
2009 CRUISE 
TRIP 4 
IUKA, MS TO HOUSTON, TX 
NOVEMBER 12 - , 2009 
 
Thursday, November 12, 2009, Houston, TX to Iuka, M S 
 
     I flew to Nashville, TN and met my friend Robert from Charlotte, NC.  Dan 
Ingram picked us up and drove us to the marina in Iuka, MS.  We got a loaner car 
and went to get groceries, and I was surprised that it was dark at 5:15pm.  After 
putting the groceries away and unpacking, we drove over to the state park for 
dinner.  It was 7:05pm, and they closed at 7.  However, since we chose the buffet, 
and it was still out, they let us eat anyway.  There were two other tables full of 
people still eating; we had a great meal except for eating too much. 
 
     I noticed the lights were on in Cappy’s boat and resolved to call him, in 
Natchez, MS, to let him know someone had left them on.  (I had called him when 
we first docked there to kid him about his boat sticking out in the fairway too much 
– just a little joking around.  The last time I saw him we were in Portsmouth, VA.  
Cappy and Judy and Angela and I went to Williamsburg, VA together and had a 
very nice day together in October 2007.)  Just then Cappy knocked on the door to 
say “Hello.”  He and Judy were on board to visit with their grandchildren for the 
weekend. 
 

 



 

 
 
Friday, November 13, 2009, Lay Day for Maintenance  
 
     The maintenance we expected to be completed while the boat was there had 
not been finished, so we stayed another day at the marina.  Hurricane IDA had 
come ashore near Mobile, AL before going towards Atlanta and the Carolinas and 
Virginia where a lot of damage was done.  The Tenn Tom Waterway, our way 
home, was full of boats that had delayed their trek towards Florida to avoid IDA, 
filling all the marinas, creeks, and anchorages along the waterway.  In addition, 
high rains had caused high water levels and debris such as logs to flood into the 
waterway.  It was prudent to wait a while, and some were saying wait a week 
before you leave. 
 
     Mark put a cell phone booster on the boat, finishing the job on Friday; but I did 
not think it would work.  The booster antenna was turned the wrong way.  The 
forward cushion and its cover had not been completed, and that work was done.  I 
wanted to reduce the height of the anchor light, and we decided we could not do 
that in one day.  We used the WiFi in the marina office and we visited with Cappy 
and Judy while they were waiting for their grandchildren to arrive.  It was nice 
during the day and very cool at night (40s). 
 
     I had forgotten my Verizon air card, and my office shipped it to me via FedEx.  
We ate too much again at the state park lodge. 



 
Saturday, November 14, 2009, Iuka to Columbus, MS  
 
     The marina repaired my P/H air conditioning hose which had been damaged 
during their maintenance efforts.  The FedEx package arrived and Robert finished 
washing some clothes by 10:30am, and we left the marina. We went through the 
Divide Cut, which Robert had wanted to see.  We got across Bay Springs Lake 
sooner than I expected, and then we went down 84 feet at Jamie Whitten Lock. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



     The waterway was clear of logs and debris, and we could detect no appreciable 
current.  We went through Montgomery and Rankin Locks by 3pm.  Not wanting to 
stop that early in the day, we pressed on to Fulton and Wilkins Locks.  At Wilkins 
Lock we were losing the daylight.  We saw a beautiful sunset and kept going.  We 
wanted to get to Columbus if we could.  And of course we could if we were willing 
to travel in the dark.  The amount of debris in the water had dramatically increased. 
 
     We went down through Amory Lock in the dark.  Fifteen miles later we went 
through Aberdeen Lock.  (All of those locks except Whitten were designed for a lift 
of 30 feet.)  That was the last lock before Columbus, but we then had 20 miles to 
go – in the dark.  Our procedure was to go slowly so if we ran into any logs or 
debris they would go around the boat instead of under it.  That basically worked, 
but it took over two hours to get through those last twenty miles.   
 
     We got to the Columbus Marina at 9:10 and tied up to the fuel dock.  From the 
office came three men who helped us tie up.  When we had the fenders and the 
lines set, I got the end to the shore power cable and started onto the dock with it.  
The manager took the end and walked to the electrical pedestal with it.  I gathered 
some slack and walked up onto the fuel dock behind him.  I lost my balance and 
fell in the lake!  I was trying too hard to hurry and get to the restaurant before it 
closed at ten pm.  That delayed dinner.  I had to dry off and change clothes.  Then 
we had a nice meal.  A group of women all dressed up for a football game 
afterparty were eating and drinking, taking pictures, excitedly chatting and walking 
around the restaurant and their private room.  Otherwise the restaurant was empty.  
It was smoky in the halls and restrooms. 
 



 
 

 



Sunday, November 15, 2009, Columbus, MS to Demopoli s, AL  
 
     We were up at 6am.  After breakfast we prepared to depart and listened to the 
VHF radio.  Stennis Lock was filling in with boats at that time.  We called and 
asked if we could get into that lockage.  The lockmaster said yes, and then after 
we were tied up in the lock he also waited for three other boats.  There were seven 
of us in that lockage.  I had the chance to get the first out position, so when the 
doors opened we left and planned off without having to pass anyone.  
 

 
 
     There was debris, but it was manageable.  I had some experience dodging 
debris on earlier cruises, so I did the same on that one and missed most of the 
logs.  There is always one or two that can’t be seen, but we didn’t hit anything that 
hurt the boat.  It was a nice day with sunny skies and cool temperatures.  About 
10am we went through Tom Bevill Lock with three other boats and no wait. 
 



 
 
     We got to the Heflin Lock at 12:15 and went down all by ourselves.  It was 40 
miles from Bevill Lock, so we averaged almost 20 mph for those two hours.  There 
was some current, but one or two knots, not the seven or eight knots of current we 
had heard.  There were fishermen out, and we slowed for each of them. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 
     About 50 miles after Heflin Lock we intersected with the Black Warrior River.  It 
goes upstream to Tuscaloosa and Birmingham, and we had been told it would be 
in flood, with lots of debris and current.  Also, the Tenn Tom Waterway ended 
there, and the lower river was called the Black Warrior Lower Tombigbee 
Waterway, except by those who called the whole passage to the Gulf the Tenn 



Tom Waterway.  I realized I did not have charts for the lower river, and I decided to 
buy them at Demopolis since I might need the creek and other anchorage 
information on those pages. 
 
     We pulled into the Demopolis Yacht Basin at 4pm.  The old slow fuel pumps 
had been replaced with high speed pumps, and we filled up in no time.  Jim, the 
fuel dock attendant, made us an offer: we could stay there for the night if no one 
else came in for fuel.  If someone did come in for fuel, we would have to move until 
after they had fueled up to keep that spot.  We said okay to that but I knew one 
other boat was planning to come in there for fuel – WET KIT.  Our other choice 
was to try an anchorage that I had heard about but not seen about two miles 
further down the river (Foscue Creek). 
 
     In a few minutes a boat at the fuel dock decided to leave, so we were assured 
of a spot for the night.  WET KIT took that spot, bought fuel and was made the 
same offer, and spent the night there – no one else came in for fuel.  We had 
shore power, and we could grill on our propane grill.  We grilled hamburgers, 
warmed up a can of beans, opened a cold can of fruit cocktail, and finished the 
meal with some Blue Bell Mexican Praline ice cream. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



Monday, November 16, 2009, Demopolis to Three River s Lake anchorage, AL  
 
     We were up at 6am and had cereal for breakfast.  We left the marina at 7:45am.  
We passed Foscue Creek and looked at the entrance but could not tell anything 
about it.  A cruise guide book showed us a sketch of it; it appeared to be an 
attractive anchorage.  When we got to the Demopolis Lock, we waited a few 
minutes for the operator to fill the chamber, but it wasn’t more than ten minutes.  
We were the only boat in the lock. 
 
     When we came out of the lock we looked back at the waterfall over the dam.  It 
was impressive.  There was a lot of foam on the water that Robert said was 
pollution, but I thought it might be from plants.  We didn’t see any logs, but later 
there were quite a few.  Some were small, and some were as large as trees. Some 
of the bigger ones were really frightening.  
 

 
 
     The weather was nice again.  It was partly cloudy instead of sunny, but still 
nice.  Temps were in the 60s, and we had a cool breeze.  No need to run the 
generator except the inverter that ran the refrigerator had stopped working in Iuka, 
MS – I thought it was another example of someone fixing one thing and turning off 
another thing.  I found out later it was more complicated than that. 
 



 
 

 



     There was color in the leaves, but the best colors were gone, I thought.  Some 
trees were almost bare.  I also realized that the colors looked better through my 
sunglasses than they did through the camera lens.  I did slow a few times to take 
photos of the trees and the clouds in the sky. 
 
     I passed a few boats that seemed to be together, and we spoke on the radio.  I 
asked several of them where they were going to stay; some said Bobby’s Fish 
Camp, some said Bashi Creek, etc.  I thought about staying at Bobby’s, but there 
was no electricity even though there was a dockage fee.  I really wanted to stop 
again at Old Lock No. 1 because I had been told the water there was high so we 
wouldn’t bump going in or out.   
 

 
 



 
 
     We were making good time and had no difficulties avoiding the logs.  I came 
across Bobby’s Fish Camp by surprise; it was not even 1:30.  I did not want to stop 
so I radioed the other boats nearby that no one was at the docks there and we 
went on.  Coffeyville Lock called us and told us to hurry and go down with the one 
boat he had in there, so we did.  The water on the low side of the dam was at least 
20 feet higher than normal, the lockmaster said. 
 



 
 
     At 2:30 we passed the entrance to Old Lock No. 1 at Mile 100.  I was reluctant 
to stop as early as that, so we pressed on to Three Rivers Lake.  Bob DeGroot had 
told me he and Kim anchored there and, it was a good anchorage.  Along the way I 
passed several small boats, and it appeared they were headed there as well.  Two 
boats were in the early stages of getting anchored in that narrow creek when we 
arrived.  We went in third, and four other boats followed us in.  There were seven 
boats in there, in a single long line, with fore and aft anchors to keep our boats out 
of the trees. 
 
     For the day we covered 153 miles and went through two locks, twelve for the 
trip, in about 9 running hours.  The anchorage was at Mile 63.9 on the lower river, 
meaning 63.9 miles above the zero point in downtown Mobile. 
 



 
 

 



Tuesday, November 17, 2009, Three Rivers Lake ancho rage to Mobile, AL  
 
     I was up at 5:50am so I could shower, dress, and have a bowl of cereal.  We 
began the process of getting out of there at 7am; the last boat in had to depart first.  
We passed them all and made good time until we were delayed at the Fourteen 
Mile railroad bridge.  We waited there for 75 minutes for two trains and some 
maintenance.  The other boats did not catch up to us but were approaching the 
area of the bridge when we went through. 
 

 
 
     At 1pm we pulled into Dog River Marina and filled up with fuel.  Dog River 
Marina was a sponsor of AGLCA and had offered us a free night with a fill up, so 
we had free dockage for the night.  We moved to the transient dock and tied up.  
Due to the new moon, they had been having extra high tides at night, so we made 
plans accordingly.  Bob and Kim DeGroot were there doing some maintenance on 
their generator, I believe.  We had an electrician come to check out our large 
inverter.  He removed it but could not repair it that same day, so we brought it back 
to Houston. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     The marina personnel were great.  Michael fueled up the boat and called the 
office and arranged transportation for Robert to get to the airport the next day.  
Linda sent Mike, the electrician, to the boat, and he was nice.  Then Linda said “No 
charge” for his work since they could not fix the problem.  I went to the grocery 
store in their loaner car. That was an experience; the marina is far from town and I 
did not know where a grocery store was located.  I found a nice Winn Dixie for the 
few things I needed. 
 
     We met the owners of MOON BEAM on a 53’ Selene and toured their boat and 
Peter toured mine.  I liked their boat in many ways. 
 

 
 
Wednesday, November 18, 2009, Mobile, AL to Venice,  LA 
 
     I got up at 5:50 again; that seemed to be a good time for me to get up.  Robert 
and I had cereal, and Michael came to the boat about 6:30 to say the marina was 
ready to take him to the airport.  That was early but really better for Robert.  
Instead of waiting at the marina, he could wait at the airport for his 11:15 flight to 
NC.  I left the marina at 7:30am. 
 
     I had a nice day for a run offshore.  The initial run through Mobile Bay was fast 
due to a beneficial current. I passed the sea buoy about 9:30; it was about 30 miles 
from Dog River Marina.  Winds were SW and W about ten knots.  I had a sandwich 
about 11:15.  Eating early like that prevented my having a sugar low, which I had 



been experiencing for the last year or so. 
 

 
 
     I set waypoints on two yellow buoys on my electronic chart, but never saw 
either or them.  (My chart began to work about the time I got into Mobile.)  At each 
waypoint my course changed more towards the west, and the waves stopped 
hitting the windshield about 1pm.  Winds were out of the west at 17 – 20 knots, and 
the waters were choppy.  I felt the current crossing the Atchafalaya River and 
again when approaching Baptiste Collette Bayou.  In fact water was coming out of 
each of those channels from the Mississippi River: Baptiste Collette, the river itself, 
and Tiger Pass.  My impression was there was a lot of water inland trying to get 
out to the Gulf – from high rains and Hurricane IDA.    
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 
     I wanted to buy fuel at ASCO where I had an account and find an anchorage for 
the night.  I had done that before and liked the result.  Cypress Cove was an 
expensive marina.  But I could not find ASCO (I found out later the name had been 
changed back to L & L Oil.)  I went into Cypress Cove Marina and filled up with 
diesel and spent the night.  There was a significant current running in Tiger Pass 
making the turn into the marina very tricky.  I ate on board.  I had covered about 
125 miles in 8 hours that day. 
 
Thursday, November 19, 2009, Venice to Freshwater B ayou, LA  
 
     I heard the boat in the slip next to me taking on fuel.  I don’t know when it 
arrived, but they said they were going to Houston as soon as they bought fuel.  I 
planned to get there in two days; they said one day for them.  It was a 52’ Cabo 
with big engines.  It pulled out a few minutes before I did, and I never saw them 
again.  (It actually took me three days to get to Houston due to bad weather.) 
 
     When I left the marina I felt again the strong current; the boat was jerked 
around to the side so hard that objects fell inside.  I had a beneficial current during 
my ten-mile ride down Tiger Pass to the Gulf on the other side of the Mississippi 
River. 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     I initially had E winds 7 – 10 knots, and I was headed slightly south of west.  
Seas were 1 – 2 feet, nice.  By noon I was headed west at 19 – 20 knots, with E 
winds 10 knots.  At 2:20 I was seeing grass from the Atchafalaya River.  Seas 
were 3’ and choppy, and winds were SE at 13 knots.  I was heading NW at 290 
degrees.  The boat was rolling with the cross seas. 
 
     At 3:30 I had 3 – 4’ seas and winds of 15 – 16 knots; it was uncomfortable.  
Also the marine weather forecast called for a small craft warning on Friday with a 
gale warning on Friday afternoon.  I wondered if I could get into the Calcasieu 
River below Lake Charles before the gale began.  I was having trouble keeping my 
speed up as the boat was rolling too much for comfort.  I wasn’t sure I had a place 
to tie up once I reached Freshwater Bayou, but I had tied up to a steel sheet piling 
there before. 
 
     I saw the sun go down at 5:15, and still I was not into the channel.  As I got 
closer to the shore, the waves diminished, and I was able to get up some speed 
again.  I pulled into the bayou and observed a number of crew boats pulled up to 
the shore for the night.  I thought a shrimp boat was in the spot I had hoped to use, 
but it was only nearby.  I tied up in the dark to a wall that had lots of rusty steel 
sheets, and I wished for more adequate fenders to keep me off. 
 
     The generator had been giving me trouble, and I had resigned myself to 
sleeping with no electricity.  I checked the sea strainer anyway and found it to be 
clear; the generator was getting plenty of water.  I started it up again, and that time 
it did not overheat – it ran all night.  I was very grateful for that.  I grilled a 
hamburger and ate a salad and went to sleep. 
 
Friday, November 20, 2009, Freshwater Bayou to Lake  Charles, LA 
 
     I decided to be prudent and go to Lake Charles via the Intracoastal Waterway 
rather than take a risk on the offshore, shorter route to the Calcasieu River.  After 
my bowl of cereal I went through the lock at Freshwater Bayou and up to 
Intracoastal City where I bought fuel at L & L Oil Co.  I had to go slow through 
Intracoastal City, and I had a fifteen minute wait at Leland Bowman Lock for a long 
string of barges and a towboat eastbound.  The lock was open at both ends. 
 
     After the lock there was eighty miles of mostly the same scenery, not too much 
traffic, light rain, SE winds 5 – 10 knots, and low- to mid-60s for temperatures.  
(What happened to the gale force winds?)  There were no appreciable delays at 
the two pontoon bridges or the Calcasieu Lock.  By 3pm I was on the Calcasieu 
River, and by 3:45 I was tied up at Bridge Point Marina.  I wanted a mechanic to 
look at the generator.  Tony helped me tie up, and then he came out with his tools 
to change the fan belt and the impeller in the water pump.  I could tell he thought it 
was late to get started on a new project on a Friday night, but he did it and I was 
grateful. The generator ran fine after that. 
 
     I had traveled 120 or so miles in 8 running hours and gone through three locks.  
The Trip 4 lock total was 15. 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     Between 6 and 6:30 my friends John Myers and Sue Simmons arrived to see 
the boat and visit a bit before dinner.  Sue brought her fiancé Jeff with her.  Her 
friend and mine, Phyllis, was unable to come; so we missed her.  John took us to 
L’Auberge Hotel and Casino for the buffet dinner.  We ate too much and returned 
to the boat where we said our good nights. 
 
Saturday, November 21, 2009, Lake Charles, LA to Ho uston, TX  
 
     I left the marina in a light rain, and it rained all day, sometimes heavily.  I 
passed a lot of industry on the Calcasieu River leaving Lake Charles.  Otherwise 
there was no gale, although the winds did pick up as I got close to the Houston 
Ship Channel. Even in Port Arthur, TX the towboats were looking for protection 
from the winds and waves.   
 
     I also had some fog just west of Port Arthur, but traffic was light there with only 
two fishermen on the whole trip.  There is no understanding fishermen; it was 
raining and cold. 
 
     At 2pm I had 20 knot winds from the North, and the towboats with barges were 
stacking up in the ICW some miles east of the intersection with the ship channel.  
The ICW was narrow and exposed to the winds there, and there was a strong set 
to the south due to the winds and current. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     When I turned north into the ship channel I had the roughest part of the day.  
There was a lot of traffic: ships, towboats and barges, and one yacht and one 
sailboat - almost continuous traffic.  The chop was about 3 feet high.  It was a 
dreary day with rain, fog, overcast skies, high winds, and cold temperatures. 
 
     When I got into the bay near Clear Lake, I put the transmissions into neutral 
and lowered the antennas and the anchor light to be able to clear the roof of the 
shed I was going into.  My wife and son were to meet me there, but Angela’s 
phone was off so she didn’t receive my last messages.  I got in and tied up before 
they arrived.  It was tricky, too, as a strong current ran by that boat shed.  I also did 
not like the side walkways and thought I might move to another location in a few 
days, which I did. 
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



     Angela and Chuck did arrive with the grandchildren, and we packed a few 
things and left the boat.  I was really tired.  I went back the next day for a 
photograph of the boat in the slip, and to remove some things from the refrigerator. 
It was a good trip, but I needed some rest and went to bed early Saturday night.  
That day I covered 150 miles in 8 hours, and for Trip 4 in total I moved the boat 
1055 miles in 8 running days through 15 locks. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Statistics for Year 2009 Cruise, Trips 1, 2, 3, and  4: 
 
              Engine   Generator                  Fuel          Fuel        Run     Lay    Travel  Total   No. of 
              Hours      Hours         Miles    Gallons      Costs      Days   Days   Days   Days  Locks 
 
Trip 1      127           195          1480       2965        $8006       16          5         2       23        17  
Trip 2       55              45            790       1445        $3696       10        10         2       22        10 
Trip 3         5                0              65         118          $354         1          8         2       11          2 
Trip 4       68              53          1055       1562        $4100         8          1         1       10        15 
 
Totals     255           293           3390      6090       $16156      35        24         7       66        43 
     
Average speed was 13.3 mph  
Running hours per running day were 7.3 
Miles per running day were 96.9 
Generator hours per running hour were 1.1 
Fuel usage was 24.2 gallons per hour 
Fuel usage was 1.94 gallons per mile 
Fuel cost was $2.66 per gallon 
Fuel cost was $5.16 per mile. 
 


