
 1 

2009 CRUISE 
TRIP 2 
IUKA, MS TO ROGERSVILLE, AL 
SEPTEMBER 24 – OCTOBER 15, 2009 
 
Thursday, September 24, 2009, Houston, TX to Iuka, MS 
 
     I flew to Nashville, TN and met with my friend Earl and his friend Maggie.  They lived in 
Toronto, Ontario, Canada.  Earl was born there; Maggie was born in China and had lived in 
Canada for 8 years.  That was her first trip to the United States. 
 
     Dan Ingram picked us up at the Nashville airport and drove us to Iuka, MS. It had rained there 
every day since we left the boat.  The boat was in the travel lift in order to put the reconditioned 
props on and to replace the lower unit on the dinghy outboard.  The yard had also made some 
other repairs, but some of the punch list went unsatisfied due to parts not arriving on time.  The 
cleaning crew had finished with the inside and was beginning the outside work while the boat was 
out of the water. 
 

 
 
     Tony got us a truck to use, and we went to The Rib Cage for some ribs for lunch.  Then we 
drove to Wal-Mart in Corinth for groceries.  The fuel level was low in the truck, so I bought some 
fuel.  I stopped at $40; no telling how much it would have held. 
 
     When we returned to the marina the boat was on the transient dock.  The rehabbed props and 
lower unit on the dinghy had been installed, and the cleaning crew was working on the outside.  
On the flybridge and the cockpit they removed the cushions and everything in the storage 
cabinets to clean there.  The only problem with that was they put everything back wet and soapy, 
and in a different place from where it used to be.  They finished cleaning about 6pm. 
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     Mark came to the boat to explain something he knew about my inverters, but otherwise I did 
not know what they had done and what still needed to be done.  They said they would bill me, so 
I did not know what I had spent either.  I called and asked for Tom, but he had left for the day.  I 
asked Bonnie to find out a few things for me.  She called Tom and called me back – the cetane 
had been added (how much?), the filters they had ordered had not come in, and the only air filter 
they could find on the boat had been installed on the starboard engine. 
 
     I put away the groceries, and Earl and Maggie walked around and looked at the boats.  It was 
raining.  I asked the cleaning crew to clean a few items inside, which they did; but they said a 
different crew had cleaned the inside – interesting. 
 
     At 6:30 we all got an umbrella and drove over to Pickwick Landing State Park for dinner.  The 
main lodge had a buffet there that was inexpensive and good; it was interesting to see as well.   
We had a nice meal there complete with peach cobbler and plum cobbler and soft ice cream and 
decaf coffee.  It rained throughout the evening.  We were all tired from the long day, so we retired 
early. 
 
Friday, September 25, 2009, Iuka, MS to Rogersville , AL 
 
     On Friday we got up at 7am and had breakfast.  We left the dock just before 9am and headed 
for the Tennessee River.  It was overcast; rain was the order of the day.  Flooding had been a 
problem in northern Georgia – parts of Atlanta and its suburban communities; and Chattanooga, 
TN was experiencing extreme rainfall amounts and flooding as well.  We expected, and saw, 
significant drift in the form of limbs, logs, and portions of trees.  They came in clusters, however; 
so we could plane off much of the time. 
 

 
 
     We stopped to minimize our wake for a down bound trawler, and we saw a waterfall on the 
LDB that I had seen before and hoped to see on that trip.  We got over close to it so I could show 
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it to Earl and Maggie, and we got some photos of it.  I had seen a yacht anchored in that small 
cove, but it surely looked small for that.  Turning back to the river we saw a floating life jacket, 
and it looked like a good one.  We retrieved it, and it looked like the kind that inflated 
automatically when it hit the water.  We cleaned it up and saved it. 
 

 
 
     In a narrow stretch of the river I wanted to pass a trawler named SECOND SERVE.  I found 
out later he loved to play tennis.  I called him on the radio, and we talked for several minutes.  He 
was from southern Louisiana; I knew that from his accent.  His hometown was New Iberia.  His 
name was Tam, and his wife was Beth.  We were both going to the AGLCA Rendezvous in 
October at Joe Wheeler Park.  I enjoyed talking to him. 
 
     At noon we were at Florence, AL.  There were some teepees set up at the end of the RV Park 
on the RDB.  Between the teepees and the municipal marina there were some tents set up for a 
weekend event, probably.  The marina was new and nice; I had been in there before.  Just after 
the bridge we entered a channel that led to what is probably the highest lift lock in North America, 
Wilson Lock.  At 93 feet in lift, it was the highest in the world when it was built.  That portion of the 
Tennessee River was very difficult for navigation due to shoals and shallows, so the Wilson Dam 
was one of the first of the modern dams built on the Tennessee River.  
 
     I had called the lockmaster on the phone a few miles back.  He said they had a double load 
going up at that time, and it would be an hour and a half before we could lock up.  We went slowly 
to the auxiliary lock and tied up to the wall and shut down the engines to wait.  The towboat and 
second portion of the double load were just going into the lock as we tied up. 
 
     I called SECOND SERVE and notified him so he could hurry up and make the lock with us.  
The lockmaster told us and I told Tam that a second double load was headed downstream and 
would impact Tam if he didn’t get through that lock when we did.  He soon arrived and tied up 
opposite us at the auxiliary lock. 
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     It was almost 2pm when the lockmaster said he was opening the doors for us.  We went in 
and tied to the floating bollard.  That was Maggie’s first lock, and what a big lock it was.  We went 
up 93 feet and went out at 2:30.  It was raining when Earl was handling the line and fenders in the 
lock.  That upper gate retracts vertically rather than opening like a set of doors or gates.  After I 
cleared the entrance walls, I planned off and headed for Wheeler Lock which was only 15 miles 
away. 
 
     I saw the towboat with the double load and called him on the radio when we got close enough.  
I asked him if we could come around him before the next lock.  He was a gentleman; he said 
sure, we could work that out.  I approached him about as fast as I was capable, and we had 
plenty of time and room to get around him. 
 
     Wheeler Lock urged me to hurry in and up, and he notified the towboat that a strong storm 
was headed that way.  He suggested the towboat could get into the lock as protection from the 
storm.  We got in at 3:25 and went up 48’.  We went a few miles to First Creek and Joe Wheeler 
State Park and got a slip at the marina there.  We were tied up at 4:30. 
 
     All three of us walked up to the lodge to look around.  I paid for the slip, and we checked out 
the dinner buffet menu.  We went back to the boat, and I asked Earl if he wanted to see the 
engine room.  Earl had his own yacht back in Toronto. 
 
     We went into the engine room and found a problem.  It looked as though we had diesel soot 
all over the port engine and everything around the port engine.  I tried to get the mechanics at 
Aqua Yacht Harbor but could not – it was too late in the day.  I went back to the lodge to use their 
WiFi to send an email to Aqua and did so.  I asked the manager if she knew a diesel mechanic, 
and she did.  She gave me the name and number of Russ Hudson.  I called and spoke to 
Christina, his wife.  Soon she had me talking to him, and it was about 7pm.  Russ said to call him 
after we ate, and he would come down to look at the problem before tackling it the next morning. 
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     We had a good buffet of barbequed pork, meatloaf, salad, corn, beans, fried okra, mac and 
cheese, etc – and a superb cherry cobbler with ice cream and coffee.  We went to the boat and 
called Russ.  He came down and looked at the engine and said it was as he thought – an exhaust 
leak, probably at the turbocharger where it bolted to the engine.  I thought it probably had just 
happened because I monitor the television screen for the engine room while we are underway.  It 
looked fine to me until right before I shut down the engines; then it looked different, due to the fact 
it was covered with oil and diesel soot.  We agreed to meet at 8am on Saturday. 
 
     It was about 8:45 when we said our Good Nights.  Another long day and my guests liked to 
turn in and get up early. 
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Saturday, September 26, 2009, Lay Day for Maintenan ce 
 
     We got up at 7 and had a great breakfast.  Earl declared himself the chef for the cruise, and 
he fried eggs, made bacon and English muffins, and arranged fruit with the food on the plate – it 
was fine.  It was overcast but not raining at that point. 
 
     Russ called and said he was running late, and he arrived an hour or so later.  He had to 
remove the turbocharger to get to the gasket he wanted to take with him.  He found a bolt had 
sheared, and then he found another that had sheared – two out of four bolts.  He was filling up 
the engine room with parts.  He left about 10:30 and said he would be back in an hour and a half.  
It was raining hard by then. 
 
     Earl and Maggie decided to clean an area at the top of the stairs from the pilothouse to the 
flybridge.  The sliding glass door there had become home to a dirt dobber nest.  The Aqua 
cleaning crew had removed a portion of it, but what was left was nasty.  Earl and Maggie spread 
newspapers, donned gloves, and dug out the old nest and debris.  It was a messy job; but they 
cleaned it up very nicely, deodorized it, and cleaned up the whole area.  I downloaded their 
photos and my photos to my computer. 
 
     Two guys from Aqua responded to my phone and email messages, and I got their cell 
numbers.  I also found out some more of what they had and had not done the previous week.  
They were very helpful and offered to bring parts to me if needed.  I spoke to “Diesel Don”, who 
was recommended to me by Russ and by Tom Snyder at Aqua; he was driving to Gulf Shores, 
AL in a blinding thunderstorm.  I had spoken to Don by phone while he was in Tom’s office the 
previous week.  Don would probably do some clean up work on my engines in a month or so. 
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     At 12:30 Earl made us some sandwiches and fruit.  Russ came back an hour or so later.  He  
did not get a lot done for a while due to problems with drilling and tapping those broken bolts.  He 
left a time or two to get some more bits for his drill.  Later he called his wife and asked her to go 
get some part from another person and bring it to him.  When she got there it was about 6pm. 
 
     After Russ came back I went to the lodge and uploaded some photos to the internet.  About 
3pm Earl called and said they had rented a pontoon boat and would I like to take a ride with 
them?  I said sure but changed my mind on the way back to the boat.  I thought I should stay with 
Russ to assist if possible.  Earl and Maggie packed some drinks and went off on a two hour 
cruise, which they enjoyed.  The rain had stopped, the sun came out, and it got hot.   
 
     Russ left again, and I went over to meet Tam and Beth, and I met Larry on another trawler.  
Larry lived near Aqua Yacht Harbor.  I also met Susann from the cruise KAOS.  All of us were 
“Loopers”. 
 
     After Russ’ wife left, and Earl and Maggie returned from the pontoon boat trip and a shower 
ashore, we decided to go eat again at the lodge.  The weather was fine, and it was seafood night.  
We had a good meal, but the apple cobbler was much less tasty than the cherry cobbler from the 
previous night.  It began to seriously rain, and we borrowed umbrellas since ours were on the 
boat.  Earl and Maggie said Good Night about 8:45pm.  Russ called it a night at 9:30.  I went to 
bed an hour or so later.  Russ had church to attend on Sunday, so we left it open as to when we 
would see him in the morning. 
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Sunday, September 27, 2009, Lay Day for Maintenance  
 
     I slept late and got up at 7:45am.  I fixed coffee, cereal, and a banana and took a few pictures.  
The weather was great.  Earl went ashore for a shower while Maggie slept late.  When he 
returned they went up to the lodge for breakfast.  I went up and had a cup of coffee with them 
while my sister Martha Ann and I traded messages on the cell phones. My mother had had a 
stroke and might not live very much longer; we just didn’t know.  Earl and I had discussed 
contingency plans before meeting in Nashville. 
 
     Russ was there from 12 to 3pm.  He finished what he needed to do to make the engine run, 
but he stopped short of cleaning up the engine room.  I didn’t want to go in there; it was a mess.  
We settled up and agreed to work on it again later in October (he had not gotten a new “flex” 
gasket that was needed and could be replaced later).   
 
     Earl and I removed everything from its storage place on the flybridge so it could dry out.  We 
dropped the dinghy so he and Maggie could go exploring again.  They went way up the river and 
explored the Elk River, too. 
 
     When Russ was there I washed the air filters to get some of the oil and soot out of them.  He 
said the after coolers would need to be cleaned as well.  I had had them cleaned in Cambridge, 
MD in 2007. 
 
     After the dinghy ride Earl cleaned the fiberglass where we had black smudges of oil and soot.  
I applied the Snappy Teak Nu to the cockpit and swim platform.  Between us we got it looking 
good.  We thought about leaving late on Sunday but decided to stay there another night. 
We ate dinner at the lodge again, and I paid for the third night at the marina. 
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     I showed Earl and Maggie how to play Sequence, and we played a game that Maggie easily 
won.  I believe that was the first day on that trip it did not rain. 
 
Monday, September 28, 2009, Rogersville, AL to Nick ajack Dam, TN 
 
     We were pleased to be on the move again, so we were up at 6am and off at 6:45.  It was 
windy but a pretty nice day.  We had little traffic, and we made good time.  The railroad bridge at 
Decatur opened for us without delay, and we had no delay at Guntersville Lock.  We stopped at 
Guntersville Yacht Club to buy fuel, and James was very helpful and friendly to us.  We pumped 
out and took on 306 gallons of diesel. 
 

 
 
     My brother went to Birmingham, AL to see what he could do for my Mom and my sister.  I had 
my office make arrangements for Angela to fly there on Tuesday.  She said she didn’t know how 
long my Mom would last, but she wanted to give support to Martha Ann. 
 
     We took photos at Painted Bluff and again at the Highway 35 bridge, a pretty blue bridge with 
a graceful curve to it.  We had a nice day on the water.  The repaired engine performed well, and 
the scenery was great. 
 
     We got into Nickajack Lock at 4:30 but had to wait for a slow trawler to catch up with us.  We 
had passed him and I thought he would not get there before we went up, but the lockmaster 
waited for him.  Anyway, we were out at 5pm and soon anchored above the dam at 5:15pm.       
 
     We had food in the refrigerator that needed to be eaten or frozen (we had been eating out), so 
I grilled salmon while Earl made a salad.  I steamed some veggies, and we had a great meal.  We 
played 2 games of Sequence; I think I lost both of them to Earl and Maggie. 
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     It was supposed to get into the 40s that night, so we turned off the generator and slept with the 
windows open. 
 
Tuesday, September 29, 2009, Nickajack Dam to Chatt anooga, TN 
 
     It was cold when we woke, and running the generator provided heat as well as coffee.  My 
brother Will called to tell me that Mom had passed a few minutes earlier, so we discussed the 
alternate plans we had already made.  The service would be Thursday, and the burial would be 
Friday.  Earl and Maggie would get to Nashville for their return flight via rental car from 
Chattanooga, which was similar to what they would have done anyway. 
 
     We had breakfast and left the anchorage about 8:30am.  We ran without the generator since it 
was cool.  We enjoyed the “Grand Canyon of the Tennessee River” as that section of the river 
was called.  The water is deep, and the sides are steep.  The scenery was impressive.  I was 
surprised how many new homes we saw in that relatively inaccessible area. 
 
     We were in downtown Chattanooga at 12:30 (we changed to Eastern Time).  There were 
some bridges there, and Marine Max was operating a marina right at the Tennessee Aquarium.  It 
was a side tie along the river, but it was an option we never had before.  The lock was worrisome 
as we had heard various stories about construction of the new lock and delays resulting from that.  
I called the lock, and a very nice person named Matt said no problem, come ahead.  From 
October 5 – 15 they would only be locking from 5pm until 3am, but for now we could lock through 
anytime.  He advised us of some currents and construction-related obstacles and possible 
delays. 
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     When we got there a towboat was in and out of the lock, doing something related to the 
maintenance or construction, and we had to wait downstream for about 30 minutes.  The 
construction was interesting to see.  The old lock had a problem – the concrete was “growing”, 
which would lead to its eventual collapse.  The new lock would replace the old one, but those 
kinds of projects take a long time to build.  Meanwhile we were able to use the 60’ wide, 360’ long 
lock to go up 48 feet to Chickamauga Lake (the three uppermost locks were smaller than the 
others on the Tennessee River).   
 
     The lake was large and impressive, and some of the homes were very impressive.  They 
seemed to be getting larger the further upstream we went.  We pulled into Harrison Bay and 
called Vinnie, the Harbormaster at Chattanooga Yacht Club.  He advised me to stay over to our 
port side to avoid some shallow places.  We were tied up at 3pm.  At 5pm we got a ride with an 
employee of the yacht club, Bret, to the airport.  Earl and I each rented cars – his for use in 
Chattanooga and drop off in Nashville, and mine to go to Birmingham where my mother had lived.  
I invited Earl and Maggie to stay on the boat as long as they wanted. 
 
     I drove to Birmingham and arrived about 7pm (Central time).  Angela was there from Houston, 
and my brother Will was there from Greeneville, TN.  Mom’s sister Rebecca was there from 
Charlotte, NC.  Martha Ann lived there and had cared for my mother at her retirement home for 
six and a half years.  
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Wednesday, September 30, 2009 
Thursday and Friday, October 1 and 2, 2009 
In Birmingham, AL and the burial in Athens, TN  
 
     Two of my children came in for the funeral.  Will’s wife and family and Tammy’s mother and 
sister also came.  My sister Judy came in from Dalton, GA.  My cousins Donnie and Sonny came 
in from Atlanta, GA.  We needed to arrange for the disposition of Mom’s belongings.  We met at 
Mom’s apartment every day to decide on which items to send where. 
 
     The funeral service was held at the church Mom and Martha Ann had attended, and the 
minister also drove the three and a half hours to Athens, TN for the brief graveside service on 
Friday.  After that was over, I drove my daughter Darby to the airport in Chattanooga for her flight 
back to California.  Angela and Daniel went with Martha Ann back to Birmingham to fly to 
Houston on Saturday.  Everything went well, and I was glad my Mom was out of her pain and 
misery.  The last few years had been hard on her and on everyone else.  It was good to see the 
family and spend time with them. 
 

 
 
Saturday, October 3, 2009, Lay Day in Chattanooga, TN 
 
     I did chores on Saturday, such as washing clothes, sheets, and towels.  The yacht club had a 
great washer and dryer, and some friendly people as members.  One member, Terry, had a 
brother in Houston who was a member of my yacht club, Lakewood Yacht Club in Seabrook, TX.  
I bought groceries and some cleaning products, although Earl had already bought some of those.  
We had arranged for Bret to come to the boat and clean the engine room.  Earl said he met with 
Bret and lined him out on what needed to be done; Bret was supposed to show up at 8am on 
Sunday.  I also went to the CAT dealer before noon to buy the gasket that Russ needed for the 
turbo and some filters, but they didn’t have all that I needed.  I marinated three chicken breasts 
and froze some other meats that were in the refrigerator. 



 30 

 
Sunday, October 4, 2009, Chattanooga to an anchorag e on the Piney River, Watts Bar 
Lake, TN 
 
     I got up at 7 to be ready for Bret, but he didn’t show.  I called him and left a message, but he 
never called me back.  Maybe the job looked too big for him?  Terry offered to drive me back from 
the airport, so I turned in the rental car.  I bought fuel at $2.35 per gallon and paid for my slip and 
left there at 1:15pm. 
 
     It was overcast all day, and at 2pm it began to rain.  It rained lightly all day and all night.  I 
wore a raincoat while in the lock at Watts Bar Dam.  The lake above the dam is my favorite 
because it has islands and several short cuts and by-passes.  My anchorage was off to port 
shortly after getting out of the lock. 
 
     The boat ran well.  The port engine needed a gallon or so of oil to make up for that lost during 
the exhaust leak, but I did not want to go into the engine room.  That diesel soot ruined clothes 
and was very hard to get off the hands as well.  Even so, the oil pressure was higher than the 
other engine, so I did not worry about it.  Each engine holds 7.5 gallons. 
 
     It was not a bad day to travel.  The rain was usually light, and there was very little traffic.  I had 
no real delays other than slowing down for fishing boats, and I got to see some good scenery.  I 
reached the Watts Bar Lock at 4:30pm and locked up, on the port side, with three other boats. 
 
     I had wanted to see the Piney River again since 2004 when I saw it from my dinghy, and this 
time I actually anchored on the Piney River.  It entered the Tennessee River just above the lock.  
Visibility was not good by the time I got there, or the next morning; but the Cumberland Mountains 
in the distance were still impressive.  
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   I followed the instructions in Fred Myers’ book about anchoring just past the 3.4 mile daymark, 
the only daymark on the river; but it was open to the north and I had winds from the east initially 
and then from the north.  The winds were light and forecast to be light, so I stayed there and had 
no problems with the location, except that it was too deep at 25 feet.  I was anchored at 5:30pm.  
That day I traveled 57 miles and went through one lock.  The lock total for Trip 2 was six. 
 
     I grilled the three chicken breasts that I had marinated the previous day.  The rain was usually 
light, and so was the wind.  I turned off the generator at 10:30pm and slept with the windows 
closed.  It was cool outside, and it rained all night. 
 
Monday, October 5, 2009, Piney River anchorage to I sh Creek anchorage on Fort Loudoun 
Lake, TN 
 
     I was up and had cereal and banana by 8:30am.  By 9:30 I had the anchor up and was 
underway.  It was raining and the view of the Cumberland Mountains was not very good.  The 
weather was cool and overcast.  The rain stopped at 10:30 or so. 
 
     I like Watts Bar Lake.  It has at least three short cuts, and I used the Iron Hill short cut (for 
small boats only) soon after getting underway.  I saw 6.6 feet on the depth gauge; otherwise it 
was deeper than that.  The lake has wide open spaces, and it has islands and side channels or 
streams for exploring.  It is not heavily developed; indeed, one of the disadvantages of living there 
might be the isolation. 
 
     There were almost no other boats on the lake.  There were fishermen always, even in the rain; 
but no commercial traffic (tow boats and barges).  I got to the Fort Loudoun Lock at 1:30 (port 
side tie up only).  I went up 72 feet; in at 1:40, out at 2:05. 
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     The lock was at Mile 602; my destination was the Ft. Loudoun Yacht Club at Mile 627.  
Downtown Knoxville was at Mile 648, and the end of navigation was at Mile 652 (at the 
intersection on the French Broad and Holston Rivers).  I had anchored in Ish Creek in 2004 and 
liked it.  I decided to anchor there again and try to clean some of the mess in the engine room.  
The entrance to the creek was at Mile 612.  I saw a lot of beautiful homes on the river.  It seemed 
to me there were more homes, closer together, than there had been on my most recent visit 
there. 
 
     The anchorage was fine.  I was secure by 3pm.  I was in the engine room from 4 to 6pm 
cleaning, and I was tired.  I only ran the generator for 2 hours in the morning, but I ran it for 6 
hours in the evening, to cool me off and to charge the batteries and steam some veggies for 
dinner.  I ate the second of the three chicken breasts and a salad with the steamed broccoli and 
cauliflower.   
 
Tuesday, October 6, 2009, Ish Creek Anchorage to Kn oxville, TN 
 
     It was a lazy morning, and I took many photos of homes and other scenery on the way to the 
yacht club.  I also ate lunch en route, arriving at 12:15pm.  I saw a crew on a small barge and 
asked them about buying fuel.  Melissa was the harbormaster, and she and Larry and a quiet 
female filled the boat with diesel and tied it up to a T-head (end of the dock).  Melissa loaned me 
her gate key until the office opened and I could get another one.  I added about a gallon of oil to 
the two engines, mainly to the port side.  I called an old friend and made plans to have lunch the 
next day.  Ken was also going to try to get an appointment with a chiropractor for me.  The rain 
began at 4:40pm. 
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Wednesday, October 7, 2009, Lay Day at Ft. Loudoun Yacht Club, Knoxville, TN  
 
     I wanted to change the oil and filter on the generator when the engine was cold, so I did it 
before I showered that morning.  After dressing I met Ken for the lunch buffet at Calhoun’s in the 
marina at Lenoir City.  I showed him the boat, and he showed me the location of the 
chiropractor’s office – my appointment was the following morning at 10am.  The weather was 
nice; I wore shorts. 
 
     After lunch we went to his home, located one exit south of the Lenoir City exit on I-75, the 
Sugar Limb exit.  He lived on a hill where he could see the Smoky Mountains, the Cumberland 
Plateau, and Watts Bar Lake down in the valley.  Ken loaned me a car to use while I was in 
Knoxville. 
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Thursday, October 8, 2009, Visit Museum of Appalach ia in Norris, TN 
 
     Angela and I had been to the Museum of Appalachia before, and I wanted to go back again.  I 
had wanted to attend their FALL HOMECOMING festival since another boater told me about it.  
My sister Judy said she would join me, and at the funeral she said she was bringing a friend 
named Jo.  They were to arrive the morning of October 8, so we stayed in touch on the cell phone 
to meet at the boat.  Due to a change in chiropractors, I met her for lunch at noon at the nearby 
Ruby Tuesday’s.  After that we drove to Norris, TN. 
 
     The day started out cool, and I was in shorts.  I soon realized my mistake and changed into 
long pants; it was 56 degrees in the morning.  Later it warmed up, and I could have been 
comfortable in shorts. 
 
     The crowd was not as large as I had expected, but it was substantial.  Hundreds of musicians 
played on five stages; Stage One was the main stage right in front of the main building and 
general store.  Most of the chairs were placed there, and there were also some chairs under 
awnings to keep off the sun or rain.  We were advised on their website to bring our own chairs.  I 
had a couple on the boat but did not bring them, thinking I would see what was there first.  
Occasionally we would sit in vacant chairs; if the owners came back before we got up there were 
no hard feelings – it was expected that someone else would use the chair if you left it. 
 
     There was an awning over the tables where CDs were sold, and while perusing those at the 
end of the day I asked a lady about her dulcimer.  Brenda was her name, and she had a couple of 
CDs for sale.  She and Dave played a song for us; he was from Alaska and played the guitar.  A 
lady behind the tables told us about a restaurant a few exits up the freeway where the musicians 
would be playing during dinner.  We drove there and had a great barbeque meal and listened to 
mountain music. 
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Friday, October 9, 2009, Visit Museum of Appalachia  in Norris, TN  
 
     The second day was cooler, and it had rained during the night.  It rained occasionally during 
the day, so the site began to get muddy.  At times it seemed likely that you could slip and slide 
down onto your seat in the mud.  Some cars had trouble sliding in the parking lot. 
 
     We saw Dave and Brenda several times.  With Judy Carson they were on Stage 5; also they 
led the singing of hymns from 3 to 4pm in the small chapel (while it rained). 
 
     We got a tip that music was to be at Golden Girls restaurant near the Museum.  We went there 
about 6pm and had a good country meal, but the music was in a different room from us, and we 
could not hear it.  It was pouring down rain during dinner.  
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Saturday, October 10, 2009, Visit Museum of Appalac hia in Norris, TN  
 
     We slept late, and I cooked bacon and eggs for us; we had a good breakfast.  I needed lunch 
about 1pm and had a barbeque sandwich with beans and potato salad at the festival.  Larry 
cleaned the engine room and did a pretty good job of it. 
 
     The site was really muddy, and the temperature had dropped.  We needed jackets as well as 
long pants.  I bought coffee and hot apple cider several times to warm up.  We saw each of the 
stages and went back to several places we wanted to see again, but basically we had had 
enough.  It didn’t rain any more, but it was cold and overcast all day.  We left a little before 5pm; 
Judy had spied an antique store she wanted to visit. 
 
     The antique store was closed, and the assortment of junk for sale out in front of the store was 
amazing (that anyone would want to buy it).  We left there after looking around for almost an hour 
(Judy likes that type of thing) and returned to Knoxville. 
 
     I wanted them to experience Puleo’s restaurant, where I had enjoyed meals in the past.  It was 
okay, but not as good as I remembered (isn’t that always the way?).  It was cold in the restaurant, 
too.  We went back to the yacht club and got Ken’s car and drove it out to his place and left it in 
the garage.  Then we returned to the boat and began packing. 
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Sunday, October 11, 2009, Knoxville to Piney River Anchorage, TN  
 
     I fixed the last of the bacon and some eggs for us to have a nice breakfast.  Then we packed 
Judy’s van, and she and Jo left at 11am.  I did some chores and departed the yacht club at 1pm.  
I arrived at Ft. Loudoun Lock at 2:15, waited 20 minutes, went in and down 72 feet, and was out 
at 3pm.  I was then on Watts Bar Lake, my favorite.   
 
     I called the Chickamauga Lock on the cell phone.  It was October 5 – 15, and I was told the 
only locking would be 5pm through 3am.  I asked if that was still the rule, and they said yes.  They 
had divers working in the lock chamber during the time 7am – 5pm, and the lock was closed from 
3am – 7am.  I asked about getting in line to get through, and the lockmaster told me he expected 
the towboat BEARCAT to be locking up with barges sometime the next day.  If the towboat got 
there ahead of me, I would have to wait until that was finished, a procedure that was unbelievably 
slow. 
 
     I got some good photos of the lake, particularly of the lower section where it was wider.  At 
6:20pm I was anchored in the same place as before on the Piney River, in the rain.  I grilled two 
filets and saved one for the next night at anchor. 
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Monday, October 12, 2009, Piney River Anchorage to Chattanooga, TN  
 
     I woke up to RAIN!  No surprise, but I had hoped for a clear shot of the Cumberland Plateau – 
not that trip.  I went over to the lock at Watts Bar Dam, and a couple in a pontoon boat was 
already waiting for the chamber to fill so they could go down.  The lockmaster told me that 
sometimes a recreational vessel could get through Chickamauga Lock during the lunch hour, 
when the divers were eating lunch.  Otherwise it was after 5pm, as I had been told on the way up 
the river.  So I hurried down there as I wanted to meet my sister Judy and her friends from 
Decatur, TN that evening for dinner in downtown Chattanooga. 
 
     I called the lock on the cell phone at 11:30.  The lockmaster was nice; he said the divers were 
not taking a lunch break that day.  I arrived at noon and let them know I was there waiting.  They 
assured me I would be first to lock through as their chamber was full and would be drained as the 
first step in getting locking going again.  I tied up to a “dolphin” upstream of the lock and waited.  
It was still raining lightly, and a little wind and current kept moving the boat around so I had to 
keep adjusting the fenders. 
 
     At 4pm the lockmaster called me on the radio.  He said they would let me in and down in 
about ten minutes.  I untied from the dolphin and went over to the lock and down.  There I saw 
the towboat BEARCAT with about 11 barges to lock up.  That could have taken 8 hours to do, as 
that lock is very small. 
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