that area closed at 6pm, so we could not get fuel 
after we got out of the lock anyway.  We were into the lock at 6:30, up 57 feet, out into Kentucky 
Lake, and to GTB at 7:30, just as the daylight was ending.  I had never seen the fuel gauges so 
low. 
 
     Wally Moore had flown to Nashville and landed at 2:30.  Brian with GTB had driven a van to pick 
him up and deliver him to the marina.  He borrowed a van and went to the grocery store while we 
were stuck in the lock.  When we pulled in he signaled us where our slip was located and helped us 
to tie up.  We put his luggage and groceries on the boat and went to Patti’s in their courtesy van.  
We had a great meal there and went back to the boat for some much needed sleep. 
 
Wednesday, September 2, 2009, Grand Rivers, KY to D over Island, TN  
 
     We wanted to get fuel; we needed fuel.  The fuel dock opened at 8am, and we were there at 
7:30am.  John was early also, so we got started fueling before 8am.  We bought 810 gallons, 90% 
of the maximum capacity of 900 gallons.  I was surprised we had that much left because the 
gauges read as low as they did.  We filled up with water and left the fuel dock at 9:30am. 
 

 
 
     I had a problem immediately.  The throttles would not respond with higher RPMs.  I headed back 
to the marina and called them for assistance.  Then I remembered: I had shut all the fuel valves so I 
could get a good record of how much went into each tank.  After I opened some fuel valves, the 
engines ran a lot better.  I apologized to the marina and went upstream on Lake Barkley. 
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     At the low end of the lake the water spread out over a large area.  The channel was narrow, 
however; and the old river channel was deep when we were in the proper place.  Out of the channel 
we might go aground, so we all three looked for buoys and studied the chart.  Wally took over the 
piloting; he particularly likes to do that.  The river wound back and forth across the horizon, and 
there were quite a few marinas in that area.  We passed the Kentucky State Prison that looked like 
an old castle. 
 
     There were 60 miles to go before we could anchor behind or next to Dover Island in Tennessee.  
We ran about 9 knots and took it easy.  We passed a few towboats going either direction.  We saw 
lots of islands, and sometimes the channel looked like the old river due to trees on islands on both 
sides of the channel.  At other times we could see far away, including islands and water; so we felt 
we were in a shallow lake rather than a narrow river. 
 
     It was necessary to make arrangements to go through the lock at Cordell Hull Lock and Dam at 
least a day early.  The procedure was to call Old Hickory Lock and talk to them about your plans.  
Old Hickory personnel would go to Cordell Hull in order to open the lock for you, as there were no 
lock personnel at Cordell Hull except on request.  I called and spoke to a Mr. Ross who was very 
pleasant.  Our plan was to go through the CH Lock at 9am on Saturday and again at 9:30am on 
Monday.  He wrote that down and said it was a done deal. 
 
     At 3:50pm we anchored beside Dover Island, where I had anchored on a similar cruise in 2001.  
I made a batch of chocolate fudge, one of my specialties, to last throughout the cruise.  At 7pm we 
grilled and ate hamburgers.  We had light rain beginning just as I finished grilling the burgers.  It 
rained lightly for a few hours right after sunset. 
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Thursday, September 3, 2009, Dover Island to Nashvi lle, TN 
 
     Fred said there was a thunderstorm at 5am, but I did not hear it.  I was up at 6am, and after 
breakfast we pulled up the anchor and moved into the channel ahead of a towboat with barges.  
There were a number of serious fishermen in the area and throughout the day on the Cumberland.  
We ran slowly up the river, sometimes without the generator.  By 1:15 we were at Cheatham Lock 
and Dam.  The lockmaster said a double load was coming down so we should anchor or wait for 
about 1.5 hours before we could go up.  We did anchor, and we went up 26’ at 3pm. 
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     The weather was cool and overcast in the morning, warming up in the afternoon with a cool 
breeze.  We got into Commodore Yacht Club at 5:30, just after the Harbormaster left at 5pm.  Mr. 
Mel Lowe was very helpful to us; he called the previous day to warn us about a barge hitting the 
bridge to Ashland, TN above Cheatham Dam.  The damage was not great, but a barge was sunk; 
so we appreciated his thoughtfulness in letting us know about it. 
 
     The yacht club was clean and neat, well maintained and thoughtfully equipped.  The grounds 
were nice, and the entrances to the boat sheds were very attractive.  There were three large boat 
sheds, and the club had some large yachts in those sheds.  The entrance channel had several 
twists in it, and it was shallow.  I was worried about hitting rocks on the bottom but found out later it 
was a mud bottom, not rock. 
 
     We tied up to A Shed and plugged into shore power.  Then we walked around the grounds.  
Wally struck up a conversation with a young man at a nearby home – a double wide trailer, I 
believe.  There were several truck and two police cars there; we thought it might be a store of some 
kind.  Three young police officers lived there, and they patrolled the marina during the evening 
hours.  Those young men offered to drive us a mile or so to a barbeque restaurant and to Walmart 
for groceries.  We accepted. 
 
     Two of the officers were from Michigan; one of them had only been in Tennessee 5 days.  The 
third man was from Dixon, Tennessee.  All of us had dinner at the restaurant and went into Walmart 
together for some groceries.  They took us back to the marina and helped us carry the groceries.  
We showed them the boat, and we said Good night and thanks.  What a nice evening! 
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Friday, September 4, 2009, Nashville to Old Lock no . 7, TN 
 
     The Commodore Yacht Club was in West Nashville, at Mile 172 on the Cumberland River.  
Downtown Nashville was at Mile 192, so it was almost two hours after we left Commodore that we 
got to downtown.  There was fog on the water when we left at 8am. 
 
     We took lots of photos as we passed through downtown, and we looked closely at the downtown 
municipal dock where I had stayed in 2001.  It was my plan to drop Wally there on Tuesday.  He 
needed a taxi to the airport, and that spot was the shortest distance of any other dock that I could 
see. 
 
     We got to Old Hickory Lock, and the lockmaster said our radio was garbled.  I turned off the 
small inverter, and he said that improved it a lot.  Surprise; I thought these two true sine wave 
inverters would not interfere with the radio.  When we arrived he was filling the lock, so he asked us 
to tie up to the long wall while he let the water out.  We waited for about 30 minutes and then went 
up 60 feet to Old Hickory Lake about noon. 
 
     The generator was off until about 11am, and then it started to get hot.  Above the dam were 
large homes, many marinas, lots of boats and jet skis – lots of reasons to go slow.  Wally had the 
wheel, and I took it when we got to Cedar Creek Yacht Club.  We went into there and bought 244 
gallons of diesel at $2.489 per gallon.  I believe we did not get one of the tanks full, but I didn’t 
notice that until after we left. 
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     The Cumberland began to look less like a lake and more like a river after that.  The scenery was 
spectacular; the pictures do not do it justice. We planed off whenever we could, as we had to cover 
127 miles plus one lock on the day.  And it was crowded on Old Hickory Lake.  That was the 
beginning of the Labor Day weekend, and many fishermen were out on the lake almost all of the 
time. 
 
     At 6:50pm we pulled up to Old Lock No. 7 at Mile 299.  I had a planed to tie us up so we would 
not be adversely affected by rising or falling water levels.  We were 15 miles below Cordell Hull 
Lock and Dam, and when they generated electricity at those dams the water level below the dam 
could rise 5 or so feet.  In order to get through the lock at Cordell Hull we had to call and make 
arrangements earlier, which I had done. 
 
     The tie up at the old lock was very satisfactory.  A light wind kept us off the wall where a large 
chain hung down the wall.  I prepared left-overs for dinner.  We had part of my pulled pork dinner 
from the night before, some salmon from a week or so earlier, and some fish that had been in the 
freezer all winter.  With a salad we had a great meal; it was all good.  We even had some cheese 
rolls left over from the barbeque restaurant. 
 
Saturday, September 5, 2009, Old Lock No. 7 to Celi na, TN 
 
     We got up at 7am and set out for Cordell Hull immediately.  I wanted Wally to drive at 7 knots so 
it would take us two hours to get there.  Of course he drove faster than that, and we arrived early.  
Meantime Fred and I had breakfast (Wally did not eat breakfast), and I showered and dressed as 
usual. 
 

 
 
     We got to the lock at 8:20am.  The lockmaster was not there yet, so we tied up to the long wall 
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and shut down the engines.  He called us a little later, very nice, wanted to know if we had to wait 
long.  We went up 60 feet and were out at 9:05am.  Talking to the lockmaster about our return trip, 
we confirmed Monday at 9:30am.  He asked if we could come at 8am.  He had some other boats 
scheduled at that time.  I told him our plans were to sty at Granville Marina 20 miles away, and I 
doubted I could make it by 8.  He said he hoped we would not hurry and hit a log trying to get there 
by 8; they could lock us down at 9:30 as scheduled. 
 

 
 
     The lake was pretty but not as wide as Old Hickory Lake.  Soon we were out of the channel due 
to missing a buoy, but we recovered in time to avoid going aground.  Once again the river wound 
across the lake like a snake, and it was imperative to pay close attention to the channel markings.  
We began to see the high rocky bluffs that I really enjoy, and I took lots of photos. 
 
     At 10:15 we passed slowly by Granville marina.  I spoke to Herb on the radio, channels 16 and 
68.  He had added a lot to the marina, and we confirmed we would be there for dinner Sunday 
night.  We saw some wildlife; I saw a squirrel swimming across the river. 
 
     We went pretty fast up the river; Wally was at the wheel.  At 2:30 we dropped the dinghy, and I 
took the end of a 200’ rope to the point between the Cumberland and the Obey Rivers.  I went 
ashore and pulled the rope around a tree and then took the end back to the boat.  Then we were 
secure for the night.  Wally changed the wiper blades on the windshield wipers. 
 
     Fred and I got heavy life preservers on and took the dinghy 7 miles up the Obey River.  The air 
temperature got cooler and cooler, then cold, maybe in the 40s.  Mist lay on the water so dense we 
could not see the channel well, and Fred and I both had fogged up glasses.  We got to the Dale 
Hollow Dam and took some pictures.  It was an interesting experience.  The river was narrow, and 
the mist was amazing. 
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     The boat stayed in one position all night.  When we got back to it we stopped briefly and then 
took the dinghy up the Cumberland River a few miles.  The nearest dam was 50 miles away, so we 
were not going up that far.  We saw and photographed a bird that kept leaving as soon as we 
approached it.  We turned back after a few miles; it was just not as interesting as the lower river or 
the Obey River.  Back to the boat we lifted the dinghy and placed it back in its cradle.  I think Wally 
took a nap. 
 
     I had marinated some frozen boneless chicken strips from 2008, and I grilled them for dinner.  I 
steamed some broccoli and the last of the cauliflower.  Fred made a salad.  Wally got up and ate 
with us.  Fred and I watched The Man with the Golden Gun on the television from 7 until 9 or 10.  
My back hurt, and I think we all were tired. 
 
Sunday, September 6, 2009, Celina to Granville, TN  
 
     We agreed to sleep late and got up at 7am.  I cooked eggs and bacon and English muffins for 
Fred and me.  Then I changed the oil and filter on the generator with Wally’s help.  We ran the 
generator a short while as we were going down river.  Wally ran the boat while I showered and 
dressed, and then I ran it while Wally did the same; and then we turned off the generator.  We ran 
on the starboard engine only at 7.6 knots.  (The engine hours were different since we ran the port 
engine only for 14 hours going up the Mississippi River, and running the starboard engine by itself 
would help bring the hours into balance.)  It was pleasant and serene.  We saw and photographed 
a bald eagle in a tree on the port side.  We saw some happy cows drinking out of the river. 
 
     Granville Marina was now owned by Herb Ruck, and he had made several very nice 
improvements to it.  We pulled in there at 3pm, and he came over to help us tie up.  He took us to 
the building where his two washers and dryers were located.  Wally particularly wanted to wash 
clothes, and Fred and I did, too.  The restaurant closed at 7, so we went to eat at 6pm.  We each 
had fried catfish, and it was good.  It was served by a trio of ladies who were as nice as they could 
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be; Mary Ellen was the name of our waitress, and Tammy was the cook. 
 
     Back at the boat I showed Fred how to play SEQUENCE.  Wally wandered off to bed.  Fred beat 
me almost every game out of 5. 
 

 
 
Monday, September 7, 2009, Granville to Mt. Juliet,  TN 
 
     Water at the marina was good, so we filled up before we left at 7:45am.  Cordell Hull Lock was 
expecting us at 9:30.  It was 15 miles away, and Wally got us there in 45 minutes – he was always 
early, always going too fast.  The lockmaster let us in at 9 or so, and we were out at 9:20.  We saw 
some beautiful scenery on the way to Cedar Creek Yacht Club, and a lot of boaters!  It was Labor 
Day, and many people who had boats were out cruising, fishing, skiing, etc.   
 
     We pulled into the fuel dock at 2:15 and filled up with diesel.  We bought 565 gallons, but the 
gauge said the starboard aft tank wasn’t full.  The attendant said it wouldn’t take any more, so we 
quit trying, but the gauge was clearly below full.  That would mess up my fuel consumption 
calculations, but only temporarily.   
 
     We went ‘round the boat sheds to the guest dock, and John McHenry was waiting for us and 
helped us get tied up.  John was the General Manager of the club.  Because I had inquired about 
getting Wally to the airport on an earlier call, John asked us if we wanted him to take someone to 
the airport as it was on his way home.  Wally’s ticket was for Tuesday because we could not buy a 
ticket for him on Monday, but Wally said he would go and try to fly standby.  John left with Wally 
about 4pm, and Wally did get out on the 6:30 flight to Houston. 
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     We looked at the clubhouse and the pool.  Their restaurant closed at 2pm, so they were not 
serving dinner that evening.  I cooked some veggies in the steamer and grilled some chicken.  Fred 
made us a salad.  Of course we still had fudge for desert.  At dusk we saw and heard the longest 
and loudest houseboat I have ever seen come by the entrance to the marina.  It was huge.  I got a 
pretty good sunset photo, too. 
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Tuesday, September, 8, 2009, Mt. Juliet to Nashvill e, TN 
 
     I wanted to check the water level in the batteries because they were not holding a charge.  I just 
checked the four house batteries.  One was full and needed no water.  Another needed some 
water, about a half gallon.  The other two took 5 gallons of distilled water.  The batteries were likely 
no good and would need to be replaced. 
 
     We took some photos of Cedar Creek Yacht Club before we left.  It was a nice club with some 
really large, nice yachts. 
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     We left the marina about 9:15am and made the Old Hickory Lock at 10:20am.  We passed some 
more very large homes on old Hickory Lake.  We were in the lock at 10:40 and out at 11am after 
dropping 60 feet.  Old Hickory Lake is so large and the river below the dam is so narrow, it’s a little 
disconcerting.  We saw a small plane balanced on the side of the river, for what reason we have no 
idea. 
 
     It looked to me like we would be in downtown Nashville at lunch time, so I called the guy who 
rents out the spaces on the City transient dock.  He was out, so I left a message to let me know if 
we could tie up there and what would the charges be?  He never called back. 
 
     When we got to the dock there was only one boat tied up there, and that was the Fire 
Department boat that stays there all the time, I think.  We tied up and plugged into shore power.  
Then we walked up the hill to the train station and onto Broadway Street, which ends at the river.  
We walked up Broadway 4 blocks and ate lunch at Merchants Restaurant.   
 
     I had heard about the Country Music Hall of Fame, and it was close by, so we walked over a 
couple of blocks and spent a couple of hours there.  It was good.  I am reminded of my home in 
East Tennessee whenever I hear that older country music, and I like it and miss the place where I 
grew up.  I don’t miss everything about it, but there is something significant about the word “Home” 
isn’t there? 
 
     Back on the boat we went 20 miles to the Commodore Yacht Club and tied up again to the end 
of A Shed.  Fred went to talk to the young policemen, and he returned to say they were off to 
church but would be back to take us to the store between 8:30 and 9pm.  I washed two loads of 
throw rugs for the galley and the salon.  At 9pm Darrell and Kevin came to get us, and we shopped 
again at Walmart for groceries. 
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Wednesday, September 9, 2009, Nashville to Dover Is land, TN  
 
     We were up at 7am, but we seemed to be having problems with the 12v lights and possibly one 
of the water pumps.  We left at 8:45 and planned off until we got to Cheatham Lock.  A friendly 
lockmaster helped us through there, and then we ran on the starboard engine only until we got to 
Dover Island at 6pm. At 3pm it was 94F on the new Indoor/outdoor thermometer I bought at 
Walmart, but I doubted it was really that hot outside.  I made several calls to try and get new 
batteries on Saturday or the following week. 
 
     A friendly guy at Commodore Yacht Club suggested we would get the best price on diesel at 
Pebble Isle Marina, a spot I had not visited on my earlier trips on the Tennessee River.  I contacted 
them as well as Aqua Yacht harbor about replacing the batteries on the boat.  It takes 8 8D 
batteries and 2 4D batteries to replace them all, which is what I wanted to do.  Eventually I decided 
to do it at Aqua Yacht Harbor while it was there for a couple of weeks.  I talked to Randy, who 
owned the marina at Pebble Isle, and he promised me a great price on diesel fuel – the best we 
had yet seen anywhere. 
 
     There was a yacht anchored at the lower end of the side of the island where we were going to 
anchor, but there was plenty of room for both of us and many more boats. 
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     I grilled pork chops and made a bag of rice while Fred made us a salad - another good meal on 
M/V ILLUSIONS. 
 
Thursday, September 10, 2009, Dover Island, TN to G ilbertsville, KY 
 
     I was up at 7am, but we had heavy fog, too heavy to go anywhere.  So I cooked bacon and 
eggs.  Another mishap with the eggs – I dropped the egg carton while removing it from the 
refrigerator.  That broke a few eggs, on my newly washed rug, too.  I scrambled six eggs and 
cooked six strips of bacon, made an English muffin for each of us, and rinsed the rug as well as I 
could.  It was a great breakfast, and I had a few eggs left that didn’t break, too. 
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     We had about 65 miles to go to the marina, so we ran on one engine and evened out the hours 
on the two engines.  We ran without the generator until it got too hot, and then the A/C couldn’t 
keep up, so it was too hot inside when we got there.  About 3:50pm we pulled into Kentucky Dam 
Marina and got tied up in a slip.  We hooked up the electricity and turned off the generator and went 
to the office to pay the bill for the night.  They gave a discount for BOAT US members, so it was 
much less expensive than Green Turtle Bay.  They closed at 5pm that day. 
 
     A loaner vehicle was available, and I had emailed ahead to reserve it but did not need to buy 
more groceries.  Patti’s would pick us up at 6:30, so we tried something new – took a nap. 
 
     I called Patti’s at 6:25 and was told they would be right over.  Twenty minutes later I called, and 
they said they would send the vehicle soon.  At 7:10 the van pulled up to give us a ride.  The 
highway over the dam was closed; they were working on the second bridge??  Apparently a new 
lock was planned after they got the second bridge in place.  Our driver, Mary from MI, took us to I-
24 and into Grand Rivers.  We had another good meal at Patti’s and got a ride back to the marina. 
 
     That Kentucky Dam Marina was huge.  They rented houseboats, jet skis, pontoon boats, and 
runabouts.  They had hundreds of boats in slips, most of them covered slips.  The sidewalks were 
so large that some boaters drove golf carts to their boats.  That would be a big help in getting 
supplies and gear from the car to the boat. 
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Friday, September 11, 2009, Gilbertsville, KY to Ne w Johnsonville, TN 
 
     I got up at 7am, and Fred and I had breakfast.  We left the marina at 8:35 and soon after that 
turned off the generator.  It was cloudy and overcast and looked like rain.  It was about 70 degrees 
outside.  That changed, and at 10:50 we were hot.  We turned on the generator, but it could not 
keep us cool.  I set up a new fan I had bought at Walmart, and the temperature in the pilothouse 
went up!  I don’t understand that. 
 
     The Tennessee River was a mile or so wide, and the visibility was limited due to clouds and later 
due to haze.  We passed a bunch of fishermen, a few yachts, and a couple of towboats with barges 
going the other way.  We ran on one engine or slowly on two engines.  We only had 74 miles to go. 
 
     We tied up at Pebble Isle Marina at 2:50pm and bought diesel fuel.  Their price was $2.59 per 
gallon, less ten cents for being a member of BOAT US, and less five cents because I told Randy we 
were going to buy a lot.  We had gone slowly for the past four days, and I was pleasantly surprised 
to see we only needed 384 gallons – less than 100 gallons per day.  I told Amanda that I did not 
take as much as I had told Randy I thought I would, but she was happy to give me the five cents 
per gallon anyway.  Our recent average was around one gallon per mile, and our overall average 
was slightly less than two gallons per mile.  They had a washer and dryer, so I rewashed the rug for 
the galley. The washer and dryer were in the restroom building way up on top of the hill, along uphill 
walk in the sun.  It was hot outside.  The washer cost four quarters and so did the dryer. 
 
     The marina advertised it had a floating restaurant, and we wanted to see it.  It was very obvious; 
the office, fuel dock, ships store, and restaurant were all on a barge!  We met Randy, who walked 
slowly and deliberately, like he had a problem with his back, or something like that.  The more I got 
to know him, the better I liked him.  He was slow and methodical, but he was friendly and had a lot 
going on.  His family was involved in running the marina, and they all made you feel like family.  He 
suggested we try his prime rib; he said it was cooking right then on the spit at the top of the hill. 
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     While I was washing and drying the rug, I checked out the grill and the spit, and it did smell 
good.  Fred was on the internet inside the boat, and as I was bringing the rug back to the boat a 
family pulled up in the parking lot.  The teenage daughter was walking faster than her parents, and 
our paths crossed, so I asked her if they were there for dinner.  She said Yes – no words wasted by 
a teenager.  I asked her if the food was good there, and she said she had eaten everything on the 
menu and it all was good. I told Fred I thought we should try it. 
 
     We walked over to the restaurant, and we noticed tables outside and food being served outside.  
We were discussing where we wanted to sit when we entered, and the hostess said the outside 
was full.  She cleared off a table for us inside.  The table next to us was soon filled by 4 adults and 
2 teenage girls; the girls had to put their plates and drinks in the nearby windowsill behind Fred as 
the table only held 4 people.  The place was packed with mainly locals who liked the food.  
 
     The prime rib was not on the menu.  We were told it was $16.95, and we ordered it.  While it 
was coming I used the WiFi there as I was unable to get any good signal in the boat.  We both 
agreed it was probably the best prime rib we had ever eaten.  It had a smoky taste that was very 
pleasing.  For desert we “split” an order of chocolate brownie with ice cream, whipped cream, and 
hot fudge that was almost too large to finish, but we managed.  Randy came by each table and said 
“Hello” to everyone; he knew everyone there it seemed. 
 
     Outside the marina door was a TowBoat US boat in a slip.  I was glad to see one of those boats 
on the river as I had needed to be towed before, and I was a member of BOAT US with unlimited 
towing included in my membership dues. 
 
Saturday, September 12, 2009, New Johnsonville, TN to Iuka, MS  
 
  I was up at 6:30, and we were off at 7:10am.  We had over 120 miles to go, and the Pickwick Lock 
to go through – it had been the reason for delays for me before.  I had spoken to my friends, Dick  
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and Carolyn Stewart, who then lived in Jackson, TN, about meeting for dinner at 6pm.  They were 
ready to drive 1.5 hours to get there, and I did not want to arrive late and keep them waiting. 
 
     We moved into the river and turned off the generator.  It was nice in the mornings – about 70 
degrees.  We planned off when we could, but there were a lot of fishermen.  The river was pretty.  
After an hour I turned the wheel over to Fred and went below for the bathroom.  He missed a buoy 
and went out of the channel and up on a sandbar. 
 
     I tried to get us off by every technique I knew.  I was worried about rocks, but apparently it was 
just hard sand.  It was very shallow, and I could not move us.  I judged trying to tow us with our 
dinghy would not be effective, so I called Pebble Isle Marina for the TowBoat US tow.  Randy called 
me back and told me to call BOAT US, and he would get him boat fueled up and on its way to us.  
We were about 15 miles from his marina.  So I did that. 
 
     When Randy arrived he said he had towed the owner of Kentucky Dam Marina off that very 
same sandbar years ago.  It took him an hour and some help from our engines to get us off; we 
were really stuck on that sandbar.  We went upstream after that with no apparent change in 
vibrations in the boat’s running gear, but I decided to pull the boat out and inspect it for damage to 
the props or stabilizers.  We found out later that Randy had trouble with his boat and got to Cuba 
Landing Marina on one engine, and pulled it out onto a trailer to take back to New Johnsonville. 
 
     By 11am we were up and planning and making good time.  I stayed in touch with Carolyn 
because it seemed we could not get there by 6pm but we might make it for 7pm.  We agreed to talk 
before they left in case we had any more problems. 
 
     The number of new homes on the banks of the Tennessee River was amazing to me.  Many of 
them were not expensive homes, although some were.  The upper section of Kentucky Lake can 
flood, so the homes were built on stilts.  In addition many of the homes were small, and the lots 
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were small with no yard and no trees.  Right up to the dam we saw housing where I had thought no 
one would ever build.  (Above the dam, in comparison, Pickwick Lake is beautiful and has lots of 
large and expensive homes.) 
 

 
 
     As we passed towboats with barges coming towards us (downstream) I asked them how 
conditions were for traffic at Pickwick Lock.  They have two locks there, but I have never seen them 
use the smaller, auxiliary lock that would be perfect for pleasure boats.  I have been told they don’t 
have the extra person it would take to use it. 
 
     We arrived at the dam at 4:30pm.  No one was waiting; that was a good sign.  But the 
lockmaster said he had a couple of pleasure boats in the lock at that time, going up; and he would 
take us up as soon as they went into the lake and he could drain the chamber.  (That chamber was 
1000 feet long, so it took longer to drain it than it would the smaller, 600 foot chamber of the 
auxiliary lock.)  We anchored and waited, and I called Carolyn and gave her an update.  I thought 
they would wait until we got into Pickwick Lake and talked to us before they set out in their vehicle, 
but I found out later they left home after hearing we were at the lock. 
 
     At 5:15 we were allowed into the lock, and we were raised 55 feet to the level of Lake Pickwick.  
It was getting dark, and rain was threatening.  A concert of country music was being held at 
Pickwick landing State Park adjacent to the dam. 
 
     The lockmaster was nice, and we were let out at 5:35pm.  We planned off and headed to Aqua 
Yacht harbor as quickly as we could.  There were a lot of boats on the water – it was Saturday and 
there was a concert going on.  The fuel dock at Aqua closed at 4pm that day because of the 
concert. 
 
     We tied up on the transient dock at Aqua at 6:30pm.  I thought Carolyn said they would be there 
at 7 or maybe 7:15pm, but we got into the showers as soon as we had shore power, etc. taken care  



 90 

 
 

 



 91 

 
 

 



 92 

 
 

 



 93 

 
 

 



 94 

 
 
of.  As soon as I got out of the shower Carolyn called to say they were on our boat.  I got dressed 
and invited them into the salon for some conversation before we went to dinner. 
 
     Dick drove us to Jon’s Pier, a steakhouse where we had eaten before.  We had a good meal 
and discussed our trip and other similar trips.  In June 2004 we had met Dick and Carolyn at the 
Memphis airport and cruised the Tennessee River together up to Knoxville.  It was good to see 
them.  They took us back to the boat for a check of emails and phone calls home. 
 
     I received an email from Bob DeGroot that an explosion and fire had occurred at Green Turtle 
Bay Marina, and at least one man was killed.  I uploaded a few of his photos to my Facebook page 
and sent his email to some others who would be interested.  I realized that had happened that day, 
and I wondered why Bob had not already left there.  He told me he was leaving September 8.  The 
following day I called him and found out he was still there because his wife Kem had fallen off their 
swim platform and gashed her leg badly and they were staying there for her recuperation.  
 
Sunday, September 13, 2009, Lay Day at Iuka, MS  
 
     No one was expected at the boat for maintenance, so we could sleep late, but I was still up at 
8am.  We had cereal and bananas, and by 10am we were pumping fuel into the boat.  We were so 
close to the fuel pump that all we had to do was pull the boat back one length and retie it.  We 
bought 262 gallons of diesel for $2.899 per gallon.  We pumped out the waste holding tank and 
pulled the boat back to its former position and filled up the water tank. 
 
     That was the one year anniversary of Hurricane Ike, which did a lot of damage in my home town.  
I had to have my roof replaced, and my office was flooded.  Several of my friends lost their homes 
due to rising water or storm surge.  Others without insurance lost everything they owned.  We were 
without electricity for 11 days, and the city lost thousands of trees. 



 95 

 
 

 



 96 

 
 
     I borrowed a loaner van, and we went to Walmart in Corinth, MS.  The Walmart there is larger 
than the Walmart in Iuka, MS.  I bought oil and oil filters for the generator, but I could not get any of 
the larger oil or fuel filters I wanted.  When we got back to the boat I washed my sheets and towels.  
It was overcast and rainy, and the washer and dryer were a long ways form the boat, so I drove 
over there and just stayed there until the load was done.  It was nice to sleep in clean sheets again. 
 
     I turned in the keys to the loaner van at the “mail box” at the fuel dock.  Then I grilled the three 
chicken breasts we had left and made some rice.  Fred made a salad for each of us.  It was a good 
meal.  We had rain during the night, especially just before daybreak. 
 
Monday, September 14, 2009, Lay Day, Iuka, MS  
 
     I cooked the remaining eggs and bacon and made English muffins for Fred and me.  We had a 
good breakfast. 
 
     Tom Snyder came to the boat to go over our maintenance list.  That took a while.  I could not get 
the DVD player in the salon to work – it seemed at the time that the grandkids wore out both of our 
DVD players last Fall – and he suggested I replace the unit.  They weren’t expensive any more.  
We agreed to pull the boat out of the water about 3pm to see what damage we had from the 
grounding. 
 
     We ate a sandwich, and I got a loaner van with the understanding I could keep it to go to dinner 
in it.  We drove to Hoyt Peden’s Prop Shop in an industrial park in Iuka.  I had talked to him on the 
phone, and he had repaired one prop for me back in April, so I wanted to meet him.  After we spoke 
we drove into Iuka to the Walmart and bought a new DVD/VHS combination to replace the unit in 
the salon and a DVD player to replace the one in the master stateroom.  When we got back to the 
boat I set about installing the new combo unit in the salon.  I had some trouble with it, as I did with 
most electronic things. 
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     About 4pm the guys came to help us haul out the boat.  When we got it out it didn’t look too bad, 
but there was one blade on the port prop that was turned in.  The starboard prop was not perfect 
either, so we pulled off both props to send to Hoyt.  They towed us to a new slip on D Dock, Slip 
D57.  We tied up and plugged in the shore power.  They would replace the props and put the boat 
back into the water before I returned, along with replacing the batteries and some other repair 
items. 
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     It was beginning to rain, so we carried umbrellas with us.  We walked to the transient dock to get 
the loaner van and drove over to Pickwick Landing State Park, which was in Tennessee.  On a map 
we were located about where TN, MS, and AL intersect. 
 
     The rain started before we got there, so we used our umbrellas to get from the van to the resort.  
I wanted Fred to experience that place.  It was a buffet, and the price was $7.25 for all you can eat, 
including two kinds of cobbler and vanilla ice cream. That night the specialty was chicken including 
chicken noodle soup and chicken prepared several different ways and fried chicken livers.  They 
had some vegetables to go with it but no other meats.  It was good, and we enjoyed it.  We also 
enjoyed taking a few photos off the balcony that faced Pickwick Dam nearby.  
 
     The rain continued on the way back, and I dropped Fred at D Dock and drove the van back to 
the Transient Dock.  I wanted to return the keys, which involved walking all the way down the dock, 
leaving the keys in the mail box, and walking all the way back.  Then I had to walk across the 
parking lot passing several other docks to get to D Dock, and we were down at the end.  I was 
soaked by the time I got to the boat.  A shower felt very good after that. 
 
     I fixed a cup of hot tea and went back to work on the DVD/VHS unit.  Fred went to bed, and I 
had a brainstorm.  It worked, and the unit finally responded to the universal remote like I thought it 
should.  The DVD player in the master stateroom seemed to work okay after I eased the pressure 
on it from the TV sitting on top of the player.  I stored the new DVD and the old combo unit under 
the forward stateroom bed. 
 
     Packing had been an item for us all day, and I thought I was about finished with it, so I went to 
bed. 
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Tuesday, September 15, 2009, Travel Back to Texas 
 

 
 
     I was up at 6:15, and Fred was up shortly thereafter.  We had breakfast and listened to it rain – 
hard.  We got our stuff together, and the rain stopped.  We left the umbrellas on the boat and 
walked up the long dock to meet Mr. Dan Ingram.  Dan had agreed to drive us to the Nashville 
airport.  He took us on all back country roads – very pretty, and we arrived two and a half hours 
later at 11:30.  Our flight was on time at 1:15, and we landed on time.  I got off at 3:30; Fred went 
on to Dallas and arrived on time at 5pm.  That was the end of Trip 1. 
 
Statistics for Year 2009 Cruise Trip 1:  
 
              Engine  Generator                 Fuel        Fuel        Run     Lay    Travel  Total   No. of 
              Hours      Hours      Miles    Gallons     Costs      Days   Days   Days   Days  Locks 
 
Trip 1      127           195          1480       2965        $8006       16          5         2       23        17       
     
Average speed was 11.6 mph  
Running hours per running day were 7.9 
Miles per running day were 92.5 
Generator hours per running hour were 1.5 
Fuel usage was 23.3 gallons per hour 
Fuel usage was 2.00 gallons per mile 
Fuel cost was $2.70 per gallon 
Fuel cost was $5.41 per mile. 
 
 
   


