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This is the story of a trip “around the horn” of the Intracoastal Waterway:  

Chesapeake Bay, Delaware Bay, Jersey Intracoastal Canal, Hudson River, Erie 

Canal, Ohio River, Cumberland River, Tombigbee Canal, Black Warrior River, 

Mobile River, Gulf Intracoastal Waterway and St. Lucy Canal. Some 20 years ago, 

when fuel costs were considerably lower and Marina prices were reasonable. 

It was wonderful and horrible, exhilarating and exasperating and the most 

memorable experience of a lifetime! 
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MUTINY ON THE BRASS RING 

(5/8/93-12/4/93) 

J. Robert Peltz 

 
PRELUDE    

 
For a number of years, the kids have pleaded with me to write the account of the seven month journey my 

wife and I experienced on the Intra-Coastal Waterway. 

 

I guess the whole idea really started in earnest as I was gazing out the 5
th

 floor window of Hamot Hospital in 

Erie, PA.  A cabin cruiser was easing out of its slip at Brewer Marina below me.  I was recovering from a near 

miss after open heart surgery.  The surgeon had “nicked a lung” during the procedure, which led to a collapse of 

my left lung.  In the Intensive Care Unit (ICU) I was on a new respirator that was placed at the foot of the bed, 

with the hoses on the floor. My wife, Jane, was by my side, and medical traffic was in and out of my bedside. 

She remembers my profuse perspiring. My eyes were rolling, and my breathing was increasingly labored.  She 

summoned the nurse, who said that I “just wasn’t trying to breathe hard enough”   As a certified SCUBA 

instructor I have often experienced being almost “out of air”. I managed to shout, “I can not breathe!” 

 

As I lost consciousness, I heard the nurse say, “Oh My God” when she discovered that someone had 

inadvertently stepped on a hose clamp, shutting down my oxygen supply leading to the slow collapse of my 

remaining lung.  I still vividly recall mentally drifting down a long corridor, and seeing…only a few feet 

away… my father and Jane’s father awaiting me!  They had both died a few years before.  Jane recalls thinking 

that our journey together was over. 

 

The nurse released the hose clamp, and I returned to the physical world, wringing wet, but still on the planet!  

We then resolved to purchase a boat and to “do” the Intra-coastal Waterway.  During the next few days, as I 

was recovering, there was a flurry of investigations by the hospital administrators, legal department, security, 

and the doctors involved.  Interrogations of the staff, nurses, my wife, and technicians were conducted. All 

clamps were broken off the hoses, and I was carefully monitored for possible brain damage!  (After my release 

from the hospital, no mention of this incident was included in the final medical report!) 

 

I finished my recovery overlooking Erie Bay and Brewers Marina.  With the company of my Teddy Bear “Sir 

Cough-a-lot” to press against my incision when I coughed, I spent those many hours planning our trip “around 

the Horn”. 

 

SOME BACKGROUND 
 

Jane and I have always been interested in boating.  We were both fresh out of college, and I had a new job as a 

Microwave Engineer with Sylvania at Kew Gardens, NY.  One day I discovered that one of my colleagues had 

a small outboard for sale for $20.  Elated by the possibility of using it on rental boats, I purchased it sight 

unseen. A few times a week and always on week ends, I would drive across the Whitestone Bridge to Mosholu 

Parkway in the Bronx to date my bride to be.  

 

 We often rented boats at Twin Lakes, NY, Lake Zoar, CT, or Long Island Sound, and powered them by 

“Colossus”, the 1.5 HP engine that I believe was made by Ole Evenrude in his basement!  It had a needle valve 

for a carburetor and a rope starter.  When the ignition system was examined, the spark plug exhibited a sickly 

yellow spark. Consequently, it was reluctant to start but would usually fire after about twenty or thirty vigorous 

“pulls”!  Sometimes we’d cross an entire lake by wrapping the cord around the flywheel and propelling it a few 

feet forward.  The real test of “Colossus” was at Lake Winnipesauke during our honeymoon in August of 1950.  
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We clamped it on an 18 foot rowboat at Museum Lodges and headed across the lake for a picnic on Rattlesnake 

Island seven miles away. It died about a half mile from the dock upon our return.  The ignition had finally failed 

and we rowed all the way home.   

 

When we were first married, we rented a small house in Levittown LI, New York. I had transferred to a position 

as a Television Engineer at Sylvania’s R&D Laboratory in Bayside LI.   Shortly after we set up housekeeping I 

found an advertisement in a boating magazine for an eight foot pram kit called the Haggerty Sea Shell.  As I 

recall it was $35 plus postage from a factory in Massachusetts.  

Our house had a stairway to the unfinished attic, which 

became the boat construction area.  We nailed the temporary 

keel on the partially floored area, and proceeded to follow 

instructions.  In about a week of evenings, our watercraft was 

finished, calked and painted.  We christened it “Spunt” 

(Bohemian for “little cork”). I fashioned four brackets to 

attach large suction cups to the gunwales so we could carry it 

inverted on my 1946 Chevy.  

 

We now needed a reliable engine to propel the new craft.  

Research revealed that a facility in Manhattan could 

“recharge” magnetos.  I carried the patient to Olaf Mikelson’s where he zapped the flywheel with a coil 

powered by a massive group of car batteries.  The result was a fat blue spark and engine that started on the first 

pull! Our maiden cruise the following week end on Great South Bay was a great success. With a sturdy pram 

and a reliable engine, we could look forward to many years of boating adventures.  

 

Time passed and the Korean Conflict had started.  I received a 

letter stating that I was being recalled to active duty!  I had 

enlisted in the US Navy in March 1942.  After three years, 

three months and fourteen days, I was separated as a Chief 

Electronics Mate and had opted to remain in the inactive 

reserve. Sylvania transferred me to their Government Projects 

section which bought me a six month deferment.  August 

1951 found us arriving at Naval Operating Base, Norfolk VA.  

I had refused a commission which would require a two year 

tour, while as a Chief, I was obligated to only eighteen 

months.  We were entitled to a house on the Naval Operating 

base, where I was assigned to teach electronics at the Radio Operators School. Our pram now saw service on 

the James River, Back Bay, and Dismal Swamp, parts of Chesapeake Bay, plus inlets and lakes around Virginia 

Beach. It was transported on our Studebaker Starlight Coupe.  

 

A want ad in the local paper listed a 12 foot hydroplane 

(needing much repair) for sale. I examined it and 

concluded that I might be able to render it seaworthy 

again.  It was mine for the sum of $30.  It was a step-

hydro, constructed of marine (?) plywood, and could 

accommodate two persons.  The problem now facing me 

was an engine capable of powering the new craft.  The 

problem was solved by a visiting fraternity brother. He 

had a cousin who wanted to sell a Martin 60 outboard.  

After some negotiation I bought the engine, which was a 

7.5 HP two cycle unit manufactured by a pressure 

cooker company in Wisconsin.  Although a bit light, I thought it might push the hydro along.  A few weeks later 
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I finished the rebuilding of the boat and we were ready for the trial.  We carted it over to Lindhaven Bay and 

launched it to find it would not come up on plane with two passengers.  In fact, a little kid in a jonboat asked us 

if that thing was a speed boat, and proceeded to run circles around us.  We went back to the launch ramp where 

Jane got out and I tried it again.  This time I coaxed it up on the step, and it took off like a rabbit leaving the 

jonboat in a cloud of spray.  My triumph however was tempered by the fact that the hydro was destined to be a 

solo boat unless I could afford a larger engine.  

 

I was also concerned since I was quite sure I had over-revved the Martin.  The hydro was seldom used, but we 

reverted to the pram, often with the Martin 60 engine on the transom…which was too much engine for the eight 

footer! The next winter, the hydro which was stored against the house on the base, was riddled with termites!  I 

managed to salvage some cleats and 769 brass screws .Toward the end of my tour of duty, our first son, Rob, 

arrived and our boating day were curtailed for a time.  I returned to Sylvania, Bayside as a TV Engineer.  We 

built our first home in Syosset, LI. After about a year, Sylvania decided to move the TV research to their new 

manufacturing plant in Batavia, NY.  We opted not to move, until we found out that the new LI thruway was 

rumored to go through our home on Terrihans Lane.  Good fortune prevailed and I was offered a new position 

as a Field Engineer at the Sylvania Tube Division headquarters in Emporium, PA.   After our move to central 

PA our boating took a holiday.  We built our second home, and 

welcomed two more sons, Steve & Rick. We usually vacationed and 

boated in Madison,CT. in the spring of the year where Jane’s Aunt 

had a small cabin near the beach on Long Island Sound.  We’d rent 

the cottage for a week just after school was over in PA and would 

enjoy the almost deserted beach and excursions in the pram.  Our kids 

would watch the school busses depart each morning, since the  

Connecticut schools were still in session. Spunt was a bit 

overpowered by the Martin 60 engine, but was never operated at full 

throttle. 

 

 Summer vacations in late July were spent in Nebraska where my 

father had a cabin and an adjacent Island on the Platte River. He had 

acquired an old air boat on a duck boat hull which was powered by a 

surplus Continental aircraft engine.  It was configured as a pusher, 

and was never adequately cooled.  As a result, it would diesel after a 

short period of operation and the only way you could shut it down 

was to turn off the fuel supply. During the next few years, while we 

were raising a family, our boating adventures were limited to using 

the pram in Connecticut or the airboat in Nebraska during our 

vacations. At this point in time, the pram was our only boat, somewhat inadequate for our growing family. It 

was still transported as a car-top.   

 

Our visits to Nebraska usually lasted about two weeks and invariably included a project to improve the cabin, 

grounds, or facilities.  We constructed a cable-car from the mainland to the island powered by a ½ HP .electric 

motor.  Its capacity was four hunters, two dogs, and an unspecified number of ducks, geese, pheasants or small 

game. It subsequently saw use both summer and winter.  A running water and septic tank system took two 

summers to complete.  Fences and planting of cedar and hackberry trees, pond clean-up, re-roofing, cabin 

additions, a patio, and painting kept us busy in anticipation of future swimming, fishing and airboating. 
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In Nebraska a major boating project was proposed to 

build a decent air boat. The new design was a flat 

bottom hull 17 feet long with a 6 foot beam. It had 

twin stringers under the engine mount frame with 

marine plywood covered with fiberglass.  We 

obtained a surplus 120 HP Lycoming aircraft engine 

for about $200, fabricated a tubular steel engine 

mount, and placed the propeller ahead of the engine in 

a tractor configuration, which provided adequate 

cylinder cooling.  The downside of this was that the 

noise generating propeller was just aft of amidships, 

and the noise level was around 110 Decibels.  Twin 

rudders completed the control surfaces, and worked 

admirably well. A submerged rudder is impossible, since the Platte is almost a half-mile wide but only inches 

deep in most of its length.  Sand bars dot the entire area. Unlike maneuvering with a submerged rudder to make 

a tight turn, the helmsman must apply a burst of power, often resulting in grounding on a sand bar. The 

necessary lack of a keel or skeg renders maneuvering to a series of repetitive skids. 

 

A stretch of the Platte is parallel to US 30 highway, so we were able to clock the airboat at just under 55 miles 

per hour.  Boating at these speeds in shallow water is exciting and exhilarating while urging one to learn to 

“read the river” for snags, logs and sandbars. A cable guard running from the bow to over the engine guard is a 

must, since farmers and landowners often string cables to their adjacent islands for power or flat boat 

propulsion. (Pulleys on the cable connected by ropes to the bow and stern on a jonboat are used to angle the 

boat, utilizing the current to move the boat parallel to the cable)  The guard prevents the embarrassment of 

being decapitated by the almost invisible low-hanging cables!   

 

Our next major move was to Skaneateles NY when I switched to Sales Engineering. Jane and I had always 

wanted to have a home on a lake so we started building our third home on Lakeview Circle.  The homeowners 

association here had a private beach, boating area, swim float, etc.  We now started a search for a suitable boat 

for use on the lake.   

 

A Penn Yan “Captivator” seemed to be the ideal choice.  It was a 14 

foot center deck runabout powered by a 35 HP Johnson engine (RDE-

19). The two older boys were learning to water ski, and we anticipated 

many hours of enjoyment exploring the lake, the adjacent Erie Canal, 

lakes and waterways.  A small trailer would allow us to bring the boat to 

other areas and to Connecticut on vacations.  

 

 Jane was expecting our fourth child. Because of the transfer or two Sales Engineers in this area, I was asked to 

assume their duties on a “temporary” basis.  For the next five months I was handling Commercial, Government 

and Renewal sales for all of New York and all IBM locations. At first we were stuck in a rental apartment with 

three small, active boys on East Lake road.  I would usually leave home on Sunday evening and return on 

Friday evening, while she “kept the fort” and monitored the construction of our new home.  The only respite 

was a week’s vacation I took when Lorri was born on Nov. 30. We moved into the partially finished house on 

New Year’s Day during a season of the largest snow falls in years.  In March, a new renewal Engineer was 

finally hired, and I had a few weeks of training duties with him. 

  

This was the most stressful period of our married life.  In late March I received a phone call from the Chief 

Engineer of the Tube Division inquiring if I would be interested in a new position as New Products Manager in 

Emporium. Mid April found me in Pennsylvania, while Jane stayed in Skaneateles so Rob could finish school. I 

commuted on weekends to sell our new home and arrange for the move back to Emporium.  We rented another 
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home and in July started construction of house number four!  These were good times again. I could come home 

for lunch. East Branch Reservoir was nearby for great boating and we had numerous friends again. The 

Sylvania Outing Club sponsored a ski slope at Coley Hill, and we started snow skiing. A number of new 

products had been initiated and were thriving.  Business was good, and son number four, Dave, had arrived!  

 

 

We discovered a small resort (Mistikoska Lodge) in the 

Ontario Canadian Halliburton Highlands on Lake 

Kashagawigamog. The cabin was economical and included 

meals! We trailed the PennYan with all the kids in the car.  

While there I fabricated an aquaplane from a few boards 

cleated together. The older kids learned to ride it as I towed it 

around the lake with a clothesline rope. 

 

A couple of years passed and Sylvania was purchased by General Telephone and Electronics.  Reorganization 

took place.  New product activity was curtailed. The new Vice President and Chief Engineer had no knowledge 

of the tube business. I became the manager of our (new product) Photoconductor Operations. Within a year the 

transistor was making inroads and the vacuum tube business was declining. A decision was made to move the 

Division Headquarters and Engineering from Emporium to Seneca Falls, NY. This decision was destined to 

literally destroy our Emporium and the home values therein. 

 

At this time, however, the Precision Materials Division business, (formerly known as the Sylvania Parts 

Division) located in Warren, PA was booming. Some sixteen plants and subsidiaries eventually comprised this 

operation. A new Research and Development Laboratory was scheduled for construction, for which I was 

offered a position as manager of the Electronic/Electromechanical Section of this this facility. 

 

I moved to Warren in February and found a room in a private residence.  Jane stayed in Emporium with the kids 

in school and endeavored to sell our home.  Each Wednesday and weekends I would make the trip home.  To 

use the time on my hands, I enrolled in a SCUBA class, and later joined a newly formed underwater team.  

 

This time we purchased house number five!  The closing was scheduled for two weeks after school started, so 

we rented a cabin on Lake Chautauqua near Jamestown, NY. The PennYan got a good workout each afternoon, 

evening, and weekend after our commute to Pennsylvania. Warren was a good choice for living. The new home 

was centrally located so the kids could walk to playgrounds, schools, the YMCA, and downtown. I could come 

home for lunch and had a 3 minute trip to the lab. The town of 15,000 was big enough that I could “escape” 

work, but small enough to generally know what the kids were involved in. 

 

The Kinzua Dam on the Allegheny River was under construction, and would impound some 40 miles of lake 

only 6 miles east of our home.  The Youngsville Ski Area was 8 miles west of us. Our interest in skiing 

prompted us to join the National Ski Patrol where we served for 19 years. As my diving interests improved, I 

worked toward achieving my SCUBA Instructor Certification. After a few years, we had the whole family on or 

under the water in the summer and on the ski slopes in the winter. 

 

An advertisement in the Jamestown newspaper prompted us to purchase a Comet 

sailboat. I built a custom trailer for it and rigged a color code system for the halyard, 

shrouds and traveling backstays.  We reached the point where we could trail it to 

Kinzua Reservoir, step the mast and tune the rigging in about twenty minutes. We 

now had a choice of boats. On days when we had reasonable winds and lots of time, 

we used the sail boat. (the wind usually died at later afternoon)  If there was a time 

constraint we used the Penn Yan.  
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For short excursions the kids used the pram on Connewango Creek a block from 

home.  It now sported its own trailer having bicycle wheels and was towable by 

hand or bicycle. A casual conversation with our Chief Engineer revealed that he 

had a small Elgin outboard that would never run at high speed. He was disgusted 

with it and planned to junk it. When I offered to buy it he gave it to me! I 

dismantled it and found that the high speed jet in the carburetor was only 

partially drilled through.  Redrilling restored proper performance and the one and 

one half aircooled engine made a perfect engine for the pram.  

 

The Penn Yan saw a lot of service.  On vacations we would trail it to Connecticut where Jane’s aunt also had a 

cottage at the beach in Madison.  We’d anchor the boat at East Wharf on a makeshift buoy tied to large rock. 

We made excursions to Clinton Harbor, New Haven, Tuxis Island, and the Connecticut and Hammonesset  

Rivers. We still used the airboat on the Platte River when we journeyed to Nebraska every summer. 

 

Our residence in Warren was the longest of our marriage, some 

29 years.  As the children grew, the PennYan was becoming a bit 

cramped. Jane, Rob and I occupied the front seat while Steve, 

Rick and Lorri were in the rear seat.  Dave generally occupied the 

space under the center deck next to the battery box! One weekend 

in the summer, when Rob was home from college and camping at 

Kinzua, he hit a submerged log, and managed to reach shore 

before sinking.  It was evident that we needed a new and larger 

boat 

 

I searched the various marinas in the area and happened upon an 18 

foot Monark “Stinger” that had survived a garage fire in the area.  

The front quarter of the craft had suffered and needed cleaning, 

painting, a new windshield, rewiring, and the replacement of a 

number of the instruments. Research revealed that it had been 

constructed in Monticello, AK of 3/16 inch Heli-arc Aluminum 

which was unconditionally warranted for 20 years! The 120 HP 

Mercury engine and outdrive had not been affected by the fire, and 

had about 100 hours of service. The price was right! 

The balance of the summer was spent rebuilding the PennYan and restoring the Monark. Three teenage sons 

plus two younger “go-fors” made the work both enjoyable and rapid. Steve and Rick did most of the work on 

the PennYan, reinforcing the repaired hull with a Dacron/Epoxy sheath. Dave the only one small enough to fit 

worked in the bow compartment for fastening work. 

.  
Rob & I worked on the Monark, repairing or replacing the steering wheel, instruments, and adding a depth 

finder, CB, and Marine Band radio. As time went on, these expanded to another recording depth finder, and 

FM/AM radio, anchor winch, search light, C Loran, full camper top, Hookah compressor, Hailer with the 

provision for an underwater speaker and transom Strobe. The whole family was now into active SCUBA diving. 

I had my PADI and YMCA Instructor certification in Shipwreck diving, Search and Recovery diving, Basic and 

Open Water diving. The Underwater Diving Team had over 40 members, with our own Compressor and 

Cascade system. 

 

The family’s boating excursions increased in scope and distance.  We explored the Allegheny River, Lake Erie, 

and the Erie Islands. Dive trips to Lake Ontario, the Thousands Islands, and St. Lawrence River. Shipwreck 

dives in Georgian Bay and Tobermory, Canada were frequent.  The kids christened the Monark as “Snoopy” 

since we poked around so many waterways.  Our trips to Madison CT as soon as school was out encompassed 

journeys up the Connecticut River, Falkner Island, Long Island Sound to Mystic Seaport and the Thames River.  
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We trailed Snoopy to Norfolk VA and explored the Dismal Swamp Canal, Albemarle Sound, Currituck Sound 

through Pamlico Sound to Ocracoke.  Our final destination was Oregon Inlet, where we spent a week camping. 

 

A trip to Lake Sebago, Portland and the Calendar Islands, Maine enroute to a camping trip on Warren Island in 

Penobscot Bay was followed by trips on the Rideau and Trent Severyn canals in Ontario and the Erie Canal in 

NY.  Each spring break we would trail Snoopy to the Florida Keys for reef diving at Pennekamp State 

Underwater Park and Biscayne Bay National Park. 

 

Snoopy is now some 46 years old, on its second engine, and still going strong!  The engine hour meter has 

clocked 756 hours of boating, and we still use it for day outings here in Florida. 

 

THE SEARCH FOR A BOAT 

 
Our youngest son, Dave was now an Engineering Officer in the Air Force, and all the kids were finished with 

college and gainfully employed.  Jane and I retired and purchased a small home in Florida as a place to “camp 

out” in the winter.  Although we had Snoopy, we were still considering the possibility of “doing” the Intra-

coastal Waterway.  I guess many boaters have dreams of languishing on the fantail of their craft with a Mint 

Julep at sunset after a glorious day on the water! 

 

Visits to various marinas, boat shows, and searches with boat 

brokers didn’t result in our finding the craft we really wanted. 

In the spring we even looked in Pennsylvania, Illinois, and 

Michigan. On a late summer RV trip around Michigan, we 

stopped and camped at numerous harbor sites.  We had 

purchased a12 foot Achiles inflatable boat to use since Snoopy 

was left in Florida. It was a great little boat, powered by a 9.9 

HP Johnson. It was big enough for the two of us plus fishing 

tackle, camping, or SCUBA gear. We could go 60 miles on six 

gallons of gas, and it would plane out at 28 statute MPH. 

 

We were poking around a marina in Alpena, MI one day when we happened across a Carver that intrigued us. 

We introduced ourselves to the owner who invited us onboard.  The ensuing tour convinced us that this was 

probably the craft for an intra-coastal trip.  We later found a Carver dealer in New Buffalo where we further 

researched the Carver line and took a short demonstration run. We had a date to meet son Steve and wife Sue at 

Frankenmuth the following day, so we asked the salesperson to send a proposal to Pennsylvania on two models  

in which we were interested along with various options.  She never followed up on our request! 

 

We returned to Florida in early fall and continued to look for Carvers in Boat Trader, magazines, dealers and 

marinas. We located a few. But not the model or condition we desired. Shortly before Christmas, a boat 

salesman showed me a craft located in Floridiana Beach. This was the boat we had been looking for. This was 

the “Brass Ring”.   

 

BRIEF HISTORY OF THE BRASS RING 

 
 The Brass Ring was a 28 foot Aft Cabin Carver which a retired couple from 

White Lake, Michigan had purchased it in January 1981 for use on Lake 

Michigan. The following August 11 they started their trip through the Illinois 

Waterway. They arrived via the Mississippi Tombigbee, Gulf rim to Fort Myers 

Beach on November 11. The following year they traveled to the Solomon’s in 

Maryland April 1 to May 20 where the boat was moored for six months. 
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They returned to Ft. Myers in October and the boat was moved in to Belle Hatchie Marina FL in Jan for dry 

storage until April.  After limited local use until Nov. when it was relocated to their daughters home in 

Floridiana, Beach FL. 

 

THE PURCHASE PROCESS 

 
Jane and I were both enamored with the Carver we found, and made numerous trips to Floridiana with the 

intention of making a sea trial. We hired a Marine Surveyor to evaluate the hull and fittings, which proved to be 

in excellent shape. The craft was powered by twin Mercury MIE 255 (Crusaders) normally aspirated engines 

with Warner Transmissions which the owner was servicing.  Each time we arranged a trial we experienced 

inclement weather or engine difficulties and were unable to make a satisfactory run on the Indian River prior to 

our return to Pennsylvania.   This was when my Open Heart Surgery intervened, and I experienced the 

aforementioned “near miss”. We resolved to purchase the Brass Ring upon our return to Florida. 

 

 A telephone call to the owner revealed that he had traded the 

boat to a Marine Dealer in Stuart, FL for an off-shore fisherman 

two weeks previously, but that we could probably purchase the 

Brass Ring for our original agreed upon price.  A joint visit to 

the Stuart Dealer confirmed this. (In retrospect, I’m sure that 

this was a great deal for the dealer, since his trade-in price was 

probably less than the amount tendered!).  

We signed the necessary papers, arranged for Licensing, 

Insuring and Documenting the vessel. The Brass Ring was ours!      

Our big mistake was not commissioning an engine survey 

which would have revealed the need for replacement of the 

risers and manifolds or both engines! 

 

THE HAULOUT 

 
We arranged for the Brass Ring to be hauled, inspected, 

and refurbished, if necessary, at Summit Landings boatyard 

near Sebastian FL. The trick, now, was moving it to this 

location.  I had operated single screw boats all of my life 

but had no experience with twin engines and propellers.  

With Jane as crew and line handler I started the engines, let 

them warm up and managed to back out of the slip.  Using 

the port only prop I made the tight turn toward the 

Intracoastal Waterway, engaged the starboard engine and at 

idle speed made the short run to wider water. It is about 40 

miles from Stuart to Sebastian which allowed ample time to 

experiment with gear shifting, backing, engine 

synchronizing, and throttle use.  I found that steering with 

the engines was more effective at low speeds than using the 

rudders, and particularly useful when backing.  By the time 

we reached Summit Landings I felt almost confident that I 

could get the Brass Ring into the haul-out slip without a disaster.  

 

The next week was spent servicing the props, Bennett Tabs, new zincs, 

and doing a lot of cosmetic and bright work. All of the through hull fittings 

were inspected and the stuffing boxes redone.  The transmission fluids and 
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engine oil were checked along with the propane tanks and its line integrity The refrigerator, stove, water system, 

shower, and head underwent testing and inspection. We even moved our RV from Melbourne to Summit so we 

wouldn’t waste time commuting.  

  

One problem remained.  We had never had a satisfactory sea trial of the Brass Ring prior to the purchase.  

Although the owner and Stuart Marina assured that this had been a “Fresh Water” boat and that the engines and 

exhaust systems were in excellent condition, we had not verified this.  We had a compression test of both 

engines, which proved satisfactory, but because of my ignorance of salt water environment, we did not evaluate 

the exhaust manifolds and risers…an oversight that would be a major future problem! Now was the time to 

move the “Ring” to its permanent location, Whitley Marina, in Cocoa. That was only a few miles from home, 

and convenient for additional outfitting, with a concentration on navigation and electronics equipment. 

 

The original equipment consisted of a VHF radio, Compass, 

Depth finder, distance and speed log, CO detector and TV 

antenna. The installation of a dual engine FloScan unit was 

the first project, followed by an additional VHF radio and 

compass at the lower station.  An additional depth finder 

which was capable of reading tenths of a foot (for shallow 

Intracoastal waters) and a “C” Loran were the next items to 

be added.  A new and more rugged mast and mount was 

fabricated for the Raytheon Radar as the next major project.  

In the interest of safety, a lightning rod was incorporated on 

the radar mount and connected to a grounding plate at the 

hull via a .000 stranded copper cable. A rear view mirror and 

loud hailer and intercom completed the work on the bridge 

and lower station.  

 

Two LPG Cylinders were mounted in a waterproof vented locker on the swim platform. A solenoid valve and 

continuous corrosion resistant flexible tubing supplied the galley, where the shut-off switch and gas indicator 

was mounted.  Weaver Davits were fastened to the rear of the same platform to facilitate holding and securing a 

10 foot Achilles inflatable boat. A Cruise & Carry engine was obtained to propel the inflatable, and was carried 

on a pad affixed to the upper deck rail adjacent to a Propane Barbecue.  Two Dahon folding bicycles were 

ordered to complete our ship-to shore and transportation arrangement. 

 

Our preparations were not all work.  We made numerous short excursions to Port Canaveral, Daytona Beach, 

Vero Beach, and Sebastian inlet.  We also conducted practice maneuvers on the Indian River Lagoon with Jane 

at the helm. The aft cabin storage area became my work shop with mechanics tools, hand power tools, Jane’s 

sewing machine, electronics test equipment, and a keyboard which I hoped to master!  Chart books, insurance, 

Communications License, Chapman’s, and Intracoastal Guides completed our trip preparations. 

 

The aforementioned activities consumed a few months and mid March found us making the final arrangements 

for our trip.  We found a renter for our home in Pennsylvania, and scheduled our departure for early May.  

During the final inspections of the various items, I discovered fuel in the “plural cavity” of the port fuel pump.  

I purchased a marine replacement after removing the offending unit. The limited space between the hull and the 

engine limited my access to one hand, and I could not compress the pump lever while inserting the pump and 

securing the bolts to the engine block.  Three days were spent trying to install the pump with the assistance of a 

friend.  I later was informed that the method of installation was to remove a bolt at the end of the block, insert a 

pin through a predrilled hole designed to hold the lever while tightening the mounting bolts…normally a ten 

minute job for an experienced mechanic! A few other minor or cosmetic items remained, such as checking the 

AC unit and the fan above the galley. After a thorough vacuuming and scrubbing over everything, we were 

ready to go. 
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Our oldest son Rob called to inform us that he and Pam were going to be married, and that he’d like to have me 

serve as his best man.  The tentative date would be in mid June. The news was great but the date created a bit of 

panic since we didn’t know where we’d be by mid-June, and certainly nowhere near Indianapolis.  We asked if 

it would be possible to delay the wedding for a month or so.  A few days later they informed us that the site in 

Eagle Creek Park would be available on the end of July. Hooray! 

 

On Saturday, May 8, 1993 we spent most of the day closing our home, getting final provisions for the trip, and 

settling our account with Joe Whitley. That evening our neighbors, Irv and Shirley Stenner, took us to dinner 

and then to Whitley Marina where they presented us with a bon-voyage gift of a complete correspondence kit of 

stamps, envelopes, staples, pencils, pens, etc. and  a bottle of Champagne which we shared. 

 

THE EMBARKATION 
 

Our destination was New Smyrna, which was 49 miles from 

Cocoa, so we spent a leisurely night on board, and slipped our 

mooring lines at 10:30 AM. The weather was sunny with a 10 

knot east wind.  Our plan, which we adhered to for most of 

the trip, was to travel eight to ten hours per day at an engine 

speed of about 1800 RPM.  We arrived at Sea Harvest Marina 

at 5:30 PM.  We found this to be a rather mediocre facility, 

but the dock fee was only $20. We decided to check our fuel 

consumption, which was about 60 gallons of gasoline at a 

cost of $89.55.  After docking, securing shore power, and 

washing the boat, we were bushed, so we had a bit of supper 

and went to bed.  So went our first day of adventure! 

 

We were greeted by a cool overcast morning for the 75 mile trip to St. Augustine so we had breakfast and got 

underway at 9:15. The ICW was smooth with a 15 Knot SE wind. It clouded up and stared to drizzle at about 

Ponce de Leon inlet, but the rain held off until Daytona Beach. We experienced a lot of low bridges while 

operating from the lower station but found we could get under 20’ clearance with room to spare.  During a clear 

period we put up the bimini and moved up to the fly bridge only to be driven out again.  I went to the helm 

below while Jane steered from the fly bridge. I forgot to turn on the ignition switches, so when Jane came below 

she turned off the topside switches and everything stopped! Pandemonium ensued for a few minutes, and before 

I could restart the engines we were crosswise in the channel.  No more of that!  Later on we had our first 

experience with shoaling at Matanzas Inlet.  The shudder of twin props churning mud is unforgettable!  

 

We arrived at St. Augustine Yacht Pier at 5 PM. This facility is a municipal marina with great, floating docks 

with a nice laundry and showers and was a bit pricy at $30+. We topped off the starboard gas tank again at a 

cost of $77.61. Many boats were anchored off, but we hadn’t the courage to try that as yet. We realized the need 

for some guide to moorings in places like these. When we arrived we noticed a large boat from Zionsville, 

Indiana, and were curious as to how they managed to get here from the inland town which happens to be our 

son’s home address. No one was on board, so we’ll probably never find out.   

 

 After we docked we walked into town, enjoyed a yogurt, and took a long sight-seeing hike. There are many old 

lovely buildings, lots of shops, and the old Flagler hotel which is now Flagler College and is spectacular.  We 

went back to the boat for a Gin and Tonic plus an accounting of what this trip was going to cost. So far it’s over 

$100 per day, so our early cost estimate seems to be about half of the impending amount!!  We had dinner late 

and turned in shortly after. We hoped to get to Fernandina Beach tomorrow afternoon. 
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We only went a distance of 35 miles that day. The marine 

forecast indicated that it would be a sunny and warm with a 10 

knot East wind. We left the dock at 9:15 but had some 

confusion at the Vilano Bridge which had to open for us. When 

Jane called the bridge she identified it as a bascule bridge…it’s 

actually a lift bridge.  When we were close enough to see it we 

rectified the problem, and all went well. The ICW was 

interesting with lots of wide open country and salt marshes. At 

Pointe Vedra there’s a long cut with lovely homes on wooded 

sites on the other side.  We had minimum wake zones and 

relaxing going before the bustle on Jacksonville’s harbor 

approach.  Where the St. Johns River meets the ocean we 

encountered a huge box-like ship heading out to sea.  It 

apparently was an automobile carrier. 

 

More interesting coastal area was ahead up to the Nassau River 

inlet which looked pretty wild.  A lot of surf was breaking, and 

we had to look for shoaling going into the wide Amelia River.  

The depth finders indicated four feet of water in some places. 

 

We had trouble contacting the Fernandina Yacht Harbor.  For 

some reason, channel 68 was garbled.  When we finally made 

contact we found that we were one of the last transients they 

could accommodate because of the shoaling there at low tide. 

After we arrived and tied up we consulted the tide chart to find 

we couldn’t leave before 9 AM.  A Canadian couple, from 

Georgian Bay, (Monty & Jane Abs), were docked beside us.  

They had taken their trawler through the lakes last fall and were returning home.  It turned out that we would 

travel together for many days. We had dinner on deck, watching the sunset until the no-see-um’s drove us 

inside.  Planning the next day’s trip was becoming a bit of a chore, and we’re beginning to wonder if we’ll get 

to Chesapeake Bay in the time we had planned. I broke out the new chart we had purchased from a discount 

marine supplier in New Jersey since our current one ended at the Florida border. 

 

FAREWELL TO FLORIDA, ON TO GEORGIA 

 
St. Simons Island, GA was our next destination.  I had decided not to use shore power to see how we would fare 

when we anchored out.  About daybreak I woke up to the fact that the refrigerator was not running.  I had used 

one Auxiliary Battery, which was unequal to the task of sustaining it all night.  Since I couldn’t get back to 

sleep, I visited the bilge to find the house batteries low on water.  I searched the aft cabin for the jug of distilled 

water, finished about 7:30, showered, and headed for the gas dock around 10 AM. We planned to meet the Abs 

at Golden Isles Marina that evening.  

 

As we entered the area of the St. Mary’s River, the buoys presented a strange appearance! They didn’t match 

the new chart!  The channel was very deep, but we couldn’t figure out where we were until we found ourselves 

in very close proximity to the Kings Bay Submarine base with a rapidly approaching patrol boat containing well 

armed passengers.  The petty officer in charge “suggested” we heave-to and state our intentions.  I replied that 

we intended to find the intra-coastal waterway and head north. He advised us that we were in a restricted area 

on the St. Mary’s river headed west!  We invited him on board, and soon determined my “new” chart was 

obsolete!  They helped us copy the correct buoy numbers and locations from their chart and we continued on 

our way…going north. 
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The highlight of the beautiful day was crossing St. Andrews sound. The ICW goes out almost to the surf line, 

which was quiet and uneventful.  Lots of shrimpers were in sight.  We arrived at the Golden Isles Marina about 

3:30 so we took out the Dihon folding bikes and rode into town to pick up some provisions.  It was a bit hairy, 

with a lot of traffic on the road.  There’s a nice bike trail to town, but it had just been cemented and was closed.  

Bringing groceries back on the bikes presented a problem, so we went to a Ben Franklin store and bought two 

plastic baskets which we lashed to the small carrier on the rear fender.  These proved invaluable during the 

balance of out trip.  We met the Abs for cocktails and visited until about 7:30.  They had done the intra-coastal 

and the Mississippi, so we learned a lot from them. Killkenny Marina at Richmond Hill, GA was our next 

destination.   

 

We left about 9 AM behind Cestrian (Pal 

& Linda from Beaton, Ontario) and 

Absolute (Jane & Monty, from 

Hakenstone, Ontario).  We had formed an 

informal cruising group.  Coming into St. 

Simons Sound we got off course and 

encountered some real shallow water. 

Thinking the two towers we were near 

were range markers.  They were 

obstruction markers! Fortunately the tide 

was high and the bottom was soft.  The 

depth alarms were driving us a bit batty 

though.  The Sound was quiet, but long 

and open.  The next big one is St. 

Catherine’s Sound.  We were bouncing along with Jane at the helm when the “sniffer” started beeping. Our 

adrenaline was working well.  I went below and shouted at Jane to shut down the starboard engine and bilge 

blower. Jane was steering on one (port) engine with the wheel hard over to keep us in the channel. The coolant 

hose to the manifold had ruptured and had been spraying salt water all over the engine compartment. I managed 

to fix the hose with electrical tape covered with fiberglass tape, which held until we reached Killkenny Marina. 

  

Although minor, this was MUTINY #1.  Jane “suggested” that maybe we should just can this whole trip, get the 

hose fixed, and go home!  I was pretty much in agreement with her! We did learn from this experience that 

communication from the bilge to the fly-bridge was difficult, and that an intercom would be most desirable!  

This went on the to-do list as soon as I could obtain the necessary parts. 

 

The NOAA broadcast in the afternoon predicted a thunderstorm the following day.  I had erected a lightning rod 

on the radar mast, but had not run the cable from it to the grounding plate on the hull.  It took most of the 

remaining afternoon and evening until midnight to run a #000 cable down the control conduit to the plate.  Jane 

didn’t sleep well since she was so up-tight. I was bushed, but felt more secure in tackling the coming 

thunderstorm.  This had been our shakedown cruise. 

 

Savannah Bend at Thunderbolt, GA was aptly named. We had been awakened at 4:30 AM to a driving rain 

punctuated by thunder and lightning flashes.  We finally zonked off, and regained consciousness when we heard 

Absolute’s engines start about 8:30. They usually took off early, since their cruising speed was a bit slower than 

ours. We left about 9 and caught up with them near Thunderbolt. The trip was uneventful, the rain had subsided, 

and since we had only some 30 miles to travel, we decided to stop to get the manifold hose and to unwind a bit. 

We were going to take the inflatable to get supplies, but the engine wouldn’t shift into gear so we took it to the 

mechanic at the marina.  The owner took us to a Piggley Wiggly and other places. We paid the $120 repair bill 

and returned to the Brass Ring just in time to put the cover on the fly bridge before another ugly thunder storm. 

I had calked around a leaking window while we were moving yesterday and it didn’t leak. Hurrah!  We finished 
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dinner and while Jane picked up the laundry she had left at a local laundromat. I made plans for tomorrow’s trip 

to Beaufort SC. 

 

SOUTH CAROLINA AHEAD 
                                                                                                            

Friday was windy but clear. We left Savannah Bend 

about 8 AM.  We encountered a huge dredge just after 

crossing the Savannah River.  It was being moved by 

tugs both front and back. The combination was about a 

block long. It took up most of the channel, so we 

arranged a passing on channel 13, and slipped by with  

no problem.  Some guys, probably from Parris Island, 

were parasailing about a thousand feet above us. We 

enjoyed Hilton Head with its lovely homes and many 

Marinas on the approach to Beaufort, SC (pronounced 

Bew-fort in SC) via Port Royal Sound and arrived at the 

City Marina in early afternoon. After we docked I 

noticed the flapper over the port engine exhaust was just 

about torn off.  I obtained a replacement for $12.95 at the 

Marina store, and spent about a half hour replacing it. A sailboat named Valkyrie from Boca Raton, FL was in 

the adjacent slip from us.  

 

A courtesy car was available here and we utilized it to get groceries and some boat supplies. We then unfolded 

our bikes for a tour of the town where we found a real old-fashioned hardware store.  It was a neat place, with 

all kinds of interesting do-dads.  We passed many charming old Southern anti-bellum homes displaying 

beautiful landscaping and vegetation, live oaks, palms and pines were all permeated by the aroma of jasmine. 

Privet was in bloom, and large white magnolias abounded.  We were sort-of watching for 19
th

 century ladies in 

full skirts to appear from one of the ornate porticos.  We visited the churchyard of St. Helens Episcopal Church 

built in1724. It was the oldest local church still in use. Balconies surround the entire inside and overlook an old 

graveyard.  Continuing on, we saw the house where the Rights of Succession were drawn up.  Most of the 

houses have high foundations and are three stories high.  The lower portion was used to escape the summer 

heat.  At a rest in the park overlooking the river, we enjoyed a pint of no-fat yogurt and terminated our tour.  

 

We greeted the morning around 7 AM, and were off by 7:50 at low tide. We were off to another gorgeous day. 

We continued to see many dolphins. They are so neat and playful I guess they enjoyed frolicking around the 

boat.  There were lots or rivers, channels, and estuaries on this stretch, along with numerous range markers, so 

we had to stay alert. We’re always amazed at the number of sailboats having a crew of large dogs. How about a 

30 foot “blow-boat” with a Dalmatian and an Irish setter?  One sail-boater dropped anchor, dumped his dog in 

the dingy, and rowed over to the nearby sand bar so it could “do his thing”. 

 

We arrived at Charlestown around 3 PM Saturday and threaded our way around local boaters all over the place.  

The chatter on the radio…even on channel 16…made communication difficult, but we managed to contact the 

Ashley River Marina.  There we found a common and often reoccurring problem.  The gal on the radio could 

not give us precise directions to their facility, our slip assignment, the location of the gas dock, the depth 

alongside, the tide range, nor the suggested positioning of our fenders.  There was about a 12 Knot wind, and a 

strong tide running.  When we reached the gas dock there was no one there to assist our mooring.  Once we 

secured an amidships line to a cleat we were OK until a guy came over and told us to move, as this was the spot 

reserved for a cruise tour boat.  As we prepared to refuel another guy told us the dock was diesel only and that 

we’d have to get gasoline on the other side of the Marina. We gave up on the idea and tried to find our slip.  

Another radio call didn’t help, but a local man on the dock was able to point out the area where he thought we 

should look.  Our luck held, and I was able to back, without help, into what we hoped was the correct number in 
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a row of alphabetical docks.  We’ve often thought that it would be nice if the chick on the radio could try 

moving a boat into a strange location with the tide, current, and wind combining to defeat your efforts. (All this 

for a dock fee that was almost triple the cost of former Marinas.) 

 

It was mid afternoon when we climbed on our bikes and headed for town. Our destination was the mid-town 

Market we had visited before.  There we enjoyed some good and rich She-Crab soup and the trimmings. We 

returned to the boat about 7 PM when I realized it was time for an oil change. I squeezed into the area of the 

engine compartment with the oil pump and some gallon milk jugs.  When I started the procedure, the pump 

started leaking oil all over the starboard engine. In her wisdom, Jane suggested we have the oil changed 

tomorrow in Georgetown.  I agreed, and since the oil was cold, it wouldn’t do a good job of purging the 

contaminants.  I cleaned up the mess and we went to bed. 

 

We had an early shot of adrenaline about 8 AM. On Sunday, we were ready to cast off for our trip to Charleston 

Harbor.  Jane had released the bow and spring lines when I discovered that I couldn’t move forward out of the 

slip, and was about to bump the sailboat on our port side. I then realized that I hadn’t untied the port stern line.  

I kicked the port engine into neutral, reversed the starboard prop and returned into the slip, stopped, and 

clambered off the bridge to untie the line.  When my pulse returned to normal, we started across the calm, 

uncluttered harbor to Toler Creek Marina in Mount Pleasant where we took on some 105 gallons of gas.  (We’d 

“had it” at Ashley’s) We had a leisurely trip that day, mostly through rivers and canals.  It was interesting to see 

many new, large, waterfront homes that obviously had been constructed after Hurricane Hugo.  Trees were 

broken off and stripped and there were piles of rubble that were remains of former homes. 

 

Lowland marshes abound between the intra-coastal and the ocean as we continued toward the Santee River 

where we passed Valkyrie along with “Nomad” from New York City, both under sail.  We arrived at 

Georgetown where we stayed at a rather mediocre Gulf Auto Marina that had a fellow named Dave who was an 

expert oil changer.  He used a neat vacuum system that did a very good, clean, job albeit a bit expensive.  (We 

paid a premium for the labor, oil and filters)  We were in a quandary about doing it ourselves next time.  The 

wind had picked up considerably, so we were glad we were at the dock. I unlimbered the bikes and we started a 

tour of the restored downtown area which is a mixture of old and recent homes and shops. A steel mill and a 

paper mill here along with a deep water port contribute to the economy of this, the third oldest town in SC. We 

had dinner while Dave was changing the oil so we had an early evening snack for a change and called the kids 

before going to bed. 

 

This day it was 60 miles to Coquina Harbor and Dock Holiday’s Marina where we could get a (special) 

$.50/foot for docking and only $1.50 a gallon for gas!  We got an early start and had one of the prettiest cruises 

up the Waccamaw River. It reminded us of boat trips in the lake country up north. There were lots of trees, 

mostly cypress, with numerous side streams that would be inviting anchorages behind islands.  We saw an eagle 

and many ospreys and their nests.  We had a most interesting delay when we approached the 

Socoetee (?) Bridge that under construction.  Most of the bridges crossing the Intra-Coastal 

in this area were ageing Swing Bridges often requiring long waits for openings. This one 

was a high rise replacement.  Two huge cranes dominated the landscape, one of which was 

on a barge anchored at right angles to us on the East bank.  As we approached, a work boat 

flagged us down and requested that we anchor and even shut down our engines while they 

made a “heavy lift”.  Wow!  This lift was a 

reinforced concrete and steel girder about 60 feet 

long. The crane on the barge was bringing it up to 

two riggers standing precariously atop a 70 foot 

stanchion who were ready to position it and bolt it to its surface. 

Obviously any wake or even ripple on the canal surface would disturb 

this “spotting” effort, since the lever arm of the crane would amplify 

any surface anomaly.  It took about an hour to hoist it and urge it into 
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position. We were fascinated observers of their “ballet” on a four foot wide stage! 

 

Due to the aforementioned delay, Valkyrie caught up to us at the “RockPile” (the cut behind Myrtle Beach) and 

we all continued to the new Marina trying to drum up business…Dock Holiday’s.  We took the bikes to a 

nearby A&P for provisions while they tied up, and returned for drinks and popcorn aboard  their sailboat   Dan 

and Marion are just a couple of kids from Punta Gorda…she’s 57 and he’s 61.  We had planned to turn in early, 

but the Marina was having a loud party which petered out about 11 PM and the “slap of halyards” lulled us to 

sleep…until four AM when a burglar alarm went off across the channel   During the next 10 minutes we 

endured four more blasts of this acoustic pandemonium until someone either shut it off or it fatigued itself off 

its mountings. 

 

We were up, a bit bleary-eyed at 7 AM and off by 8:45 in order to make the opening of the Sunset Beach 

pontoon bridge at nine o’clock. (The heavily traveled bridges opened on a predetermined schedule.) This was a 

long lazy day.  I stayed on the bridge and Jane spent most of the time checking routes and charts plus looking at 

receipts of our current trip expenses.  It looks like we’ll figure on about $4,000 per month, not including food, 

etc. (Little did we know how wrong this would be...and prelude to mutiny #3)  We made the bridge opening and 

overtook Valkyrie near the entrance to the Cape Fear River.  Normally “early risers” they had left shortly after 

the burglar alarm incident.   

 

It was overcast here most of the day. We passed all kinds of grandiose homes and a lot of not so grand ones. 

Cape Fear River is a large body of water but the channel is well marked. We had a following sea for 12 miles 

and did a lot of rolling in troughs and waves intensified by a huge tug-barge ahead of us.  We arrived at Snow’s 

Cut where we had planned to meet Valkyrie where they would supervise our anchoring out.  Unfortunately they 

were now far behind us when we happened upon a new facility. This had opened a couple of years before.  

They had their act together, and featured great prices with wonderful facilities plus excellent shelter.  Given our 

apprehension about our first anchorage we “chickened out” and decided to stay there. We thought we would call 

Dan on their hand held radio when they came within its range and plead our case. 

 

NORTH CAROLINA AHEAD 
 

We were at Carolina Beach State Park located at the border here. It was only two years old and charming, with 

a nice showers, a laundry, and a well stocked Marina store. Gas was cheaper and they had a flat $14.00 rate for 

docking rather than a charge per foot of length. We decided to stay. We tried to contact Dan and Marion on the 

UHF radio at half hour intervals without success, probably because they usually turned off their hand-held to 

conserve battery power. After a relaxing dinner we went to bed early for a change.   Felt Good! 

 

We woke up early to bouncing, bumping, and heavy winds.  NOAA weather radio predicted severe thunder 

storms further North so we decided to “ride it out” at the dock, and went back to bed. It was a long lazy day, but 

we needed one.  After a few sessions of cruising for long hours at hull speed, boating loses some of its charm. I 

spent most of the day checking charts and routes plus familiarizing myself with the operation and use of the 

new Garmin GPS I had installed but had not used in the confines of the ICW.  Pamlico Sound was a few days 

away at which time we’d probably need the GPS waypoints to assist our crossing. 

 

Thursday, May 20 was overcast but calm so we had no problem getting underway.  We were timing our run to 

the Surf City Swing Bridge which opened on the hour.  We were right on the money and toodled through 

behind two sailboats without a delay, moving at out hull speed of some 9 knots. (About 10.4 statute miles per 

hour) Our route took us through Wrightsville Beach and other beachside communities.  The weather was trying 

to clear, but never completely succeeded.  We were passing through the area at Camp LeJeune Marine Corps 

Base when a helicopter dipped down toward the water about 2,000 feet ahead and turned rapidly left. We heard 

numerous explosions.  All of the area along the canal is restricted with signs indicating the possibility of live 

ammunition along the shore.  We didn’t stop, even though we saw a sign for cheap gas at Swansboro. We 
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wanted to make it to Beaufort (pronounced Bow-fort) before dark.  We did 94 miles that day, and called ahead 

to the Marina at Morehead City about 5:30. . We were glad we did since the Town Creek Marina (where we had 

made a reservation) closed at 6 PM and we arrived at 6:45. It was rough and windy, but they actually had 

people there to help us dock…a rare occurrence! They also directed us around an uncharted shoal which had 

required the services of a diver to replace both propellers of a boater the day before. 

 

Valkyrie was at the town dock; they heard us call Town Creek as we were coming in and radioed us as we were 

docking.  They had continued on while we were luxuriating at Carolina Beach.  They had anchored in a bay a 

few miles from us and endured a real rough night in the bad weather. Our communication problem was 

resolved…they were monitoring channel 70 and we were calling on 16. We managed to borrow the courtesy 

car, (or what might pass as a car…it needed a lot of TLC) and found them walking around the waterfront.  We 

camped in a nearby bar where we updated each other on our adventures. They were to leave for New Bern the 

next day and then fly to Washington for business.  We traded addresses and planned to keep in touch, although I 

doubted if we’ll see them again on this trip. 

 

The Beaufort weather was cloudy when we greeted the morning.  We had arranged to pick up our “bale of mail” 

at General Delivery.  The courtesy car was not available, or out of service, so Jane rode her bicycle to the Post 

Office while I refueled the Brass Ring.  When she returned there was a stiff northeast wind. This meant that we 

would be going into the wind which was sweeping across Pamlico Sound and into the Neuse River. The NOOA 

broadcast confirmed that it wasn’t going to quit so we decided to hold off a day. We managed to get the 

courtesy car again and did some shopping. (The deal with courtesy cars is that you always return it with a full 

tank of gas. This time we found that between our uses someone had probably driven it to Cleveland and back, 

since the tank was on” E” when we got it!   

 

After lunch Jane cleaned all the windows, railings, and the deck, while I checked oil in the engines and snugged 

the glands of the stuffing boxes which were dribbling a bit more than they should.  In the afternoon we biked 

into town to visit the Maritime Museum. It was a bit late to see all of it but we were impressed…and it was free.  

That evening we read all the mail and turned in late. 

 

One morning, in a conversation with the skipper of the boat at a nearby slip, I learned that he was the 

unfortunate mariner who donated two propellers to the unmarked shoal and a fortune to the diver who replaced 

them.  I guess he was lucky that they were aluminum rather that stainless or NiBrAl, since the prop shafts and 

struts appear to be OK. After hearing his story, we took the Coast Guard Channel to miss the shoal.  It was a bit 

narrow, and we followed a trawler “Slow Lane” and a cruiser “Seao II”.  Neuse River was BIG but was 

reasonably calm and stayed that way as we crossed the small arm of Pamlico Sound.  

 

The wind picked up as we came up the Pungo River where we encountered 

white caps while we continued to River Forest Marina in Belhaven, NC. The 

Marina is well sheltered and we had no problem docking. Interestingly, we had 

followed and then met the occupants from the aforementioned boats. “Slo 

Lane” is a great name for a trawler, but SeaoII stumped us until the skipper 

explained he ran a dry ice operation in Chicago. The photo line-up to the right 

is the Brass Ring, Seao-II and Slow Lane. (Dry ice, as you probably know, is 

Carbon Dioxide having the chemical symbol of CO2.) 

 

ON TO VIRGINIA 
 

We now had two route choices to Norfolk VA.  We had traversed the Elizabeth City Canal a few years before in 

“Snoopy”, so we decided to try the Dismal Swamp Canal.  Calm seas were predicted on Albemarle Sound, and I 

spent most of the evening plotting our GPS course and waypoints. I wanted to take the short-cut to Wade Point 

and then up the Pasquotank River rather than following the ICW around the edge of the triangle.  It was a long 
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day of about 84 miles. Jane didn’t sleep well last night as she had a problem with a tooth ache and is a bit 

apprehensive about crossing Albemarle Sound. (We did that in “Snoopy” years ago during a Small Craft 

Warning when we almost swamped the boat and spent the night on a small Island…but that’s another story) 

 

The roar of engines starting bombed us out of bed around 6 AM.  The temperature was about 50 degrees, but it 

was a clear and calm morning.  We eased out of our slip and headed for the Alligator-Pungo Canal.  The GPS is 

great and much easier to use than our “C” Loran.  The radar hasn’t been of much use since we have been in the 

rather narrow confines of the ICW.  It now was handy do see the oncoming shore lines and traffic ahead.  We 

could see Fort Landing and Goat Neck.  Our waypoint at Sound Point was (amazingly) right on and was our 

entrance to the Albemarle Sound.  We left the ICW channel on a compass heading of 168 degrees and were now 

without day markers or range markers. 

 

We marveled at the number of crab pot buoys.  The whole sea ahead of us was like a disorganized checkerboard 

of white Styrofoam balls which the many whitecaps were very effective in obscuring.  Binoculars helped us to 

dodge the traps, but our progress was very tiring.  About two hours into the sound, the white balls thinned out a 

bit and we relaxed a couple of stiff necks. It was then that we hit some sort of obstruction.  We felt the bump 

and could feel something making its way along the keel. I chopped the throttles, but by that time it was gone.  

We looked over the stern to see a large flat object broaching behind us.  I believe it was a large barn door or 

side of a shed as it was constructed of cleated boards. It was about 7 or 8 feet wide adorned with vestigial red 

paint. Somehow it had only grazed the propeller(s), since we noticed only a slight vibration as I advanced the 

throttles.  I planned to check them when we found clear water near to shore.  All was well except that MUTINY 

# 2 HAD ARRIVED! 
 

The lack of sleep, the tooth ache, the apprehension, and now this incident precipitated a period of unhappiness.  

Jane proposed that when and if we reached Elizabeth City, we might sell or scrap the Brass Ring, pack up our 

stuff in a rental truck and head for home! This seemed to make a lot of sense to me also at the time.  She went 

below to fix some lunch, make some coffee and, hopefully, lace it with Jack Daniels. 

 

We arrived at the complimentary Elizabeth CityTown Dock and found it to be fully occupied by sailboats 

probably going south so we continued on to Pelican Marina.  It wasn’t much of a place, but it had reasonable 

depth at the slip and a sandy bottom.  Under water visibility looked good enough for me to break out my dive 

gear for a look at the damaged props.  There was a small curl on one blade of the port propeller which I 

managed to straighten using a large channel-lock plier, a vise-grip, and a mallet.  We decided to sleep in the 

next morning and do the Dismal Swamp Canal at our leisure.  We called our son Rick and Connie in Harrisburg 

and arranged for them to meet us at the Solomons for a Memorial Day get-together.  We went to bed at 9:30, 

bushed but determined to continue our “trip of a lifetime”! 

 

We had snoozed until 8:30, had breakfast, and now fully recharged, we moved to the fuel pumps to replenish 

the 104.7 gallons of gas the Flowscan indicated we had burned.  While there we met Paul and Ilona Stone in 

“Dreamboat” a 28’ Bayliner.  They’re from Tulsa OK, and are planning to travel to Canada to experience the 

canals and return home via the Mississippi. We arranged to give them some advice since we were many trip 

veterans of the Rideau, Richelieu, and the Trent-Severn Waterways. They had stayed at the complimentary dock 

all night where “Rose Buddies”of Elizabeth City had hosted a wine and cheese party for all the boaters. We 

were sorry we missed it, but the dock was full when we arrived and we were too tired to party. The town 

seemed to be making a real effort to attract marine traffic since it was rumored that the Corps of Engineers were 

talking about closing the Dismal Swamp Canal. It seems unlikely this will happen…George Washington was 

one of the investors in this canal and it is a National Heritage site. A BP gas station at the bridge was even 

offering $10 docking complete with electric and water. 

 

The Dismal Swamp Canal is anything but “dismal”.  We left at 10:30 to make the 1:30 passage of the only lock 

on this end of the canal at South Hills. The Pasquotank River was quite windy but no problems reared their 
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frequent heads. The canal cut is spectacular featuring many trees and masses of honeysuckle climbing over the 

banks up the trees.  The aroma was intoxicating and the quiet, slow pace was peaceful. We entered the lock with 

two sailboats returning from the Bahamas and another Carver (Al & Lou on "Carefree”) that had also stayed at 

Pelican Marina, but not close to us. They were on their way home to Fredericksburg, VA from Stuart, FL. 

 

There were free docking, interesting exhibits, and 

information at the Dismal Swamp Visitors Center at 

South Mills NC. We all stopped there, visited and got 

acquainted. A sailboat from Kennebunkport ME and 

“Dreamboat” arrived after having had a long wait for the 

next locking.  Paul (from “Dreamboat”) and I got along 

great.  He was a former pilot for an oil company and had 

his A&E (Aircraft & Engine) ticket. We discussed 

various engine problems. For some reason Jane and I 

decided to drop our dinghy in the canal to see if the 

Cruise & Carry was a working engine after its repair back 

at Savannah Bend. I couldn’t start it after many pulls. 

Paul fiddled with it and brought it to life after which we 

poked along the canal on a sort of “bus driver’s holiday.” When we returned from our junket we found that Al 

and Lou had goodies set up on the dock for a cocktail party. We all dug through our pantries for more 

contributions but the lion’s share was supplied by Lou who told us they’d be home tomorrow. During the social 

hour we brought the group up-to-date on Canadian Waterways until the mosquitoes drove us off the dock after 

sunset. 

 

While Jane did the supper dishes I called the Solomon’s to book a Memorial Day hotel for Rick, Connie, and 

their three children.  I followed that call with one to Toney and Rosa Mihelic in Virginia Beach.  We’ve been 

close friends for years since we had adjacent homes on the Norfolk Naval Base when I was recalled to service 

during the Korean Conflict.  They’re the god parents of our oldest son Rob, who was born in Norfolk.  They 

arranged to meet us at Waterside Marina the following day.  

 

In the morning we said farewell to our new friends and headed toward Norfolk.  The Deep Creek Lock, some 30 

miles ahead, serviced northbound traffic on the hour according to the schedule we picked up at the Visitors 

Center. There seemed to be many more boats 

going north this morning and we were getting 

concerned about a tie-up at the lock.  We 

decided that we should go on plane to reduce 

our transit time to a little less that an hour.  

We were moving at a pretty good clip when a 

cigarette boat named “Toys before Tots” 

came from nowhere and passed us at an 

estimated 70 mph! His wake in the narrow 

canal almost swept us into the bank .We 

arrived at the lock at 10:50 to find a queue of 

watercraft milling around the closing gates.  

Luckily we only had to wait an hour to pass 

through by 11:20. We had about two miles of 

Idle Speed Zone to the Elizabeth River and 

numerous No Wake Zones past various 

shipyards and Naval Installations.  We 

decided we hate dead-lines! 
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We arrived at Waterside Marina around 2 PM. This Marina was part of a beautiful down town restoration. The 

new Marina, shops, restaurants, and walkways replace what we remember as old beat-up docks and warehouses. 

We checked in and took that opportunity to shower and wash clothes at a nice laundry.  Toney and Rosa arrived 

at 3:30 for a tour of the Brass Ring, some wine and smoked oysters.  On the way to their home we stopped by 

the Little Creek Base Exchange where I replenished our Gin &Tonic supply and at Boat US where I bought a 

new deep cycle battery to replace one that was not holding its charge. They had done a lot of remodeling and 

landscaping of their home since our previous visit.  We enjoyed wine and snacks before going to Captain 

Georges…our old and favorite seafood buffet.  We gorged on clams, mussels crab, shrimp, oysters, and lobster 

along with luscious deserts.  After we waddled out Toney took us on a tour of NAS (Naval Air Station) and 

NOB (Naval Operating Base). Lots of memories returned as we drove by the former site of our base 

houses…now just an open area across from the drill field.  The carrier George Washington was at the dock, so 

we drove by to pay our respects. We returned to Waterside around midnight and bid farewell to our friends. 

We got up late Wednesday morning to overcast sky and rain. We laid around most of the morning trying to 

decide what to do. Our friends had left for a Washington “Flying Tigers” reunion. (Rosa had worked for Gen. 

Chanute in China during WW2.)  The weather cleared around noon and we decided to get a head start on our 

trip to the Solomons by avoiding the traffic and no wake, slow speed zones to the bay.  Hampton, across the 

Elizabeth River was a nice spot and had completely restored the downtown marine museum. The visitor’s 

center and features an OLD carrousel.  We went to the Post Office, had dinner, and picked up groceries, and 

hiked back to the Town Dock Marina to retire early to prepare for our entrance into Chesapeake Bay. 

We got up a 6:00 AM to the roar of the engine in the trawler behind us.  (I guess early rising was a pre-requisite 

for boating)  We went over to the fuel dock at Sunset Creek where we picked up 145.5 gallons of gas. (Twin 

Crusader engines eat a lot of fuel when we’re running on plane). We started our run up Chesapeake Bay by 8 

AM.  It was a bit foggy and we had a slight drizzle, so we had buttoned up the cabin and rigged the bimini over 

the bridge and headed out toward Chesapeake Bay. 

To the east of us we could see a Nuclear 

Submarine coming in from sea and realized it 

would pass ahead of us at a speed of about 35 

knots.  The charts of this area caution all mariners 

to give military vessels a wide berth so we slowed 

to comply.  Jane had taken a couple of pictures 

while we marveled at the velocity of such a large, 

mostly submerged craft.  I then noticed his bow 

wave, which was half-way up the conning tower, 

and his wake as he passed was monstrous. It was 

too late to turn, and having done so would 

probably have broached us so we took the 

oncoming wall of water head-on.  The bow buried 

itself while green water actually cascaded over our fly-bridge!  A following wave pitched us up and violently 

backward.  My helmsman’s chair at the lower station was stuck in the salon doorway and the cooling fan above 

the galley had been dislodged, and was in the shower! 

MUTINY # 3 WAS UPON US! 

As the water drained from the bow and rear deck, we assessed the damage.  The waterfall over the top had 

broken the lashings of our dinghy which was clinging to the swim platform, brim full of water, on its Weaver 

Davits.  The Cruise & Carry engine which was clamped to a transom board on the aft rail was almost washed 

off.  All of the books and charts were out of the bookcase. The couch and coffee table in the salon were back by 

the cabin door. Most of our canned goods were rolling on the galley deck and a silverware drawer which had 
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been ejected from its housing had distributed knives and forks among the cans.  Olives, pickles, objects, and 

shards from glass jars adorned the whole mess!  The refrigerator door was open, but it didn’t disgorge too many 

objects…just the gallon of milk we bought last night which whitewashed the wall that morning. The whitewash 

was embellished by the half gallon of orange juice which had followed the milk. 

Needless to say this event precipitated a full fledged mutiny.  The damage was not life threatening but 

extremely messy, coupled with the trauma and possible disaster and worthy of a review of the wisdom of 

continuing our “once of a lifetime” adventure.  We discussed the options available to us, the cost of the trip as 

well as our ability to survive a few thousand more miles. We finally rationalized that we probably wouldn’t 

encounter many Nuclear Subs in Chesapeake Bay; and that this was probably an unfortunate anomaly.  All 

should go smoothly in the Chesapeake and we’ll meet the kids for a nice holiday. “ON TO SOLOMONS!”  

What more could have been worse than that? (Little did we know?) 

We shut down the engines, let the boat drift in the now calm, wide open, water and cleaned up part of the mess. 

We had intended to make the entire hundred plus mile run to the Solomons today, but we had lost a lot of time.  

I had plotted a route with numerous waypoints on the GPS. Jane was at the helm on the bridge while I was 

below retrieving “flown” objects in the V Berth, the aft cabin, galley, head, and engine compartment. 

 After a few minutes, she called on our newly 

installed intercom with what she deemed a problem. 

She could see the Thimble Shoal lighthouse to her 

left (port) but the GPS wanted her to steer to 

starboard.  The tide was rising, the wind was from the 

east which, when combined, would create quite a bit 

of set-over. I told her to trust and follow the GPS 

“road”.  About 10 minutes later she called again and 

remarked that she would have to turn east to miss the 

lighthouse!  She’s now a believer in Global 

Positioning. 

MARYLAND AHEAD 

The sun was beginning to set, and we had lost a lot of time, so we decided to go up on plane for the last few 

miles. Shortly after passing the mouth of the Potomac River we were approaching the Hooper Island Light  

when we were startled to hear a bobbling and funny sound from below, followed by an alarm. I chopped the 

throttles and went out of gear just before the port engine shut down.  I raced below, opened the access hatch to 

the engine compartment beneath the salon to find water streaming from a coolant hose on the starboard engine 

directly into the air intake of the port engine.  I “intercomed” Jane to shut down the starboard engine and we 

were now dead in the water  The sun was setting, but it was still light enough to read the information sign 

ahead. We were drifting into the “Restricted Area of the Patuxent River Naval Air Station Bombing Range!”  

MUTINY #4 WAS HERE WITH A VENGANCE 

I didn’t even try to start the port engine which had injested the water.  Jane stayed topside on look-out while I 

started taping the ruptured hose.  The tide was taking us closer to some large floating objects that looked like 

billboards. We found out later that they were targets! I couldn’t find the fiberglass tape to cover the electrical 

tape which had, I guess, had been one of the flying objects from the mornings incident. I finally dug out another 

in a tool box under the double bed in the aft cabin. It was pretty dark when I finished the taping job.  The GPS 

kept giving us course corrections to the white flashing light at Cedar Point and the entrance to the Solomons. 

(One of the corrections would have taken directly us through one of the targets.  The GPS “aint too smart” 

after-all,) I restarted the starboard mill and we moved out of the restricted area, past Cedar Point to the only 
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Marina we could contact, the Town Center Marina who directed us to the Beacon Marina.  The trip had taken 

12 hours, 145 gallons of gas, and about two quarts of adrenaline.  We were both discouraged, but so tired we 

went to sleep.  We would find a mechanic the following day. 

I checked with locals, and Washburn Marine was recommended. A 

phone call indicated they could have a mechanic check the engine this 

afternoon.  We had a leisurely breakfast and then limped over to their 

dock on one engine.  While we were waiting for Richard, the 

mechanic, we reviewed our finances and expenditures. It appeared 

that we were spending about$133 per day, which was better that we 

had thought.  Richard arrived and checked the carburetor and plugs.  

No residual water was evident and he started the engine.  It sounded 

fine!  He remarked “you can’t hurt a Chevy engine”.  Obviously he’s a GM fan. I got some pointers from him 

and we arranged for a tune-up and a set of hoses for both engines which will be done on Tuesday.  Much 

relieved, we moved to Beacon Cove Marina where we settled in.  It was a nice spot and we thought the kids 

would like it. It was a hot day so we went for a cool refreshing swim.  They a have a hot tub by the pool, but it 

was not very inviting at the current temperature.  We biked to the store for some food at a nice little shopping 

center just conveniently down from the Marina.  It was a country road lined with honeysuckle bushes 

reminiscent of the Dismal Swamp. 

Late Friday night we were getting a bit concerned about Rick, Connie and the kids. I hiked up to the highway 

after dinner and Jane joined me later.  She went back to the boat to see if we might have missed them.  She 

returned to the highway where they drove past us from town. We ran after them and finally joined them at the 

Marina.  The kids were excited to see the Brass Ring for the first time, and it was after midnight before we 

finished talking and had everyone in bed.  Rick and Connie slept in the double bed and Greg in the single in the 

aft cabin, Jane and I in the V berth, and Karen and Mary in the hide-a-bed in the salon. Karen was up at 6:30 

and bombed the rest of us out at 7.  We had breakfast, coffee and rolls plus muffins from the Motel. 

The first order of business was a boat ride. We took the 

boat past the remains of the old Cedar Point Lighthouse 

off Pautxent NAB and pointed out the site of our recent 

“Mutiny”. We had actually heard the sounds of bombing 

practice yesterday, when the locals informed us that they 

seldom had night-time exercises, but when they did, patrol 

boats were on duty .We turned and crossed the mouth of 

the river to Calvert Cliffs. There were lots of crab floats in 

the area, and we watched a crabber working his string of 

pots. Greg and Karen took turns driving the boat as we 

went up the Pautxent River under the bridge and beyond. 

The group had lunch on board and returned to the 

Marina/hotel and went swimming. We drove around the 

area and to Calvert Cliffs for a picnic. We visited the 

Pautxent Naval Flight and Test Museum, saw the top of the old Cedar Point light, picked up a mess of steamed 

crabs, flounder, and shrimp, and we had a feast. 

Monday morning and every one slept a little later that day. We took our bikes out for the kids to ride.  Rick and 

I installed the new battery in the engine compartment and did some more cleanup of the debris left over from 

the submarine incident.  Jane, Connie, Greg and Mary went to the Marine Museum just down the road, where 

they had a great tour of the old Drum Point Lighthouse. They left about noon to get through Washington, DC 

before the traffic became impassable. That evening the Marina was almost deserted. The wind kicked up and a 
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severe thunderstorm watch was posted.  Before it started we covered the bridge and then as it poured outside we 

went over the mail Rick had brought. 

 In the morning Jane organized some papers, answered our letters, went shopping, and mailed our 

correspondence.  I was busy installing the new galley sink faucet I had purchased at the Ships Store in town.  

Jane had been having trouble coaxing water from it, and it had finally died from calcium consumption. That day 

moved the boat over to Washburn Boat Yard and Richard, the mechanic, will start the engine tune-ups 

tomorrow since the new hoses hadn’t arrived as yet. 

Richard arrived at 9 the next day and removed both carburetors.  Jane read most of the morning while I washed 

the boat.  We biked about 5 miles into town to pick up some epoxy. One of the depth finder transducers had 

come loose, probably from the sub incident, and I had to re-glue it to the hull.  We had a Gin and Tonic and 

then did some more trip planning.  We did not know, as yet, how we’re going to make it to Rob and Pan’s 

wedding. We did decide not to go through Montreal as planned but to take the Trent-Severyn to Georgian Bay 

and on to Lake Huron. This would be shorter, but we would have to iron out some of the arrangements before 

the wedding.  

On Thursday, June 3 Richard and I worked on the engines and found that we need two new water pumps. The 

impellors were a bit chewed up, and the housings were pitted and corroded and the bushings worn. They were 

$275 each, but necessary to supply enough coolant to the engines. The labor rate here was $45 per hour.  We 

have been averaging about 1.5 gallons per mile at about 7.3 knots.  Richard predicts we’ll get about 1 gallon per 

mile at planning speeds after the carburetor servicing which will be completed tomorrow.  It would be nice to 

make good time on the BIG waters coming up such as Delaware Bay and the ocean around Sandy Hook. It 

looked like we would be here for another week end.  

Richard also replaced the carburetors today, and the engines started like a charm.  I had often had a problem 

starting, and sometimes used starting fluid to get them to fire. We allowed them to warm up. I checked the oil 

pressure and revved them up. This is when we noticed the hoses were expanding with the increased water 

pressure of the one new water pump, (only one was in stock) signifying a partial blockage or restriction of flow 

through the block passages or water cooled manifolds and risers. I removed the riser while Richard obtained a 

new one which they had in stock. Visual inspection of the starboard unit revealed that it was badly clogged with 

rust and salt corrosion. The manifold appeared relatively clean.  Richard’s grandson was graduating from high 

school so he left at noon and would be gone all weekend.  I set to work removing and replacing the port riser 

and hoses for Monday’s sea trial.  Chris Washburn came by, introduced himself, and offered us the use of a car 

if we needed it. During our conversation and story of our journey, he suggested that we consider anchoring out 

more often.  Not only would we save money, but it would be more fun.                           

On Saturday we biked the five miles around to the Post Office, (it was only a short distance across the creek to 

town by dinghy.)  We read a bit and then explored the boat yard. It was a large installation located on a point 

between Back Creek and the peninsula, and had been an active Amphibious Training Base during WW2.  Most 

of the sheds and buildings remained. The Guard House, some houses, a Yacht Club and a Marina now occupy 

the adjacent property. Washburn’s main building and haul-out equipment were left from that time. Unlike many 

shipyards, this is a handsome parcel of real estate, and we almost feel sorry for the personnel who had to leave 

when it was decommissioned.  The Pautxent Naval Air base, still active, is another prize parcel of land situated 

on the point of the bay and on the river.  

After lunch we took the dinghy and explored Back Creek and continued to the Holiday Inn and docked ($1.00).  

We walked over to the Pizza place where we bought a large one for dinner. Jane “doctored” it with some 

pepperoni and ripe olives and we enjoyed it along with a Gin & Tonic on the bridge. 

 Sunday is supposed to be a day of rest, but that morning I removed the two thermostat housings to check their 

operation.  The starboard engine had been running cool which reduced its efficiency, so I wanted to compare the 
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two thermostats in a hot water test.  Both checked out OK.  While I was doing this Jane cleaned the galley, 

head, and V berth, and did the wood with Murphy’s Oil soap.  A routine look around the boat revealed that the 

flapper on the starboard exhaust was askew.  I found only one marine store where I could purchase it for 

$35.00!  I didn’t go. The one I had replaced in Beaufort had been $12.50. I discovered another clinker in the 

works 

After Richard’s return on Monday the salon became a mess.  The 

access to the engine compartment was through two hatches (more 

like doors the length of the cabin) directly beneath the salon, 

hinged at their outboard sides. One or both are open while we 

were working on the engines so there was little walking space in 

the salon. The couch, coffee table, and lower station chair are 

shoved out of the way near the galley or rear cabin door.  

Only one water pump was in stock and the supplier was back-

ordered on the other, so we had to rebuild the better of the two. 

Another day would go by while we waited for parts. I was getting 

discouraged and disgusted with myself for not having a competent 

surveyor check the engines when we purchased the boat. The hull and fittings were surveyed, but we had never 

had an adequate sea trial before we took possession. All of the troubles we’re now experiencing would probably 

have been avoided.   Creveat Emptor!  

We have been tied up at the long dock at the Ship Yard now and know it pretty well. Today we discovered 

numerous large Blue Crabs clinging to the pilings.  We broke out our dip net from the space under the single 

bed in the aft cabin and began harvesting crustaceans.  They can move pretty fast, but if you move the net up 

slowly from below and to one side of them followed by a rapid upsweep you can generally snag one. Steamed 

crabs with a bit of Old Bay seasoning makes for a pretty nice dinner. 

We had been at the dock for just about a week. I was in the bilge the latter part of the morning installing the 

rebuilt water pump.  I guess the only redeeming feature is that I’m saving $45. an hour by my “do it yourself” 

efforts. While we were on the fly bridge having lunch Jane noticed a familiar looking sailboat in the bay across 

from us.  She used the binocular and, sure enough, it was Valkyrie.  

The weather didn’t look good, but we untied the dinghy and went across to surprise them.  We slipped up 

behind them, knocked on their transom and Jane asked them if we could borrow a cup of sugar.  We had a short 

reunion since the weather was threatening and agreed to meet at noon the next day for lunch. 

We woke up to strong winds and torrential rain. We spent the morning wiping down, cleaning, and polishing 

the bikes, as we had left them uncovered last night. We’ll cover them routinely from now on. The sun was 

coming out now, so we unclipped the dinghy from the swim platform and headed for the museum. Dan and 

Marian had just arrived when we tied up to the dock.  We hiked over to the Nauti Gull at Spring Cove Marina 

where we had huge Rueben sandwiches and fries, one order of which would have been enough for both of us.  

We enjoyed it, albeit too big, too fat, and too expensive.  We all visited the grocery store for supplies and 

headed back in our respective dinghies; they dropped off their food and came over to the Brass Ring for 

cocktails.  We shared tales of our adventures and mishaps.  They had plowed a shoal with their keel and had to 

have a haul-out in Hampton VA. They were going to Oxford tomorrow and then to St. Michaels on Thursday.  

We planned to follow approximately the same course if we managed to ransom the boat and get away from 

Washburn Boat Yard. 

Richard arrived with the rebuilt water pump this morning, and I had found a flapper at reasonable cost.  I 

installed the pump followed by the flapper, finishing about noon. Jane wrote letters to arrange the Canada leg of 

our trip. It was a beautiful day and all the sailboats were gone, including Valkyrie.  Jane mailed the letters and 
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took care of the garbage.  A local sailor, Jim Perkins, was tied up just aft of us, and will be working on his boat 

for a few days.  They’re going to Florida and to the Bahamas this coming winter. As we chatted and gave him 

our “Boat Card”, we suggested that they look us up when they pass through our area. The boat yard was in a bit 

of turmoil. The boat lift had malfunctioned, and the number one priority now was to get it working again.  No 

mechanic or sea trial would be possible until the Tammy Lift was up and running 

We told Jim that as long as we had another day here we had been thinking of making a run up to St. Leonard’s 

Creek.  He said he kept his boat up there, and that we could use his slip for an overnight and return to 

Washburn’s the next day.  This would also give us a chance to check the repairs and operation of the boat.  

 We took off about 2:30 through the low speed zone and under the highway bridge where I opened the throttles 

to full speed. We were on plane for a few minutes when the starboard engine started losing RPM’s. I shut down 

and opened the starboard hatch but noticed nothing amiss so we tried another high speed run. Just as we neared 

St. Leonard’s the engine died.  Jane took the helm while I went below again to find water all over the engine 

room. We turned into the creek on the port engine, found Jim’s slip, and tied up with the help of a neighbor who 

verified that we were in the right spot. We went for a refreshing swim while we let the engines cool before I 

went below again.  Close inspection revealed a split in another starboard hose!  The increased water pressure of 

the new pump at high RPM’s was exceeding the burst rating of the hose. Obviously, we needed to replace the 

riser on the starboard engine also. (I should have known that the problem in one engine would be mirrored in 

the other one, but we had hoped we could get by with a “patch” job.)  I called Washburn’s from the Community 

Dock and told them I needed the other riser. 

On Thursday, June 10 a couple came by on that beautiful morning with a cooler full of blue crabs they had 

hauled off the end of the dock!  We decided that we’d hang around there a while and do some swimming, 

dinghying, and crabbing. We tied an old piece of beef on a cord and coaxed a crab to the surface and into Jane’s 

net within a few minutes. We were delighted, but had little subsequent success until a teen-ager came along and 

tutored us on how to do it.  He caught an eel and cut it up for us to use for bait.  I guess crabs liked them real 

well for we caught seven nice size ones for dinner. A call to Washburn’s informed us the riser was in.  We went 

to Vera’s for lunch and were about to limp back to the Boat Yard when Jim’s wife showed up with the riser!  

She brought us the Washington Post newspaper and even offered us the keys to their car if we wanted to use it. 

When I started the riser replacement it was starting to get dark.  Another fellow (Dave from “Charming 

Catherine”) came over and loaned us his power cable for “Shore Power” which expedited my job considerably. 

Our auxiliary battery had held out all last night, but wasn’t going to be good for another night without 

recharging.  We’re convinced that boaters are wonderful and thoughtful people! The crabs were great, too! 

We were up around 7 AM. It was overcast but calm on St. Leonard’s creek, and we left about 8.  The taped hose 

held as long as we went slowly. Richard met us with a replacement hose when we arrived and arranged for the 

sea trial tomorrow. If we can get the RPM’s up to 4,000 with no mishaps, we would be leaving on Sunday!  We 

had been there two weeks, which was almost enough.  We settled our account with Chris Washburn . The 

$2,476 cost of parts and labor was a bit over our travel budge. We hoped our engine troubles were finally 

behind us. We cleaned up the boat, defrosted the refrigerator, and got ready for the Perkins visit that evening.  

They arrived about 6 PM with four beautiful steaks.  We had Gin and Tonic while we grilled the steaks, and 

completed the dinner with fresh blueberries and angel food cake. We really hit it off with them.  Jim is a retired 

Aeronautical Engineer and Patsy was, like Jane, a teacher but not yet retired.  We hope to see them again when 

they come through Florida. 

 
The big day was here! We took the boat out to the Pautxent River for the trial. I revved up and synchronized the 

engines while Richard was below listening to and watching the twin Crusaders.  We were quickly on plane with 

water temperature and oil pressure normal. As the RPM’s crept up to 4,000 our Sumlog registered 21.5 knots, 

and the GPS confirmed 24.74 (statute) miles per hour. (I calibrated our GPS in statute miles rather than 

nautical miles since the ICW is laid out in land miles) Richard reported the engines sounded good, with no 
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water leaks and NO ruptured hoses.  The FloScan was showing just below 20 gallons per hour which is about 

1.3 gallons per mile. I might have been able to improve this by fine tuning the attitude of the boat with the 

Bennett Tabs while watching the tachometer, FloScan and GPS for the best speed and lowest fuel consumption. 

 

 

WE WERE “ON THE ROAD “AGAIN. 

 
We were up at 8:00 and off by 9:00.  Jim came over to 

wave us goodbye.  It was overcast but relatively calm.  

It was only 40 miles to our Oxford, MD destination so 

we were taking our time.  For some reason, the GPS 

would not lock on the satellites and we had to employ 

Dead Reckoning for the course. I plotted our course 

past Taylors Island to Sharps Island light.  A large 

freighter was behind and slowly overtaking us. At the 

red bell buoy we took the channel east toward the 

Choptank River while he continued up the bay on the 

west side of Sharps Island. We tried to make radio 

contact with the Bachelor Point Marina without 

success. 

 

Shortly thereafter we saw a Marina and restaurant with a gas dock along the Tred Avon at the end of Pier street.  

It was a nice looking protected spot along the river so we pulled in, checked prices, and decided to stay at this, 

the Pier Street Marina, Oxford, MD.  After lunch we uncovered the bikes and started a tour of the town. Old and 

historical, established in 1683, Oxford is a pretty area where one might retire. Characteristic of days past, most 

of the homes are charming and located on the many tongues of water radiating from Town Creek. A ferry 

crosses the Tred Avon River to Bellevue, Royal Oak, Newcomb, and St. Michaels. It was a pleasant day, at 

least until we returned to the boat to find that the refrigerator is not freezing. I traced the problem to a faulty 

shore power socket, but it was too late to refreeze the meat, so Jane cooked all the freshly thawed provisions. 

  

 We were now intrigued with going up the Choptank River tomorrow and anchoring out in one of the coves. On 

smaller boats we had anchored out many, many times. We set the hook in a quiet spot across from a wooded 

area. All went well as the little bay was dead calm; the indicated depth was about 10 feet requiring only some 

55 feet of anchor rode. The bottom was sandy which is ideal for a Danforth anchor.  I had been pondering why 

the refrigerator is not operating on 12 volts.  It was OK on 110 volts after I fixed the shore power connection, 

but it should have switched over or stayed on low voltage when we lacked 110 AC.  I spent a good portion of 

the day trying to remove the refrigerator from its housing in the galley but lacked the tools for removing it. 

When we returned to the Marina I learned that there was a Norcold facility in Easton which was about 10 miles 

away. After a phone call and description of the problem, a serviceman arrived at 1:30.  It took the two of us 

about two hours in the bilge and galley to saw off two screws, the heads of which were inaccessible. After they 

were freed, we found that the unit was wedged into the cabinet so tightly that it took another half hour to pry it 

out. (I surmise that Carver installed the unit at their Pulaski, Wisconsin plant in sub-zero weather and that it 

expanded to fill every available space when it came to sunny Florida!) Testing revealed the inverter module had 

failed.   The technician had arrived in a well-stocked van, and had a replacement unit which he installed.  We 

“shoe-horned” the refrigerator back in it compartment without the screws, and I remunerated the company the 

fee of $275.00. 

 

After the serviceman left we called a meeting of our financial committee.  We were thinking of abandoning our 

budget and continuing on. We were also contemplating the heist of a Brinks truck, mortgaging the farm, or 

tunneling under Fort Knox.  We slipped our mooring lines about four o’clock and motored up Tred Avon River.   
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It was a beautiful day although the wind was starting to pick up.  Undaunted, we set course for the Choptank 

River and to La Trappe Creek where a gunk holing site was indicated.  It was less breezy there since the wind 

had shifted to the south. After checking the depth and bottom conditions on the depth finders I repeated the 

routine of turning into the wind, lowering the Danforth, playing out the anchor line to 5 times the indicated 

depth, and backing down to set the hook.  I even took the precaution of firing up the RADAR and setting the 

drift alarm feature.  

 

The wave slapping on the bow increased after dark and we were a bit concerned if we’d hold position. Around 

midnight we thought we were drifting. However, a check of the RADAR and visual observation of the shoreline 

confirmed that we were staying put and had swung a bit as the wind shifted. Sound sleep engulfed us until about 

4:30 AM when a chugging sound, in addition to the wave slapping, was followed by considerable side to side 

rolling of the boat. We scrambled out of the V berth but, by now, the chugging and rolling had virtually ceased. 

Nothing was in sight, everything was OK and we returned to bed.  Just before daylight the scenario repeated 

itself.  This time we were up like a shot to see a commercial crabber on our starboard beam working his trot 

lines.  The chugging had been his engine and the rolling was his wake. 

 

It was fascinating to observe his routine.  A 

line or thin cable is secured between two 

buoys spaced 200 yards or up to a half mile 

apart.  Short, bated, nylon lines are attached 

to the cable about every ten feet.  The 

extremities of the cable are weighted down 

by chains so the whole array is on the 

bottom.  Just before first light he boat-

hooks one end of the cable and brings it 

over a grooved wheel attached above the 

port gunwale next to the helm.  As he 

travels along, the bated line is lifted from 

the bottom along with the crab clinging to 

the bait. The crabber nets the crustacean just as it releases its grip.  Apparently the reason for performing this 

exercise at daybreak is that when the crab senses the light it heads for safer territory. If it’s too dark, the 

fisherman can’t see his quarry.  Our 4:30 AM incident apparently was this same guy baiting his lines. 

 

Jane reeled in the anchor line and cleated it as I eased up and freed it. She then lifted it on board and we were on 

our way up the Choptank River to Cambridge Municipal Marina. We found this to be a nice, clean, and 

inexpensive facility with friendly people. Next to us was a boat from Philadelphia whose owners came all the 

way up here to keep their craft at a cost of only $950.00 per year.  Jane and I made a bike safari through town 

where we got some hardware and hamburgers at Wendy’s.  On our way back a lady was selling fresh produce at 

a stand so we treated ourselves to nice string beans, summer squash, and fresh peas. 

 

A former colleague and Sales Engineer had retired in 

St. Michaels.  We had arranged to meet the Lynches 

when our fortunes brought us to this area.  We started 

about 9:00 on the clockwise run around Tilghman 

Island which is a rather circuitous route. However, 

close study of the chart revealed a place shown as 

Knapp’s Narrows cut .There were no good GPS 

waypoints around the island, and I didn’t feel like 

setting up my own Lat/Long ones for the trip. We 

decided to try for the narrows via compass headings.  

I broke out the parallel rules and dividers to plot a 
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course. It always seems strange to enter areas with no markers in immediate evidence. The heading worked 

perfectly and we came to the entrance to Knapp’s Narrows…a little fishing community.  The red markers are to 

starboard, whether you enter the creek from East or West, which was a bit confusing, but led us to the creek. 

We were pleased by our superior navigation as we traversed the creek.  Jane was taking pictures and I was 

distracted until awakened by a depth alarm. The creek was quite wide, but the channel was narrow and I had 

strayed on the wrong side of one of the markers.  The transducer of the depth finder was epoxied above the keel 

amidships and was rapidly indicating lower water. I slammed the engine transmissions into reverse and 

shuddered to a stop as the depth registered 1.7 feet.  The props were still in deeper water and I slowly backed 

into the channel.  Precious little fluid had been between the screws and the muddy bottom. Somewhat scared 

and deeply humbled we came carefully up Poplar narrows beside Tilghman Island and on to St. Michaels.  

 

We arrived much earlier than anticipated by virtue of the shortcut. We anchored in a quiet corner of the harbor 

and took our dinghy to the well known Chesapeake Marine Museum. The entrance fee was $5.50 and well 

worth it. There were a number of individual buildings and a lighthouse. One building was all about the fishing 

industry, crabbing, clamming, fishing, etc.  Another traced the history of the area, while another housed all 

kinds of engines and propulsion schemes.  Of great interest was information about the old Bay Line that Jane 

had taken to Baltimore from Norfolk as part of a train trip from Florida when she was 11 years old. Another 

nostalgic memory was about the Kiptopeake Ferry from Cape Charles to Little Creek which we had often used 

going to New York from the Naval Base when I was recalled during the Korean Conflict. The Old Boat 

building had various versions of Indian canoes which developed into sailing canoes which they still race locally.  

There was also a Comet sailboat just like ours, but in better shape than the one we sailed in Pennsylvania. 

 

 I called Bob Lynch who suggested that he could pick us up to spend the rest of the day with them.  He and 

Marge had a charming home on the bay at Harbourtown about 5 miles from town.  He offered to take us sailing, 

but we opted to spend some time on dry land. We had a great lunch and spent the day reminiscing about old 

times in the Electronics Industry.  He drove us back to our dinghy so we could get a start toward Chestertown 

via Kent Narrows and into the Chester River. It was about 4 PM when we reached the river so we decided to 

make better time on the 25 miles to Chestertown. We didn’t go full bore, and I experimented with the trim for 

the most efficient cruising speed.  We arrived at the marina to find it closed for the night but fortunately a 

resident boater at the Marina directed us to the slip we had reserved and helped us dock. 

 

While we were adjusting the lines because the tide was rising 

and we wanted to center the boat in the slip. Two men and their 

kids were admiring the Brass Ring so we gave them a guided 

tour.  They remarked how idyllic and relaxing a trip like this 

must be.  We didn’t have the heart to tell them.  After a light 

dinner we walked into town. It’s a neat old town with homes 

and stores fronted by wide brick sidewalks. We felt that 

everyone should be clothed in old-fashioned garb to match the 

surroundings. 

 

We returned to the boat rather late and went to the showers. I was back on the boat, but Jane took more time 

washing her hair.  She was wearing flip-flops which were wet and soapy when she hurried back. The tide was 

in, and the step to the rear deck was higher than the dock and quite a distance away.  I took her hand to help her 

aboard when her foot slipped out of the sandal.  I was able to keep her from falling back to the dock, but she 

swung down and her chest hit “smack” against the step. I was unable to hold her any longer and she went into 

the water. She was able to crawl up on the swim platform, minus towel and flip-flops.  Her first comment was 

an expletive about her stupidity followed by “I think I broke my rib”! 

 

I GUESS THIS QUALIFIES AS MUTINY #5 
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Jane re-showered in our head, put an ice pack on the injured area, took an Ibuprofen, and went to bed.  Neither 

of us slept well that night. Our main concern was always that we not have any accidents since we rely so 

heavily on each other in making this trip. In the morning Jane was uncomfortable but it didn’t seem like a rib 

was broken.  We decided to continue on through Kent Narrows to Piney Point Marina although there were no 

details of navigational aids on our chart. The friendly neighbor, who had helped us dock, produced his chart. It 

was 18 years out-of –date but gave us the needed headings. (I don’t think I would trust it for buoys though.)  He 

also gave us some good information about the Salem River area so we’d have a good spot to stay before 

crossing Delaware Bay.  

 

We left about noon in considerable haze.  Normally we would have waited it out, but I was anxious to get back 

to Kent where I had seen “cheap” gas. (20 cents per gallon less that here) The Chester is wide here, we could 

just barely make out both banks although we could fire up the RADAR if we needed it. (The screen is at the 

lower helm station, and we generally prefer the upper Fly-Bridge for navigating.)  As we approached the 

shallow area at Kent Narrows, there were two sailboats ahead of us…a small one in the lead and a large, fixed 

keel, one following it.  They made the same mistake I had made at Knapp’s Narrows.  The smaller toodled 

along on the wrong side of the day marker with no trouble.  He was followed closely by the larger boat that 

promptly went solid aground. He was really churning up mud as we came to him. We thought we could assist 

but our depth in the channel was only 4.5 feet, and he was in about 3 feet. The smaller sailboat, which was 

flying a Power Squadron flag, came back to help him. We saw them later as we were starting to tie up for the 

night, so I guess they were OK.  

 

At the Marina at Piney Narrows we watched a sailboat come in and ricochet off the dock.  The gal at the tiller 

was taking lessons from an instructor who had been busy working on the sails. When they came around again I 

went over and helped them with their lines. We talked to them later when the instructor advised that it is most 

important that all of a family be capable of operating the boat…the best insurance a captain can have. (I found 

out, years ago, that the flip side of this that one is open to a lot of criticism from their mate when she now 

knows all the things you’re doing wrong!) 

 

The couple next door came over to chat. They have a home on the Rideau Canal not far from Chaffey’s Lock.  

(We know it well.)  They bought their boat at Grand Haven, MI and they sailed it down via the Illinois 

Waterway.  It was fun comparing notes and adventures with the Canadians . 

 

It was hot after the haze burned off.  We had saved $13.00 on gas, so we splurged on a shady covered slip at 

Piney Point Marina.  They have a very inviting pool so we gave it a try.  Jane couldn’t swim as it really 

bothered her chest. We were now beginning to suspect a broken rib and decided to have an X-Ray to be sure. 

Inquiry revealed the best hospital would be at Chestertown.  Bummer!  We had just come from there and it was 

a long way back. The dock master suggested we go to the Marina at the head of Wharton Creek which is only 6 

miles by road to Chesterton and was accessible from the Bay. 

 

We both slept until 8:30 although we had wanted to get to 

Wharton Creek reasonably early and to the hospital since it 

was Saturday.  We ate a quick breakfast and headed up the 

bay along the shipping channel. We dead reckoned at first, 

but since it was hazy I set a GPS course for the Green Can 

Buoy #25. When we arrived at the waypoint the Can Buoy 

was labeled #27A.  A bit confused, we continued on to the 

Red Buoy #28 that the chart showed to be the entrance to 

Wharton Creek. When we arrived there was no sign of a 

Creek or the small bay leading into it. There were some 

boats milling around ahead, with one emerging from some 
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sort of estuary so we scanned the shore with the binocular.  There were some day markers and a tower, but the 

numbers didn’t jibe with our chart, which was less than a year old and presumably current. 

 

We stopped by a fisherman near the bank and he informed us the “they’ (NOAA) had been changing all of the 

buoys and “over there” was Wharton Creek.  I guess we were remiss for not checking the latest “Notice to 

Mariners”, but we had not had access to it for some time. We planned to definitely get one when we got to Cape 

May. It was low tide, and the creek was very shallow but passable all the way to the Marina.  We checked in 

and informed them of our problem and they magnanimously offered us the use of a car. 

 

After a two hour wait, Jane had the X-Ray followed by a visit with the Radiologist. They found a bad bruise 

which the doctor said could be just as painful and should receive the same treatment as a break. He 

recommended we give it a week to heal, and cautioned that any heavy work would just impede and prolong the 

progress. We filled the gas tank and returned the car while pondering what we would do for a week.  Jane 

suggested we might rent a car and drive to Connecticut to visit her cousin but concluded that just “crapping out” 

and resting here would be the best course of action. The Marina here was a bit Spartan; it was more like a fish 

camp. Their rate was $140.00 per week was good, so we decided to stay while Jane recovered a bit. 

 

There was a severe thunderstorm watch for that night and the next day. Fortunately, this creek was a natural 

hurricane hole and a good place to ride out almost any storm. We started a week of doing virtually nothing. Jane 

was sleeping well and late with the help of Ibuprofen.  The weather was in the 90’s and we used the air 

conditioner on the boat for the first time.  We spent most of the first day on the telephone talking to the kids and 

Grandma Ann.  Lorri and Ralph were going to the Buffalo area on July 24 and would stay until the 29
th

 when 

they’d go to Indy to attend Rob’s wedding.  We’re not sure where we would be at that time so we’d make those 

plans in the future.  The Marina here had a nice little store and even sold chicken necks for crabbing.  There’s a 

small library of books for exchange, so we could spend a lot of time in literary pursuits. 

 

On our third day there and we got the Radiologist’s report. He confirmed that Jane had no breaks although they 

could develop later which struck us as strange. She was feeling better and could breathe deeply without much 

discomfort although she had frequent backaches.  We were supposed to call the hospital if she was not feeling 

much better by the end of the week. That day the two of us took the dinghy down the creek to the bay which 

was about a mile away.  The water, although choppy, looked inviting so I went for a swim. Jane relaxed on a 

small sandy beach as she didn’t bring a swimsuit. There was a lot of booming from across the bay. Aberdeen 

Proving Ground was almost due west of us so they had to be testing a lot of ordinance; it sounded like thunder. 

We arranged to have our mail forwarded from Cape May and hoped it would arrive the next day. I’m also 

having some parts shipped here from E&B Marine in New Jersey   

 

A cold front came through and the wave slap woke us on and off that night. Jane wrote a few letters after 

breakfast and I talked with the friendly group of local boaters here.  We used the courtesy car to drive into town 

and do some shopping and to visit Washington College.  Our niece, Betsy, went to school here.  The book store 

is well stocked, and I wanted to get some clear plastic sheeting and wax markers to plot erasable waypoints, 

notes, and courses over the NOAA charts. A post card with a picture of the new Administration Building was 

purchased and addressed to Betsy.  The college had an array of handsome buildings and a very nice campus. 

We then mailed our correspondence and did some shopping and returned home. 

 

When we returned we were surprised to see a Coast Guard craft in the lift.  They had run across a (marked) 

shoal and were replacing both props!  I guess even experienced mariners occasionally have a problem.  The 

daily crabbers came in and I went over to buy eight of their catch.  They wanted go give them to me, since 

we’re now part of the family, but we settled for $2.00. They went in a mesh bag tied to our swim platform to 

keep until dinnertime…you can’t have crabs too fresh! 

 



 32 

As long as we were there killing time I decided it was about time to change the oil in the engines. I had a stock 

of SAE 30 and oil filters on board (it was a whole lot cheaper to get them at an Auto Parts store) and I had fixed 

the leak on my suction pump. I changed oil about every 100 hours of running time, so I’ve had quite a lot of 

practice by then. The engines are identical except that the port engine turns counter clockwise, and the starboard 

clockwise. This makes the access to the oil filter easy on one and it’s a one handed, tough to reach, and too hot 

to handle job on the other. I went down to the engine compartment and first slightly loosened each filter and 

then came up and started both engines to bring them up to temperature. The hot oil drains better and improves 

the pick up of foreign material and contamination. When they reached operating temperature I shut them down, 

removed the dip stick and inserted the suction pump hose to the bottom of the oil pan.  Applying power to the 

pump, I transferred the hot oil into gallon milk jugs and capped them.  This was repeated on the other engine. I 

like to use cotton gloves with rubber dots to get a grip on the oil filters. To prevent the inevitable spill I place a 

large zip-lock bag over the filter and proceed to unscrew it.  The hot oil slops around in the bag and it becomes 

very slippery but the gloves with the dots usually help keep it from landing in the bilge. After retrieving the 

gooey bag and zipping it up, all that is left is to paper towel the drips of the housing, wipe a film of oil on the 

gasket of the new filter, and screw it in place securing it with the filter wrench.  Now you do the same thing 

with the other engine, but with only the one hand that will fit between the hull and the engine!  This is where a 

fresh mat of Oilsorb in the bilge is often prudent (It costs about $1.00 for a 20”x 20” sheet and can save you 

about 2 hours of mop-up time)  You now start the engines, check for oil leaks, add more oil as required, round 

up the mess, and have a beer. Most marinas have the capability of disposing of the oil and filters in the proper 

manner 

. 

Thursday, I had a long chat with the crabbers who gave me some good advice and information for survival on 

the Chesapeake and Delaware Bay.  Although they seldom anchor, there are occasions when they’re out all 

night.  The bottom here is mostly mud (which has low shear strength) grass or weeds (which a light anchor 

can’t penetrate) both of which are not particularly suitable for our Danforth anchor.  I had a 25 pound Navy 

anchor, and had considered a CQR but Jane wouldn’t have been able to handle anything heavy in her condition. 

We won’t be anchoring out for a while.  They also recommended a minimum of 7:1 scope on our rode with at 

least 6 feet of chain. (Scope is the ratio of total length of rode to the water depth plus height to the bow cleat at 

high tide.) They also cautioned me about the strong currents in the Delaware Canal and unmarked shoals 

outside of the designated channels in the bay. 

 

I returned to the boat for a welcome Gin and Tonic (Jane had a zip and Tonic…no Gin), Jane was heating water 

for our feast tonight so I climbed down to the swim platform to retrieve the eight blue crabs we had saved for 

the occasion. There were only six in the bag! I have no idea where they went or how they escaped the bag still 

tightly tied, with no apparent rips or tears in the sides. I can’t believe that some notorious, international, crab 

thief would only steal two and leave four for us. It took us over an hour to eat the remaining quartet. 

 

We received our mail from Cape May on Friday containing a lot of letters, some junk mail, and a few checks.  

The latter were most welcome since we were getting low on cash.  When the package from E&B arrived we 

would be leaving.  This had been a great spot, with good and friendly people, but it was time we moved on. We 

opened up Jane’s camera which had been acting strangely after I spilled some gas on it as I was filling the 

outboard engine. We hoped it was not ruined, but we would let it dry out until there was no longer the aroma of 

petrol.    

 

We had planned the Brass Ring would hug the eastern edge of the channel toward the north end of the 

Chesapeake. M&E sent a guide-book although we had ordered a chart-book for the Hudson River.  We said 

farewell to the good people at Worton Creek and we were now coping with a lot of traffic and occasional huge 

wakes.  I don’t begrudge the freighters since their displacement moves a lot of water which, when reflected off 

the bank of this narrow stretch, can synchronize with another wave and create a rogue of large proportions. Two 

cigarette high performance boats, side by side, just flew past us.  They were interesting craft, but not so much of 



 33 

a curiosity when they were six to eight feet to port from you.  A marine architect friend in Florida, who designs 

these things, refers to them as “Penis” boats. (I’m not sure if he refers to the craft or the operator.)    

 

Wakes are fickle but controllable.  In the Intra-coastal, when you meet another vessel there’s little or no 

problem and you merely cross it at an angle.   When you overtake another craft it rocks the “privileged” 

(overtaken) boat pretty soundly.  The usual procedure is for both boats to slow down so the “burdened” boat can 

pass at low wake, and at a safe distance ahead swing in front of the overtaken one to resume speed, thus leaving 

the fellow behind harmless in the middle of the new wake.  Veteran sail boaters seldom worry about this 

procedure and often just wave you by, often with a radioed “thank you” for slowing.  Unfortunately, there 

seems to be a group of skippers who feel the “Rules of the Road” do not apply to them.  I believe the top of the 

offender list goes to the Charter Sport Fishermen, followed by the Profession Boat Delivery guys. Of course, 

there is also a large bunch of boat drivers who just don’t know. (So much for the sermon.)   

 

Friends had advised us not miss the Bohemia River. It’s just east of Elk 

Neck that separates the Elk River from the Susquehanna at the top of 

Chesapeake Bay. We had passed the Sassafras River and could see 

Turkey Point to our port, high on a point ahead. We could still hear the 

artillery concussions from Aberdeen Proving Ground over the sound of 

the engines. The east side of the mouth of the Bohemia River has high 

cliffs, reminiscent of the Calvert Cliffs.  The bay is very wide, very 

shallow and it was almost low tide.  We picked up the day markers at 

the end of the channel but they still didn’t match the numbers on our 

chart.  We weren’t too concerned although we hailed a nearby boater 

who confirmed we were where we “otta be”.  We eased in slowly because of the depth and continued to the 

Anchorage Marina which, at 5:30, had closed. One kind soul told us to tie up at the gas dock, and shortly after 

we did, the owner came by and directed us to our slip. After we tied up and relaxed with a wee libation we 

hiked to nearby Hacktown.  Jane tried loading film in her camera and it had decided not to work. We’ll use my 

Pentax, the back of which has a penchant for popping open, but it’s our only option right now.  

 

Augustine Hackman, a native of Bohemia, became an agent of a Dutch Commercial House in Amsterdam 

Holland in the late 1600’s. He was a leading citizen in New Amsterdam and a friend of Peter Stuyvesant who 

was engaged in a dispute with Marylanders in this area. Augustine was sent to settle the differences and sided 

with the locals. He found the lovely river and surrounding hills so like his birthplace and to his liking that he 

stayed. He was a map maker and surveyor as well as a Consul who again favored the Marylanders in a 

subsequent litigation. He was one of the proponents of a waterway now known as the C&D Canal.  In payment 

for his service he was awarded some 20,000 acres at the mouth of the river!   It was named the Bohemia River 

and the nearby village became ’Hacktown’.  While there we visited the Old Bohemia Church of 1704. 

 

It almost seemed like leaving home when the bay faded 

in the distance as we motored up the Elk River and 

entered the Chesapeake & Delaware Canal. It was a 

short run to Chesapeake City. We wanted to join the 

festivities and were lucky to find space at the 

Municipal Dock. (No overnight mooring)  It was Canal 

Day and some Tall Ships were coming up from 

Baltimore for the afternoon. For some reason the 

arrival was postponed so we took the dinghy across the 

anchorage basin to visit the C&D Dispatcher’s office. 

They track all of the ships transiting the canal from 

here by means of computers and cameras. In a display outside one can see an original steam and large water 

wheel that was used to pump water into the lock of the early canal.  In 1927 this waterway was enlarged and the 
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lock eliminated making it a water level passage. This improved traffic flow but also increased the water flow 

depending on the tides.  The current was running at about 6 knots when we turned from the canal into the basin.  

When I slowly poked the bow into the dead calm water of the basin, the stern swung around at an alarming rate 

whereupon I had to gun the throttles to keep from hitting the downstream bank.  Before we left I called the 

Summit North Marina at St. Georges  MD for accommodations. We had planned to go to Delaware City which 

would have been out of our way to Cape May. 

 

The canal current was considerably less when we left, but I exited rapidly and recovered steerage easily. The 

Summit North facility was interesting and only a few years old featuring a convention center and a nice pool.  

It’s located in an Oxbow that was a part of the old canal. The out of the way location minimized the varying 

wild currents. Jane is feeling much better now but found out it still hurt too much to swim. She relaxed in the 

sun while I sloshed around. 

 

After an early dinner we both pitched in to plot our course and compass headings across Delaware Bay, backed 

up with numerous GPS waypoints.  We’ve all but abandoned the C LORAN.  Our navigation exercise took a 

while since the trip covered four pages of our chart book  The weather report reception was poor, probably 

because we were in sort of a canyon between the hills in the oxbow. We did determine that we could expect 15 

knot winds gusting to 25. Anticipating a long and rough crossing we turned in early,  often awakened by three 

Conrail trains on the high bank above us and then rattling across a large lift bridge crossing the canal. 

 

NEW JERSEY AHEAD 

 
The weather report at 5:30 AM was pretty much unchanged, 

and would be no better on Sunday so we opted to go on.  The 

Delaware River is very wide but well marked to accommodate 

ocean going ships.  It just keeps getting wider and wider as you 

head southeast. We encountered rough water as soon as we 

turned into the river.  We had 6o miles to go, but after about an 

hour it seemed like a million.  No land was in view. The 

navigational aids were mostly floating buoys interspersed with 

towers displaying Red Sectors which indicate dangerous 

shoals. About half way, on the lumpy water, we passed the 

Cohansey Cove Lighthouse to port and the Ship John Shoal 

Lighthouse dead ahead on our heading of 145.7 degrees.  Five 

miles ahead we could expect to pass near the next shoal 

 (a lighted, 6 second interval, horn tower) and then we would  

run parallel to the long Joe Flogger Shoal for five more miles. 

The Miah Mull Shoal would, hopefully, be on our port side and the Fourteen Foot Bank Shoal would shortly be 

on our starboard beam.  The southwest wind was making the bridge uncomfortable and we were getting a lot of 

spray but we believed we could do a better job of navigating up there.  Our trip would have been more fun if the 

wind hadn’t been trying to push us off course.  The GPS and close attention to the compass kept us going in 

about the correct direction.  Having passed the Brandywine Lighthouse Shoal with room to spare we started 

watching the GPS for a heading of 75’ .05” and 38 .75”, our turn point to the Cape May New Jersey Intra-

Coastal Channel. The wind had increased considerably with gusts to about 30 knots and we were feeling some 

large swells from the Atlantic Ocean. As we crept up on our waypoint we could see the Cape May Lighthouse 

at about 11 o’clock off our port bow. We were rolling a lot now with the wind on our starboard beam yet 

rejoicing that the entrance was a half mile ahead. The ferry from Rehoboth Beach to Cape May was behind us. 
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Delaware Bay had been rough, but the New Jersey Intracoastal 

Canal into Cape May was ridiculous!  A gaggle of boats was being 

disgorged at high speeds from its mouth.  Although the narrow 

restriction of railroad bridge abutments ahead exhibited a stiff tide 

rip, two charter boats, side by side were coming toward us while 

also meeting an inbound runabout . The waves and swells from the 

ocean combined with the myriad wakes created a very confused 

sea. We then realized it was the Fourth of July holiday.   

 

We made our way to Utsch’s Marina gas dock where, as we were 

fueling, Jane noticed a man in a small runabout who was backing 

toward us. She shouted to him, but it was too late to prevent a 

minor collision. He then shifted into forward and sped through the 

no wake zones and down the canal. The attendant at the fuel dock, 

who had witnessed the incident, related that the culprit was 

finishing a fifth of Canadian Club while fueling.  We inspected 

the impact area and found no damage other that some paint marks 

on our gelcoat from his engine. We checked in, got our slip 

assignment, and tied up. 

 

The Utsch family operates one of the largest Marina’s in the area. They accommodate a couple hundred boats; 

have a grocery store, ship’s store, boat storage, repair shop, and parking lot adjacent to a picnic area with 

shelters, etc. Ernie oversees the general business and Dave is in charge of the technical and repair operations.  

Mamma seems to be the CEO of the whole thing. We got our dock for the night weary from our arduous   

crossing. 

 

 After settling in we uncovered the bikes for the grand tour of the town which is noted for its gaily painted 

Victorian homes. After walking the bikes through the pedestrian mall loaded with shops and restaurants we 

pedaled along the board walk and beach. There were a lot of hotels, B&B’s, and cottages along with the usual 

tourist traps typical of seaside resorts past and present that are crowded along the Atlantic shore. We met our 

neighbor, John, when we returned to the boat. We had dinner, showered, and made some popcorn. In view of 

the hustle, bustle, and congestion here we thought we would move on the next day. It had been a long day.  We 

went to bed. 

 

Sunday, June 27 we awakened to rain and the roar of fishermen’s engines in their pursuit of their quarry. 

NOAA weather broadcast predicted the cessation of precipitation by noon.  I took my time, and during a lull, I 

walked over to the ship’s store to buy the current charts for the New Jersey Intra-coastal Waterway.  I had heard 

horror stories about frequent and severe shoaling at the numerous inlets along the coast. Cape May houses one 

of the largest Coast Guard Bases in the USA.  I called them but no one was available today who could advise 

me on potential problems or danger areas ahead. I bought some milk, juice, and bread and hiked back to the 

boat under clearing sky. I started the engines and went to the bow to release the mooring lines when I heard a 

squealing sound. I thought one of the engines had stopped, but they were both running.  The oil gauge of the 

starboard one wasn’t registering!  I shut both engines down and went below.  The oil level in the starboard was 

down about one half quart so I added some and restarted it.  Still no oil pressure, indicating a major problem! 

There was no mechanic here, so tomorrow will tell. 

 

MUTINY # 6!  PROBABLY THE SUPREME ONE 

 

I’m getting pretty discouraged, and Jane isn’t too chipper either.  We read the newspaper a while in attempt to 

forget our new problem.  Nothing seemed to work, so we decided to take the bikes to the Cape May Lighthouse 

which was further than we thought.  The three miles into town and another two to the light gave us a pretty 
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good workout. There was a whole community of homes and churches at West Cape which was more like a 

typical development rather that a resort community. The lighthouse museum, which was now in the Cape May 

State Park, had an interesting video. The tower is constructed of an internal vertical brick wall and a conical 

stone exterior shell leaving an air space between them. 199 steps lead to the second order Fresnel lens and 

incandescent lamp assembly at the top. 

A short walk to the beach takes 

one to the remains of a huge 

concrete WW2 bunker and gun 

emplacement. The fascinating 

thing about this is it was now in 

the ocean out about 50 feet at low 

tide.  Once on dry land, it was still 

being undercut by wave action, 

and looked as if it was standing on 

stilts.  The point on which it was 

erected had receded almost a 

quarter of a mile in the past 50 years. We were told that some 50 or 60 homes had been displaced in this area by 

the ocean’s recession. 

 

On Monday at 8 AM we're waiting for the marine mechanic.  I was getting anxious so we went over to the 

office. I stayed while Jane went back to the boat just as the mechanic arrived.  She bicycled over to get me.  

Bad news, something is wrong with the oil pump! 

 

My worst fear had been realized.  The pump, which is driven by a miter gear from the camshaft, is located at the 

bottom of the oil pan, and is inaccessible until the engine crankshaft is disconnected from the propeller shaft 

and the entire block hoisted from its mounts.  We discussed our repair options with Ernie and Dave Utsch, and 

told them of our experience at Washburn’s Boat Yard in the Solomons. Ernie made a few phone calls and came 

over after lunch to present us with a few options: 

 

1. They could pull the engine and repair or replace the oil pump. Est. cost $ 2,000. Mostly rigging & labor) 

                                                                                                 ( 

2. They could replace the entire engine with a used or new one. Est. cost $ 4,000 used, $ 8,000 new. 

                                                                                                                         

3. They could replace both engines with new or used engines.   Est. cost $ 8,500 used, $17,000 new. 

                                                                                                                        

        Whatever option we chose would take between 8 and15 days depending on the availability of parts and 

engines. 

 

We told him we’d have to check on available finances and we would make our decision, 

 

Monday and Tuesday we spent on the telephone with our tax accountant and financial advisor in Warren to 

determine what we could liquidate and what would have the least tax consequence. After much discussion we 

decided to get $20,000 from my Keogh.  Now we had to decide on the options.  It didn’t make much sense to go 

with #1 or #2 since the remaining engine would be just as susceptible to failure as the dead one.  Installing a 

used engine or engines would just be buying some other person’s problems. The risers were clogged on our old 

engines. Used ones may have problems with manifolds and blocked passages as well. If we were going to 

complete our journey we would have to replace both engines with new ones.  

 

Ernie and Dave were informed of our desire and started the ball rolling. They found that NO replacement 

Crusaders were available in the Eastern US. Mercury had NO inventory of comparable engines, and we would 

have to modify and adapt their units to fit the motor mounts and transmissions in the Brass Ring. Pleasurecraft 
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(PCM) has two engines in their Ohio warehouse which they could ship COD. They manufacture high 

performance marine power plants on Chevrolet blocks and should be exact replacements for our units. I was not 

familiar with PCM and their dealer or service organization and was somewhat reluctant to go this route. We had 

little choice if we did not want to spend the rest of the summer in New Jersey. 

 

I called our broker in Warren, Pa who completed the liquidation and deposited the funds in our checking 

account.  I then asked Ernie to order the engines from PCM and gave him a check to cover the COD.  They  

accepted his check for the COD while he deposited ours, allowing adequate time for ours to clear.  He reported 

back a while later that the engines may arrive by Friday. He bemoaned the state of American Industry and the 

fact that, in the middle of summer and in the most heavily populated area, no one had engines available. 

 

Neither of us slept well that night thinking about all our mishaps, delays, and unexpected expenses. In a sense, 

however, we were lucky.  If the oil pump failure had occurred one day earlier we would have been in a bad way 

in Delaware Bay.  It’s tough enough maintaining a heading on one engine. To offset the tendency for the boat to 

swing, you have to hold the rudders “hard over”.  The wind quartering on our bow would have aggravated the 

problem, perhaps making it impossible to stay on course.  Our only alternative would have been to anchor and 

radio for help. As I noted earlier, the Danforth anchor does not hold well on the type of bottom here, probably 

allowing the wind to push us on a shoal. That would have been a real Mayday situation!  We might have ended 

our journey here and could have destroyed the Brass Ring.  We decided to enjoy the Forth of July holidays and 

the attractions around Cape May. 

 

The word seems to get around in marinas about unfortunate, 

“poor devils”, stranded 1.000 miles from home who have to 

replace two engines. Our neighbor, John, aware of our dilemma, 

offered us the use of his car while he was out fishing. He also 

gave us a flounder he caught yesterday. Everyone was friendly 

and helpful.  There was a large Boat Club group from 

Philadelphia clustered down the dock by the parking lot. We 

were invited to their Forth of July Barbecue.  

 

Thursday morning we biked into town to a hardware store where 

we met the proprietors, Bud Swain and his wife. This store had been in the family since the 1800’s, and was still 

going strong.  It appeared that they had just about one or two of everything.  The Visitor’s Center we visited 

was quite informative and presented a very interesting video of Cape May.  Most of the homes were painted in 

schemes reminiscent of the “Roaring Twenties” with lots of ginger bread and prominent porches. 

 

On our way back we passed a rather large complex containing a number of tennis courts which were available 

to the public.  This gave us a potential pastime if we were to be here for a week or more.  After lunch back at 

the boat, we walked over to the Coast Guard Auxiliary building on the canal around the corner from Utsch’s. A 

few members were there and we introduced ourselves, visited a while, and were invited to attend their meeting 

that night. 

  

The Coast Guard Auxiliary met at 7:30. After dinner we joined the quite large and congenial group. One of the 

individuals we had met that afternoon introduced us at the beginning of their business and events meeting. Their 

program was a slide show of Coast Guard helicopter operations.  After the get-together a member offered to 

perform a courtesy inspection of the Brass Ring. He also offered to bring us the latest copy of Notice to 

Mariners which would help us to know what to expect when we continue on the Intra-Coastal Waterway.  The 

Coast Guard station graduates a class almost every week on Friday and the ceremony of was open to the public. 

We were anxious to attend. 
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We bicycled over to the Coast Guard station the next morning to witness the 11 o’clock graduation ceremony.  

When we registered at the gate we were informed the ceremony was postponed because the class had received 

Fourth of July holiday leave. We could, however, be issued a pass to make a self-guided tour of the base. 

Having seen the previous night’s slide show, we immediately headed for the heliport.  A 1
st
 Class aviation 

mechanic and crew member on duty at the large hanger met us and explained their duties and adventures.  Three 

additional crew members were there on duty but capable of responding to any problem or emergency.  They 

looked like kids. We inspected one of the two crafts in the hanger and while we watched another chopper 

landed and moved up the apron.  

 

Following the base map we had received, we biked over to the navigational aids yard.  Stored here were a great 

number of towers and buoys, big and little depending upon their designated destination.  The ones for ocean and 

large bay’s like the Delaware are much larger than they look from the boat.  They were aligned in the yard by 

function…Red Nun  (starboard-even numbered) and red lighted buoys along with red triangular day markers in 

one section. Green Can (port-odd numbered) in another area with their corresponding green rectangular day 

markers. Junction, mid channel, special purpose buoys, and even some older Black Cans, still waiting 

repainting, were there. It was hard to describe the huge amount of hardware in storage there. A Buoy Tender, a 

good size ship, was tied up to the adjacent dock. 

   

The Navaids office was open and was our next stop.  The petty officer on duty was very helpful and reviewed 

the Jersey Intracoastal charts with us pointing out potential shoaling areas, generally at the various inlets.  They 

closely monitor these spots and do a lot of dredging to combat the tide induced ever-shifting sands. There were 

a number of restricted areas but we spent most of the day enjoying a most memorable tour. 

 

For some reason we were not in a holiday mood. On the third of July we slept most of the morning and we 

moped around until noon.  There was no word on the arrival of the engines.  It seems that there are problems 

everywhere. Needing something to shake us out of our lethargy, we decided to play tennis.  We hadn’t played 

for a while and were not sure we’d have the opportunity to do so on this trip. Our racquets and shoes were 

buried somewhere in the aft cabin. When we biked over we learned that public courts at the Tennis Club were 

economical.  It was hot but we felt good and did OK after limbering up. I actually was the victor of two sets, 

mainly because Jane was still hindered by the bruise she suffered at Chestertown.  We’re pretty well matched, 

and she usually catches me unawares with her mean lob! We treated ourselves to a snow cone and sat in the 

shade watching other tennis players. We returned to the Marina in better spirits. 

 

Forth of July started with a bang…or bangs!  Between the 5 AM fishermen leaving and the early fireworks 

along the docks more sleep would be impossible, so we greeted the sunrise.  We dressed, had bacon and eggs, 

and bicycled to the Church of the Advent, built in 1865, for a memorable patriotic service. After we returned 

and had lunch, John, our neighbor came over and invited us to “C” Dock for their boat club’s cookout.  As we 

walked over to the picnic area, we asked him how he wound up beside us instead of with the rest of the group.  

He replied that he owned a Pizzeria in Philadelphia and was shorthanded when the club was scheduled to leave. 

When he arrived here late, all the slips on “C” Docks were occupied so he was shunted over here. When he 

introduced us all we were surprised that so many of the people had heard of us and our plight.  It was almost as 

if we had an aura of royalty. The first thing that happened was someone handed us a large plastic cup of 

something they called a “Black Patooka (?) Or “Bazooka” or something!  An anise flavor masked the 

ingredients which I think were pure grain alcohol and nitro-glycerin. One of these was two too many!  

 

At the grill a number of revelers were cooking shark, chicken, Italian sausage, chicken scampi, hamburgers and 

hot dogs. On another table were spaghetti, potato salad, zucchini, peppers, and tossed salad.  The usual chips 

and dips, rolls, cakes, and watermelon topped off the feast. We did not have anything to bring to the party, but 

were able to contribute to the passed hat.  As the evening progressed the music and conversations increased in 

decibels, punctuated by firecrackers, roman candles, and bottle rockets.  Apparently lacking pyrotechnics, and 

probably encouraged by the Black (?) libation, some of the boaters produced their Emergency Aerial Flares and 
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began firing them over the moored boats. The result was spectacular, very dangerous, and illegal.  More 

rational, and sober, club members rapidly quelled this endeavor. We pigged out, enjoyed talking with various 

persons of this close-knit group.  Most of the participants were from the Philadelphia area and used their boats 

as week-end and vacation cottages. The notable exception was a couple of school teachers from Colorado who 

kept their boat here and joined the group every summer.  

 

“Good Morning” was the greeting of Dave, the mechanic, who would be working on our boat. We had a quick 

breakfast and released the dock lines while a work boat 

backed in to tie a line to the bow and tow it to the lift. 

They moved the Brass Ring over to the lift slip, hauled 

it out and moved it to the shop where it was to be 

blocked, stabilized, and ready for the removal of the 

engines and the subsequent installation of the new ones. 

I went along for the ride, and by the time Jane had 

walked over it was in the slings and out of the water. 

The lift then rolled over to the workplace and lowered 

the boat in on chocks, with braces all along the hull. 

This kept the whole craft plumb and level with the keel 

about 6 inches off the paved surface.  One dilemma now remained.  We were being evicted from our home for 

an indeterminate period.  Mamma Utsch solved the problem.  She owns some rental cottages a few blocks from 

the Marina and one is vacant.  We could stay there, at no charge, while the work was in progress!  We would 

move in that afternoon as it was being cleaned. 

 

The cabin was quite nice.  It was located about two blocks south and west of the Marina, a short bike ride from 

there. It overlooked the wetlands and creek where a lot of charter boats passed by on their way to the bay. A 

number of other cottages were very similar and this appears to be a former group of vacation homes that had 

been renovated.  Some of the Marina employees resided here.  We were able to use our neighbor John’s car to 

move food, clothes, and other necessities from the boat to our new residence for the next week or more.  There 

was still no word on the new engines, but Dave started the removal of the old ones. 

 

The Utches suggested we visit Cold Spring Village which was a local tourist attraction. CSV is a historic 

reproduction of a turn of the century town, with displays of homes and crafts peculiar to that era. It was staffed 

by people in period clothes. As a change from our move, we decided to bike the three miles to visit the site. 

When we arrived we encountered a craft fair in progress in addition to the regular attractions. The temperature 

was in the 90’s and the ride was a little long, so we hit the old fashioned Ice Cream Parlor first. Chocolate sodas 

in a shaded area made for a pleasant rest, and we wondered why sodas now seem to be out of fashion. We 

visited the Blacksmith Shop, the Bread Maker, a Clock Maker, Carpenter, Weaver, and a Spinner. The latter 

was of the most interest to Jane.  They used the wool from sheep raised from the model farm on the premises. 

Processing flax for clothing material intrigued us. It dated back to Egyptian times. There was one fiber in each 

stalk that had to be broken out and processed further to produce linen. A young man was braiding rye grass to 

make straw hats which he would sew with linen thread. The carpenter who made the beautiful oak spinning 

wheel was the spinner’s husband and the hat maker was their son. Our return trip took us past “C” Dock and 

some of the people we met yesterday hailed us to participate in finishing the remains of their feast.  The 

leftovers were great! 

 

When we were over by the office checking on the engine arrivals we met an unusual person named “Jay”. He 

was single, about 50 years old and traveling alone in a small houseboat.  He left Florida for an unknown 

destination. The interesting thing about him was that he was making this trip with no charts using gas station 

road maps.  His compass was broken so he stayed along the shores and anchored or tied to a convenient tree 

every night since he only has 60 feet of line available. The propulsion system was an old 7.5 HP outboard fed 

from a 6 gallon tank which was backed up by a couple of Jerry cans. So far he had traversed the Intra-Coastal, 
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Albemarle Sound, Currituck Sound, and Delaware Bay with little or no incidents.  We almost envied him! We 

spoke with him for about an hour and gave him our address when he left.  We received a long letter from him a 

few days later saying he made it okay to Atlantic City. He gave us information about some shoal spots in the 

Jersey Intra-Coastal Waterway where he had hit bottom near the dredge the Coast Guard had warned us about. 

It was low tide when he had this mishap, so he just floated off.  If we ever get out of Cape May and Utches 

Marina we definitely planned to follow the JICW rather than going out on the Atlantic Ocean route. 

 

Our tenth day in Cape May found us discouraged and frustrated.  The cure for this, I guess, was to get to work.  

I went over to the boat to see what I could do now that it was up on blocks.  Dave had made most of the 

preparations for removing the engines so they can pull the old and “drop in” the new in a sequential operation 

with the big fork lift. Our first chore was to wash down and clean the hull, which took until 4 PM, after which 

we played a couple sets of tennis.  It felt good and helped our mood. We picked up some food at Acme and 

brought a load of things from the boat to the cottage. 

 

The work party started at eight AM with my first mate arriving at nine. I threatened to dock her wages an hour 

until she started using hull cleaner on the sides.  I had noticed a wet spot on the platform ahead of the engines 

and behind the head and shower.  It appeared as if we had a leak in our hot water heater.  Inspection with better 

lighting confirmed that there was a lot of rust on the back side and that the plywood supporting it would have to 

be replaced. I drained it but had a lot of trouble removing the pipe fittings and hold down brackets. I had the 

help of one of the guys in removing it from the hull. I definitely needed a new piece of 1/2” marine plywood.  

 

We went over to the Lobster House and bought some mussels and scallops for dinner.  We had previously 

befriended the cashier and had asked her what sights or activities we should not miss while here.  She 

disappeared for a moment and handed us a local newspaper and some literature she had been saving for us…and 

even threw in a few extra mussels, which went for $.95 per pound. They’re mighty good when you steam them 

in wine and garlic, dip them in the broth, and then drink the broth. 

 

Thursday, and we got up depressed again. We’re a month behind the intended schedule for the trip to Rob’s 

wedding and still no engines.  I was having doubts about American Industry and the “just in time” inventory 

policy they have. They’re taxed on the material they stock in many states so they keep it at a minimum or store 

it, I think, somewhere around Siberia!  After breakfast I biked over to Swain’s Hardware, where Bud cut the 

piece of plywood I needed for the water tank.  I located the small rust spot that caused the leak, wire brushed, 

and sanded it.  The application of some J B Weld epoxy, followed by primer and paint should keep the heater 

serviceable in the future. By the time Jane arrived with some lunch, about noon, the water heater was back in on 

its new platform thanks to some help in wrestling it back in.  Jane finished her hull cleaning around three while 

I cleaned the bilge as best I could so the new engines would have a clean, happy, home. It was in the high 90’s 

today so we went “home”, cleaned up, showered, had dinner, and prepared to attend the Coast Guard Auxiliary 

meeting in the evening. 

 

The Coast Guard Auxiliary meeting was interesting, and we now almost felt like old timers there. Ed presented 

us with the “Notice to Mariners” for a year so we could check the changes in the New Jersey ICW and hazards 

or changes ahead of us. Not all of the activities of the group are patrols or business. The flotilla was arranging a 

flounder fishing contest this coming weekend, and had 30 contestants signed up. Dave Wicks and Bob Miles 

invited us to have dinner with them and their wives at the Coast Guard Station tomorrow night.  It sounded like 

a great idea and we accepted. 

 

Friday, July 9 we finally had something to celebrate tonight. The engines 

were finally here! One was in the shop and the other was still on the 

delivery truck in their respective shipping crates. They looked like the 

family jewels, and cost very much more. Dave, the mechanic, would run 

and tests on them today before the installation in the boat. 
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 Dave Wicks and his wife Margaret picked us up at 5:30 and asked if there was anything we’d like to see at 

Cape May before we met the others at the base.  We had biked most of the town, so they took us to Wildwood 

Crest and the Coast Guard Station on the other side of the inlet which was engaged in electronics research. 

There was an inviting private beach there which the Auxiliary could use.  The Crest was a much wider beach 

than Cape May due to the inlet jetty that checks the sand drift to the South. Our group met Bob and Pat Miles 

and Wes and Evelyn Daniels for an excellent dinner and a delightful evening. They had all retired and built 

homes in this area. The guys would be all be busy at the fishing tournament tomorrow. On the way back we all 

drove by Utsch's to see the Brass Ring resting, rather forlornly in the yard, on its blocks.  Bob and Pat asked us 

if we’d like to join them at their church for the Sunday service.  We agreed. 

 

A framework, paralleling the outboard side of each 

engine was installed with fixed dual cross members 

straddling them and a mobile but removable heavy 

duty cross member in between. The old engines were 

then hoisted by a come-along, up and off the engine 

mounts and then moved to the center of the engine 

compartment. The fork lift was then engaged to do the 

final lift. One of the tines of the lift was inserted 

through the salon cabin door and the end of it 

positioned over the dangling engine. A chain was then 

rigged from the tine to the engine and snugged to 

slightly lift the engine so the come-along could be released and the cross member 

could be moved out of the way. Now came the delicate operation. Dave, who was 

operating the huge fork lift, now had to raise the load, unseen, to just above the salon floor without hitting the 

ceiling or the cabin door top and back the fork lift until the engine came through the door to the aft deck without 

hitting the rail nor sides or top of the door.  Once there, it had to be lifted again to clear the deck rail before he 

could back away with his burden and deposit it on a pallet in the shop..  There is only about 6 inches of 

clearance between the rail and the door and even less margin going through the door. The procedure was then 

repeated for the next engine. I was a nervous wreck, but Dave operates the fork lift like a concert pianist! 

 

I had cleaned the now empty engine compartment while they were preparing the new and tested engines. The 

aforementioned procedure was about to be reversed, and we paused for lunch. The clockwise rotating unit had 

to be placed on the starboard side, and the other one to port. This next operation was even more tense since any 

positioning error could damage the engine or the boat. The first engine went in without a hitch, having taken 

about two hours of delicate maneuvering. After a rest and a coke the two Dave team started on the finale, when 

an unbelievable incident occurred.  Dave Utsch was just about to ease the engine from the deck to the salon 

through the narrow door, when an idiot came over to the fork lift and began pounding on the side of it with a 

rock! Dave shut down the rig to find out the guy wanted to know when he could come over to his boat to fix his 

sink drain!  I think that sometimes homicide is justified.  When the port engine was finally and successfully 

settled on its engine mounts everyone quit for the day. 

 

There was time to go to the Coast Guard Auxiliary weigh-in of the Flounder competition.  The winning fish was 

around five pounds. Some visitors who looked pretty professional caught 8 of them.  Everyone enjoyed ice 

cream and cake and we relaxed after a harrowing day. Wes and Evelyn Daniels loaned us their beach pass, and 

we went for a swim.  The beach was crowded and the temperature had been in the high 90’s but the water was 

in the 70’s and a very refreshing diversion.  We needed that, as it was our 2
nd

 week anniversary in Cape May. 

 

Bob Niles picked us up at nine o’clock for their church service.  He is the Sunday school leader, the classes of 

which were grouped by age. The people there were very cordial and seemed to offer a lot of support to one 

another.  The Wicks were there too, and we sat with them during the service.  This is a Methodist Church and 

we were somewhat unfamiliar with the liturgy, but we were pleased to be welcomed as guests. After the service 
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Margaret invited to their house for lunch. It was pleasant to be in a dry land, real, home for a change.  They had 

built here about five years ago when Dave retired from his Mechanical Engineering job. He had gone to Tufts 

on the V-12 program after he received his diploma from high school. By the time he earned his degree, the war 

was over, and he was not required to repay the service for his education. The Wicks were gentle, soft spoken 

people, in good physical shape, and somewhat younger than ourselves whose close friendship we could have 

certainly enjoy. Margaret produced a delicious of homemade zucchini soup, sandwiches, ice cream and cookies.  

We visited until about four and Dave drove us back to our cottage. Dave, the mechanic, didn’t work today, and 

we didn’t blame him, even though it meant another day of delay. 

 

The start of the work week repeated the pattern of the last week, it was hot with no wind or breeze. 

The ocean was even flat calm. We surmised it would kick up just as soon as we left. We had arranged to have a 

fresh water cooling system installed, rather that take credit for the used engines. Dave would be connecting the 

accessories, drive shafts, wiring, heat exchangers and associated plumbing so it would still be a few more days 

until the sea trials. There was nothing I can do to assist him except suggest he use the boat air conditioner for 

some comfort while he was in the bilge.  The Monthly Sunset Review at the CG base was this evening.  Bob 

and Pat Miles picked us up to attend the occasion. There was a band, an excellent precision drill team, the 

ceremony, and a helicopter fly-by.  We visited their home, a charming Cape Cod that they had purchased two 

years ago, loaded with antiques. She served coffee, ice cream and some snacks we shouldn’t have been eating. 

Both couples had resided in Hackensack NJ.  Bob was an Electrical Engineer with RCA, had been in the Navy 

during the Korean Conflict, as had I.  We were both surprised to find we had mutual friends at RCA’s Cherry 

Hill, Philly, and Indianapolis plants. It was a small world and we had been most fortunate to have these 

thoughtful people help make our engine misfortune in Cape May a lot more bearable. 

 

I fussed around the boat the next day; then we went shopping, stopped by Swain’s hardware, and went 

swimming. About five PM the temperature had dropped to 87 degrees starting a break in the weeks long hot 

spell. Television was full of extreme flooding stories of the Mississippi River with water in some places 21 feet 

above flood stage and more rains predicted.  The entire river was closed to navigation!  It looks like we will 

have to change our plans. We dug our chart books and road maps out of the boat and spent the rest of the day 

looking for options. 

 

Our original route at the “top” of our journey was to take the Hudson River to Albany following the Champlain 

branch of the Erie Canal to the lake and continue to Canada via the Richelieu Canal, follow the St Lawrence 

River to Montreal and the Ottawa River to Ottawa. The Rideau Canal would take us south west to Kingston, 

Ontario. A short trip through the North Channel in Northern Lake Ontario would take us to Trenton and the 

entrance to the Trent-Severyn Canal, or to Oswego directly across the lake to the Erie Canal. The former would 

reach Chicago via Georgian Bay, Lake Huron and Lake Michigan.  The latter would go through Lake Erie and 

Lake St Clair to Chicago . If, however, the Mississippi is impassable none of these passages will be possible 

since the all lead to the Illinois Waterway. 

 

We are now over six weeks behind our ideal schedule and face the side trip to Indianapolis for Rob’s wedding. 

We decided to skip the Canadian portion of the trip since we had previously boated all of those canals.  Our new 

course will be to take the Erie Canal at Troy, NY and go directly to Buffalo, upstream by the Niagara River to 

Lake Erie, and on to Dunkirk NY.  From this point or from Erie PA, we would have to transport the Brass Ring 

overland, to the Allegheny River to Emlenton, PA or Pittsburgh and launch it on the Ohio River.  We could then 

join the Mississippi at Cairo, IL, if navigable, or take the Cumberland River to access the recently completed 

Tenn-Tom waterway which parallels the “Big Muddy”. Time will tell.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 

   

On July 14 we did the wash and put our effects together to take to the boat.  The hatch covers were back over 

the engines, so we borrowed a Hoover and vacuumed the rug. Ernie told us they would “splash” the boat that 

afternoon.  Lou, from “Oyster Man” (another CGA member) came over to see how we were faring.  He had just 

come back from a fishing excursion and brought us a couple of flounders.  He said we could accompany him on 
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a patrol this week end, and he would take us fishing if we were still there.  We had mixed emotions since we’d 

like to accept the offer but we’d rather be on the road again.  We walked over to “C” dock to see John and 

Bruce and others we had met when we noticed a boat, about the size of ours that had just been trucked to the 

Marina.  We tried, unsuccessfully, to find the driver to obtain information about loading, timing, and transport 

rates.                                                                                                                                                         

 

We moved things back to the boat that day. Jane’s still 

kidding me about the way I botched the job of filleting 

the flounders last evening.  I didn’t have a good knife. It 

was pretty good, though, even with part of the skin still 

on. We put things away, went to Acme to get some 

supplies, and cleaned up the fly bridge which had 

accumulated a lot of dust and grime from the parking lot 

and road at the shop.  Ernie Utsch came over to tell us 

they had scheduled the sea trial for ten AM tomorrow. 

We had supper and went over to the Coast Guard 

Auxiliary meeting at eight PM. They were surprised to 

see that were still there.  We bid them farewell after the meeting.  We went over to the cottage to transfer a lot 

of our things to the boat and stayed on it overnight to be ready for the big event the next day. 

 

Dave was on the rear deck about 8:30 ready to go, as were we.  We had been up since almost daybreak and had 

made a couple of trips to bring things from the cabin. I started the engines, pleased to hear the throb of the 

operating power plants again.  I eased out of the slip and turned into the New Jersey Intracoastal to the Bay. The 

sky was clear although the water was a bit lumpy. We tried a few accelerations and idle sequences with Dave at 

the open engine hatches and then went up on plane to 23 knots.  I had actuated the Bennett trim tabs and 

synchronized the engines, but the port tachometer wasn’t registering the correct RPM’s.  Dave reported that the 

lower tachometers were OK, so it appears that we had a faulty unit, connection, or setting. Readjustment solved 

the problem. Temperature, oil pressure, and cooling were fine, and the new fresh water cooling system appeared 

to be just what we needed for longer trouble free engine and manifold/riser life. We returned to the Marina and 

prepared to settle our bill and continue our trip.  We want to traverse the New Jersey Intra-Coastal in spite of 

cautions from a lot of folks.  Jay’s letter along with the information from the Coast Guard was most reassuring. 

 

I went over to the office to see Ernie while Jane waxed the wood in the salon, vacuumed, washed the inside 

windows, and spot cleaned the rug. The engine change was about $1,700 over the estimated cost, part of which 

was $350.00 for shipping them from Ohio. The balance was the trade off of our old engines for the fresh water 

system.  I came back for lunch, satisfied that our engine troubles were over even though we were now 

$18,970.60 poorer. We finished cleaning up the cabin and moving all of our belongings to what seemed to be 

our new home. 

 

We arrived at Cape May on June 26, and would be departing on July 19.  It had been a long but enjoyable stay.  

So goes the story of our “vacation” at Cape May 

 

THE NEW JERSEY INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY 

 
We were up at 6:30 after a fitful night’s sleep.  We had met some wonderful people and had some interesting 

adventures but we were well behind schedule and were anxious to be on the road again.  We’ve heard horror 

stories about shoaling and groundings, but I have what I hope will be an “ace in the hole”.  When the boat was 

on blocks I bought another depth finder.  Swane’s Hardware supplied a length of aluminum tubing, a “V” bow 

stop for a boat trailer, and some extra hardware and fittings. I bent the tubing to conform to the shape of our 

bow, and attached the transducer on one end of the tubing opposite the rubber “V” stop. I secured the top end of 
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the tubing just under the bow pulpit.  I now had a depth transducer on the front of the boat looking ahead and 

down at a 45 degree angle. At low speeds the transducer was under water, but would rise out of the water as we 

went up on plane. The “V” stop kept it from slipping on either side of the bow. The cable went through the 

tubing and up to the bridge to the unit’s screen. My intention was to be able to see an obstruction ahead when 

we were poking along at slow speeds.  Time would tell. 

 

The southern end of the New Jersey Intracoastal Waterway consisted mainly of passages through streams, 

rivers, and inlets in their natural configuration with dredged channels connecting them.  The route is, therefore, 

serpentine and often circuitous.  Tall marsh grasses obscured vision around turns necessitating considerable 

vigilance on the part of the helmsman.  It was high tide when we left Cape May, so grounding was not a 

concern. It was sunny with a wind from the southeast was about 15 knots. The twists and turns, low fixed 

bridges, and numerous fishermen required slow going.  Even with our early start, it looked as if Atlantic City 

would not be our first stop.  

 

Just north of Wildwood we entered Richardson Sound followed by Grass Sound. “Sound” seems like a 

misnomer since they are fairly large, but very shallow.  At Hereford Inlet I received my first “Beep” from my 

forward looking sonar. A large piling was visible just ahead although slightly out of the channel. I believed the 

gadget would be useful. 

 

The waterway widened past Stone Harbor and we made pretty good time past Gull Island and Great Sound. At 

Townsend Inlet near Avalon  a dredge was operating. More beeps emanated from my “looker” when we strayed 

a bit out of the channel and nosed around the spoil area.  We actually found ourselves in two feet of water, 

backed up, found a deeper spot, and continued on through a narrow stretch to Sea Isle City. The passage opened 

up again through Ludlam Bay and we reached Strathmere and Corson Inlet about noon.   We ducked under an 

interesting Railroad Bridge into Pack Bay which joined Great Egg Harbor Bay and Inlet at Ocean City. There 

was a rather tortuous passage the remaining 8 miles as the crow flies to Atlantic City with one 180 degree turn 

around the airport. 

 

We arrived at Harrah’s Harbor Marina at high tide. Our trip 

had taken about 12 hours. We docked and took a quick, 

refreshing swim in the 4
th

 floor rooftop pool. We showered, 

changed clothes, and took the jitney into to town to see the   

Boardwalk.  We contributed a few quarters to the slot 

machines as we walked through the various casinos.  We had 

gone through a very run-down section of Atlantic City on the 

way in. We endured the cacophony of the Sands, Bally’s and 

Carlyle Casino’s.  The latter featured a buffet at $4.75. We 

decided to chance it and were surprised to find it very good. I 

got carried away by the choice of roast beef, pork, chicken, 

veal, mashed potatoes, vegetables, and various sea foods 

followed by a large array of deserts. Our stroll along the 

Boardwalk was jammed with people, and the beach appeared 

littered and dirty.  We were unimpressed. 

 

We stayed in Atlantic City too long!  It was dusk when we went back to the jitney bus stop back to Harrah’s. By 

the time the bus came it was almost dark and we had a few miles to the marina. We asked the driver to let us 

know when we were approaching our stop for Harrah’s and we took the seat directly across and behind him. 

Only a few passengers were using the bus at this time. About 2 miles from our stop, only one elderly lady 

wearing a blue print dress was left.  As she pulled the cord to exit at the next stop, I noticed a group of young 

men in their late teens standing on the side of the road. As she picked up her shopping bag and slowly exited, I 

heard shouting and saw the aforementioned group running toward the bus. I was very apprehensive as to the 



 45 

intentions of the group, since we were the only persons now on the bus. Fortunately, the driver was like-minded 

as he shut the door and slammed the jitney into gear! Much relieved, we made an uneventful journey to the next 

stop at Harrah’s. Back at the boat we turned in early, enjoying a cool night for the forthcoming run to New 

York. We were rocked to sleep by swells coming in from Absecom Inlet and the gentle slap of sailboat 

halyards. 

 

New York City was about 104 miles ahead and we hoped to 

make it there before sundown. We experienced a lot of open 

water once we went through Little Bay into Great Bay and 

across Little Egg / Beach Haven Inlets. There are some no wake 

zones around Beach Haven, but we made good time through 

Manahawkin Bay into the long stretch of Barnegat Bay where 

we went on plane to Tom’s River.  Things were a bit slower 

past Mantoloking to the Manasquan River which was the end to 

the New Jersey Intracoastal Waterway.  We stopped for fuel at 

a Texaco station near the inlet where I really got bumped 

around perched on the deck while incoming and outgoing boats 

were creating compound wakes, interspersed with swells. It was 3:08 when we started the ocean run.  During 

idle speed periods when Jane was at the helm, I had been plotting our course and setting GPS waypoints around 

Sandy Hook and into New York Harbor.  NOAA weather radio predicted foul weather for the next day, but the 

current weather had been ideal with south winds at 10 knots and clear skies.  

 

NEW YORK CITY 

 
Forty miles was the approximate 

distance to New York Harbor from 

Manasquan Inlet.  I cruised out of the 

inlet through the confused waves to a 

Longitude of 74.00 degrees and turned 

to a compass heading of 24.00 degrees. 

We estimated we would make it to the 

end of Sandy Hook in about two hours, 

still staying within the break-in regimen 

of the new engines. We were out about 

3 miles, paralleling the coast, with a 

trailing sea and wind, a light chop and a 

great ride. The tower at the Shark River 

Inlet south breakwater was directly to 

port, and the GPS waypoint was right 

on.  As we passed Asbury Park, 

Monmouth Beach, and the Shrewsbury River mouth, we could see swimmers all along the beaches. 

 

If you were to draw a line between Sandy Hook Lighthouse to the left and the 

Ambrose Light Platform to the right, you would find us exactly in the middle of it 

with Rockaway Point and the Battery ahead. I eased off on the throttles, turned left to 

pick up the entrance buoys to the Hudson River. To our port side a number of 

freighters were anchored in Raritan Bay awaiting unloading dockage. They all must 

have been loaded with cargo, since they were all in the water up to the Plimsoll Mark. 

The Verrazano Bridge was now ahead, and the Coney Island Light Tower was visible 
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to the right of the spectacular Twin Towers World Trade Center as we rounded Norton Point. 

Jane, once a New York native delighted in pointing out all of the landmarks she could identify easily identify 

from her vantage point on the bridge. She pointed out Coney Island, the Verrazano Bridge, the Statue of 

Liberty, the Battery, East River, Brooklyn Bridge, and World Trade Center. Seeing the city from the ocean 

approach was a memory one does not forget!  As we neared land at the mouth of the Hudson River, sights and 

sounds of traffic were within ear shot.  Commercial traffic was quite heavy, but orderly and varied from steam 

ships, helicopters, cargo vessels, and ferries. Tug boats were scurrying along the Jersey shore line, one of which 

was towing a large barge loaded with railroad cars. The Statue of Liberty was now off our port bow and left a 

“lump in our throats” as we completed our somewhat anxious Atlantic Ocean crossing from Manasquan Inlet to 

our present location. Neither of us had been completely comfortable on water that big. 

 

There was a “Posh” Marina at the World 

Trade Center where Jane wanted to stay. I 

contacted the Marina on Channel 16 and 

switched to 68 to inquire about space.  The 

respondent requested our boat’s particulars 

and replied, “We have no slips or docks that 

can accommodate a craft as small as yours!”  

We “tucked our tails between our legs” and 

continued on.  A short way past the Statue of 

Liberty and Ellis Island was Liberty Bay.  A 

couple of boats were anchored there and a 

number of tugs and barges were tied to a 

crumbling dock beside some decrepit 

warehouses on the far side.  We pulled into an open spot in the bay which had a depth of 17 feet and a muddy 

bottom…requiring some 110 feet of anchor rhode.  Jane hailed a deckhand on a nearby tug, who advised us 

we’d be OK dropping the hook since they weren’t going anywhere until late morning the next day.  

 

 We sat on the bridge having a snack and observing 

the city.  We couldn’t have found a better spot!  

Shortly after we anchored we celebrated this 

milestone in our trip with some smoked oysters and 

a couple glasses of wine. It was warm and balmy as 

we enjoyed a leisurely dinner. We relaxed and 

reviewed our adventures to date. There have been 

some rough spots, but they all seemed to melt away 

that evening. As we were finishing our meal the ex-

presidential yacht, “Honey Fitz” (still showing the 

presidential seal) came into the bay. We had no idea 

who the current owners were, but it was a sight to 

behold.  We watched the crew serving dinner. We were like a couple of little kids. It had been a great and easy 

passage, thanks to the nice weather.  Jane admitted it was fun. 

 

The evening was so quiet we could hear birds.  Jane woke up at 

5:30 to view a lovely red sunrise behind the New York skyline 

and returned to bed until we both arose at eight. (There’s an old 

saying “Red sky at night –Sailor’s delight; Red sky at morning-

Sailor take warning!”)  I checked the weather radio while she 

started breakfast. It was overcast and hazy now but a strong 

line squall was predicted from the south with high winds and 

heavy rain. I let the engines warm up as we finished breakfast 
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and eased up on the anchor while Jane hauled up some 100 feet of line with a muddy, gooey anchor slopping 

over the bow of the boat. At 8:30 we rounded Liberty Bay point and admired the replica of Henry Hudson’s 

flagship the “Half Moon” displayed there.  Ferries were scooting back and forth across the river taking 

commuters from New Jersey to the Trade Center and the 34
th

 street Terminal. Helicopters were flitting around, 

and the din of traffic was on a crescendo. 

 

When we were planning the trip we discussed the possibility of 

going around Manhattan via the Harlem & East Rivers, rejoining the 

Hudson at the Battery. We decided later that we should travel 

directly up the Hudson River. We were almost to the George 

Washington Bridge and the Palisades when we saw the “Little Red 

Lighthouse” under the bridge. Jane still remembered a children’s 

book about this miniature edifice. Jane took a picture of it, snuggled 

under the eastern tower of the bridge. It looked a bit lonely and 

forlorn but it brought back a batch of childhood memories for her. 

She reminisced about hiking with her Girl Scout Troup over the 

George Washington Bridge for a camp-out on the Jersey Palisades. 

 

We neared the spot 

where the Harlem 

River joined the  

Hudson.  Out of 

curiosity, I called 

the operator of the 

New York Central 

Railroad swing 

bridge to ascertain 

if they opened on schedule or upon demand.  He replied it was upon request.  I thanked him and we continued 

upstream toward Yonkers.  We then noticed a commuter train had slowed down.  The radio crackled with 

“Brass Ring, where are you?” He was opening the bridge for us! Greatly embarrassed, I explained that I had 

not requested an opening and that were traveling up stream.  I apologized for the blunder and the 

misunderstanding and we continued our journey. 

 

 Looking aft, we noticed the oncoming squall line behind us. This lower end of the Hudson with the Palisades 

on the west and rolling hills on the east is comparable to the Rhine in Europe. We went up on plane at about 22 

miles per hour.  As we approached Yonkers we 

looked back to see the ominous black clouds of the 

line squall actually overtaking us. I realized that we 

would need fuel soon, so I stepped up the pace to get 

to a Marina and shelter just past the Interstate 87 

Tappan Zee toll bridge. As I pulled up to the gas 

dock, the sky turned black and a gust of wind 

accompanied by a deluge of rain hit us.  Jane jumped 

on the dock to get, at least, a spring line to prevent us 

from being blown over on rocks to port. She returned, 

soaking wet, seething about the fool in the dock 

shelter who didn’t lift a finger to help her. 

 I’m not sure that this qualifies as a true Mutiny, 

but in terms of her personnel happiness, it sure 

did. 
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Twenty minutes later the rain subsided and we refueled. We both 

begrudged paying the $192.32 gas bill in return for the service we had 

received. If there had been another gas supply within reach we would 

have moved on, but no such luck. We wanted to complete the 92 miles 

to Kingston, NY although we’re on the tail of the squall and the ceiling 

was low with limited visibility. We covered the bridge, moved to the 

lower station to get out of the wind and spray, and then fired up the 

RADAR. The Hudson widens at Tarrytown to Croton on Hudson and is 

about a mile wide with the thumb of Croton Point jutting southwest 

almost a half mile into the water. Shortly before Stony Point the waterway narrows and is really squeezed into 

70 foot depths as it writhes between Dunderberg Mountain (930’) and Bear Mountain (1305’) on the west and 

Anthony Nose Mt (1,900’), Canada Hill (1,840’) and Sugarloaf Hill (770’) on the east side. RADAR indicated a 

down bound object but the hills and curves prevented it from registering a clear echo. We met a larger than 

anticipated tow with a barge just as we came around the corner before the Bear Mountain Bridge crossing the 

narrowest spot in the Hudson. A quick exchange on Channel 13 confirmed that we would pass, under the span, 

on “One Whistle” (port to port) with little room to spare. 

 

The river makes a westward bend at picturesque West Point. They had a courtesy guest dock for visitors there, 

but we opted not to stop this time because of the dismal weather.  The river was now narrowed by the presence 

of Crows Nest Mountain (1,408’) and Storm King Mountain (1,355’) to port and Bull Hill (1,426’) to starboard. 

The bumpy ground here finally tapered to rolling hills by the time we reached Newburgh.  The rain stopped so 

we moved above for improved vision and faster running. We logged about 22 miles per hour during the 20 

miles to Kingston, arriving at Esopus Shoal Lighthouse, damp and chilly, as it had started to rain again. The 

shoal is the entrance to Rondout Creek and Kingston, NY.  This creek was once the terminus of the Delaware-

Hudson Canal which, if currently in operation, would bypass all of our Delaware Bay, Cape May, and New 

Jersey Intracoastal Waterway trip. We tied up at the Town Dock and enjoyed a flat rate with power and water.  

The Dock master, very helpful and congenial, was even a winter resident of Stuart, FL. Hot soup and dinner 

were comforting, after which we made some phone calls.  My Navy buddy, Gordon Hough and wife would 

meet us at the Albany Yacht Club the next day to help celebrate Jane’s birthday, and our neighbors in Warren, 

PA would meet us near Syracuse the following week. 

 

It was fifty miles to Albany, New York. This was about three hour’s transit time so we were in no rush.  It was 

also time to change the break-in oil as required after 25 hours of running time. After breakfast we called a local 

auto parts store who actually delivered the filters and single weight premium oil. Jane helped me with the 

messy, tedious job which took about 2 hours. We left Kingston about noon, looking forward to a birthday 

celebration with Gordon and Bobbie.  The weather had just cleared and we were enjoying a nice ride with a 

light south wind.  Jane was at the helm, varying the speed as required, but averaging about 22 miles per hour. 

We had passed the cities of Saugerties and Catskill and were approaching the I-90 Bridge near Castleton on-

Hudson when the starboard engine started staggering.  Jane was just under the bridge when it dropped off and 

quit, causing a rapid veer to the right. Thanks to her quick swing of the wheel, we just missed hitting a bridge 

pier before we could throttle back the port propeller. 

 

MUTUNY #7 

 
We moved to the shallow edge of the river, anchored, and shut down the port engine. I went below to check the 

oil, transmission fluid, and temperature, all of which were OK.  We were back to the old, empty feeling of utter 

frustration and depression.  We had only six miles to the Albany Yacht Club at Rensselaer, NY so we decided 

to limp in on one engine.  As we putzed along at about 4 MPH, I tried starting the right mill and discovered I 

could keep it running at low RPM’s although it would die if I tried to accelerate. Having the use of both engines 
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did help, and we arrived at our destination at four o’clock.  When we checked in we received a message from 

Gordon. He had been given some eye medication in the morning that prevented his driving, Bobbie is ill, and 

they couldn’t make the date. I called Utsch’s relative to our latest problem.  Dave didn’t have a solution, but 

will have a PCM engineer call us. I fidgeted for about 20 minutes.  My conversation with the engine 

representative concluded that the scenario I described was fuel starvation and most likely a clogged gasoline 

filter. It was now early evening, Jane is bummed, but now glad the Hough’s couldn’t make it.  Our dinner 

birthday celebration consisted of hot dogs and a can of beans.   So much for her 65
th

 birthday! 

 

The Yacht club in Albany was a small, and rather mediocre, facility with friendly and helpful people. 

No supplies or filters were available here but there was an auto parts store nearby. The young man who waited 

on us didn’t have what we wanted but told us there was a NAPA store “a mile up the hill”. When we saw the 

“hill”, more like a mountain, we turned around. (I think I’ve just solved the mystery of the disappearance of the 

Anasazi Cliff Dwellers from Mesa Verde…they all relocated here!)  There was an auto repair shop across the 

street so we inquired there. He picked up the phone, called NAPA, who said they would deliver four fuel  

filters, (I wanted spares) and another set of oil filters in about a half hour.  I had never changed the fuel 

components, and I had no idea if they had ever been changed.  The many hours of slow speed running during 

the early stages of our trip had probably allowed contaminants to accumulate in the fuel lines. The recent high 

speed operation with the higher velocity fluid flow had probably scoured the fuel lines and deposited crud in the 

filters. 

 

While I installed the new parts, Jane volunteered to replenish our petrol. Our aft cabin Carver was constructed 

with twin 81 gallon tanks located beneath the rear cabin beds on each side of the hull.  They are filled through 

deck plates, port and starboard, on the narrow deck surrounding the cabin. A valve arrangement allows one to 

feed either engine from both or individual containers.  The odious part of refueling is that the deck plate is 

easily reached from the boat’s dock side, but is very difficult from the opposite side. The gas attendants never 

perform this task since they are liable for a stiff fine for spilling any hydrocarbons. They allow you to do the job 

and to assume the liability. Drips and dribbles from the deck plate, vent, or nozzle are almost inevitable when 

one is using strange equipment.  Most fuel stations keep a bottle of (illegal) detergent handy to spray the 

resulting sheen, thus destroying the evidence and sinking it before the Coast Guard discovers it!  Jane did a 

good job…only about a cup full went overboard this time. 

 

I confessed to some trepidation after I started the port engine and turned the key to the other starboard one. 

It coughed a couple of times and then settled down to a steady purr.  Advancing the throttle disclosed no 

hesitation or staggering. My only concern now was if any of the debris had worked its way through the filter 

and into the carburetor.  We’ll find out when we make a high speed run for a few minutes in the open space 

ahead. Everything was working OK. Obviously, the fuel starvation was the cause of our last “Mutiny”.  

We continued our trip past Albany to Troy NY. the home of Rennselaer Polytechnic Institute. It presented a 

long, active riverfront, minimum wake zone, and was the entrance to the Erie Canal at the Corps of Engineers 

Federal Lock at Waterford. 

 

THE ERIE CANAL 

 
Last Monday’s line squall must have agitated the Weather Gods for they were retaliating with “severe westerly 

wind gusting to possible gale force”. We were down between bluffs where it was almost dead calm.  We had 

about a twenty minute wait on the lock wall (In Canada it is called the “Blue Line”) beside a rental canal boat 

occupied by a couple and their two children and their grandparents. They had embarked on their first, four day, 

boating holiday and were apprehensive about their first locking experience. At their request we initiated a 

tutoring session. We suggested they locate their fenders (some folks call them bumpers) as we have, and to 

utilize the right wall of the lock chamber. (All crafts, like theirs, having a single screw and right hand pitch 

propellers have a natural tendency, due to unequal blade thrust, for the stern to go right when moving forward. 
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If the helmsman places one adult forward, amidships and at the stern, they would have no trouble grasping the 

hanging ropes (which are secured to the rim of the lock chamber wall as the boat eases parallel to the chamber 

wall.) The person at the bow should have access to a boat hook. When the lock gates close they would feel 

some turbulence, but as they rose they could keep the craft near the wall by means of a hand-over-hand 

sequence.  They transited the lock like veterans! 

 

Beyond this lock you had two choices. You could continue north into the Champlain Branch and go all the way 

through Lake Champlain to Canada via the Richelieu River (This had been my original plan.) or turn west 

toward Lake Erie. Our destination was Buffalo and we would pass through 35 more locks in the next 338 miles. 

 

Lock #2 at Waterford is the actual gateway to the Erie Canal. This was the first of a set of five stair-step 

chambers that lift the boat 149 feet in about 33 foot increments. This was the upper limit of manual locks when 

the canal was constructed. It would take us about two hours to make the transit. From our vantage point below 

we could see a flag near the top at Lock #6 that looked like it had been starched and ironed! It was almost rigid! 

The predicted severe westerly wind was really whipping up there. 

 

We established a nice routine while going up.  We 

would enter the lock, ease over to the port wall, and 

coast to the far end.  I would snag the next to last rope 

with my boat hook while Jane, on the rear deck, grabbed 

the one behind her. Our friends on the canal boat moved 

to their right and the captain slowed, allowing the stern 

to move to the wall. Granddad on the bow, and grandma 

amidships already had their lines, while mom at the 

stern was within easy reach of her rope. Canal boats, 

designed for these waterways, are long, thin, have a 

huge rudder and are built low to pass under bridges. 

They’re only slightly taller than the lock chamber rim. 

In fact, our cohorts were doing better than we were. Jane was OK, but I was perched on the side of the bridge 

almost 12 feet above the water, 10 feet behind the bow, and almost out of reach of the engine controls. We 

needed another deck hand. 

 

We were starting up in Lock #6 and the wind was rippling the bimini top. The wind was really making its 

presence known. As we reached the top I was struggling with my rope now almost straight down below me, and 

I was starting to lose it.  A wind gust hit the bow and, with all our freeboard, was acting like a sail. The bow 

started to swing to starboard. We were being pushed back and into the Canal Boat and rear Lock Gate. Jane had 

taken a turn of her rope around our stern cleat, arresting our backward motion but not our swing. I dropped my 

useless rope, jumped over to hit the starboard engine ignition switch and bumped the transmission lever to 

forward!  I now had 350 horses working for me! A small increase of the throttle brought the bow back where it 

belonged, pivoting on Jane’s line. This narrowly avoided our crashing into the canal boat to my starboard! I 

started the port engine, holding our position by massaging the throttles. The lockmaster, who was cranking the 

manual gates ahead, had just lost his hat. I almost caught it as it blew by me.  When we exited the lock, he gave 

me a salute.  It didn’t really register at the time since I wanted to go below and change my shorts! 

 

Our vacationing friends had not, I hope, realized their impending peril.  

They had been little affected by the wind since they were shielded by the 

chamber wall.  I continued to a sharp bend in the canal at Crescent Bend, 

steering with the propellers and transmissions which was far more 

effective that using the rudders at low speeds or when backing into a slip.  

Once around the corner the trees and canal banks provided a wind break 

and we resumed normal operation. We were considerably ahead of the 
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canal boat when we reached Lock #7 and passed through alone. There were no low bridges and only one slow 

speed area through Schenectady so we pressed on to Lock #10 where a wall provided shelter from the wind and 

where we tied up for the night. The winds subsided at sunset and we turned in. It had been a busy day. 

 

Lock #10 at the outskirts of Amsterdam was pleasant with picnic tables 

and flowers. It was in a busy corridor between I-90, Route 5S, and the 

NY Central Railroad to the south and Route 5 north of us.  We were in 

the Mohawk River section of the canal for a considerable distance. We 

surmised we would get to Herkimer that day since we had eight locks and 

a number of low bridge delays. We had to request bridge openings as we 

were too tall to sneak under them. The wind resumed again to around 25 

miles per hour dead ahead creating white caps on parts of the river.  It 

took until noon to reach Canajoharie where we stopped at a siding to do 

some shopping. It was tough tying up with the strong wind and widely 

separated bollards. After lunch at McDonald’s and shopping at Grand Union we were ready to go, but had to 

wait for a westbound tug and tow to pass through the lock. During the 40 minute wait for the lock to recycle a 

runabout named “Three Generations” joined us. They were a couple about our age and were headed for Ilion 

NY.  We killed time lamenting about the weather, wind, and slow going. We fought the wind all the way to 

Little Falls and the new 41 foot hydraulic lock and tied to a nearby warehouse at 7 PM, settled in, had dinner, 

and collapsed. 

 

The next morning we wanted to find a telephone to call the Hampson’s before noon. No low bridges were ahead 

there were only 5 Locks all the way to Syracuse, so we made good time in spite of the persistent west wind. We 

made a short stop around 9 AM at the Marina in Ilion to get gas and water. “Three Generations” was there but 

unoccupied.  We arrived at Rome midday after going under the high bridge of the New York Thruway and the 

well-manicured Lock #20 in Utica. There’s a rather beat-up freight terminal here, but they had a telephone 

booth. We reached our neighbors the Hampson’s from Warren PA at Bob’s brother’s home in Fayetteville, NY.  

We arranged to meet them at Lock # 21 at 2:30. The lock was only 5 miles ahead, so we had plenty of time.  As 

we walked back to the Brass Ring we noticed a rather disheveled sailboat bearing the name “Port of Hail” from 

Melbourne. Expecting to meet some Florida neighbors, we stopped to greet our fellow mariners. The couple 

that emerged sported leathery tans, and we learned they were from 

Melbourne, Australia. 

 

We invited the “Aussies” over for tea, after being assured they didn’t have a 

pet Kangaroo on board. They had been on the boat for two years having 

departed from Brisbane by way of Siri Lanka, India, the Red Sea, and the 

Mediterranean Sea.  They stayed in Portugal and the Canary Islands before 

they headed to the Cape Verdes.  (Which they missed!)They were relying on 

Celestial Navigation only!) Low on supplies and water, they continued to the 

Bahamas and into the Intracoastal Waterway at Miami. Their current plan had 

been to take the Trent Severyn Canal, Lake Michigan, Illinois Waterway, and the Mississippi on their return 

trip. He was now thinking about getting a GPS.  They were not married, but were considering that. We thought 

ours was a long trip! 

 

We crossed under the Route 46 Bridge and nosed up to the Lock #21 wall to see Bob and 

Janet with his brother and wife walking toward us. They came aboard and locked through 

with us. We had invited them all to do an overnight with us but Rod and Roberta had a 

previous commitment.  The four of us continued to the next lock which is the entrance to 

Lake Oneida. A gaggle of boats were milling about and there was no space at the wall. A 

small craft warning was posted for the lake which was experiencing high winds. We were 

allowed to pass through after which we tried calling the Coast Guard Auxiliary requesting 
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permission to stay at their dock on the lake. No one answered but a Sheriff’s Patrol who was monitoring 

Channel 16, replied. He told us it would be OK to stay and because of the lousy weather, no one would be there. 

In a quiet, sheltered, cove we enjoyed appetizers that Janet had brought and dined on “doctored up” Dinty 

Moore Beef Stew. We conversed until the wee hours and finally introduced the Hampson’s to the aft cabin.  We 

met Rod and Roberta at the Pirates Cove Marina the following day at 9 AM. 

 

That Saturday was a calm and sunny day. We were all up early, had breakfast by eight, and started across Lake 

Oneida. We made good time crossing the 20 miles to Brewerton on the west end, but just missed the westbound 

lock opening. We had to wait for the next cycle, making us late for our meeting.  While Rod and Roberta were 

boarding I made a number of calls to get quotes on leaving the Ring while we made our trip to Rob’s wedding 

in Indianapolis.  J & S Marina offered us space at $100 for ten days which became the boat’s home for a while. 

 

 We were all going to stay over at Rod’s that night but had half a day to enjoy a cruise up the Oswego River. 

Oneida Lake on which were running joins the Oswego River about 5 miles past Lock # 25. It flows North 

through 7 Locks to Lake Ontario at the town of Oswego. The six of us had time to go to the midpoint, the town 

of Fulton, a round trip of about 30 miles with only one lock to pass. Roberta brought snacks and soda and we 

had beer and wine in moderation. Our guests all took turns driving the boat.  At Fulton, just before Lock # 2, we 

tied to the town dock and treated ourselves to ice cream.  The bridge had been a little warm since we had taken 

the bimini down in the former high wind. Around 5 PM we were back to Pirates Cove Marina where we 

dropped everyone off except Janet who would be lookout for J & S Marina while Jane packed our clothes for 

the Warren and Indy trip. At J & S we unloaded and secured the Brass Ring, left contact information with the 

dockmaster, and hauled our luggage over to Rod’s car. 

 

The six of us were a little crowded for the short drive to Fayetteville.  We ordered pizzas and went swimming in 

their pool.  Rod concocted a beverage reminiscent of the Black Patooka (?) we had at Cape May which, with the 

help of the pizza, tended to upset my stomach. Janet guided me to our quarters upstairs and I went to bed. 

 

 Everyone slept late that Sunday morning.  We rolled out about 10 AM and the gears of motion started turning 

after some bagels and coffee. We had lunch in Bath, NY and arrived in Warren in late afternoon. We stayed 

with Rick and Connie in North Warren.  We had to jump start the Motor Home which had been immobile in the 

driveway for a number of months. Daughter Lorri and husband Ralph were on vacation visiting his folks in the 

Sanford, NY area.  They had borrowed his sister Brenda’s car and would join us for the trip to Indianapolis to 

attend Rob and Pam’s wedding.  Rick followed us in their van. 

 

The wedding was great. All of our kids and spouses, my sister and brother in law, plus a gang of friends and 

relatives contributed to a memorable celebration.  I performed my duties as best man with perfection. We went 

back to Warren to recover from the festivities. 

 

After mothballing the camper once again, we left Warren with Lorri and Ralph in Brenda’s car and drove to 

Buffalo, NY. I rented a car and followed Ralph to Jim and Brenda’s home to return her vehicle. I took Route 

104 to Baldwinsville, NY with the intent of finding the J & S Marina. We had no map and had never been there 

by road.  No problem was encountered.  We deposited our luggage at the boat and had a fine dinner at a place 

called Hooligan’s. Lorri and Ralph planned to accompany us for the next week before flying home out of 

Buffalo. A thunderstorm cleared in the morning and Jane and Lorri went shopping while Ralph and I policed up 

the boat, checked the oil, and took on water.  Ralph and I then drove the 

Hertz car to Hancock Airport in Mattydale and took a taxi back. 

 

What a luxury to have a crew! Lock # 24 was the kid’s first experience 

with the lock transiting. Their performance was exemplary. Jane just sat on 

the bridge and watched. We left at noon and traveled the Seneca River 

which was quite wide, rural, and completely natural. Cross Lake was 
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especially lovely, quite large, and deep. Our four member “tour committee” decided to see the Finger Lakes so I 

went up on plane to the junction of the Cayuga-Seneca Canal. We had a mishap going south in the canal. I had 

forgotten to coach the crew to drop the antennas when going under obstructions such as the 16.5 foot clearance 

at Route 5 just before Lock # 1. The result was a broken antenna mount. After exiting the lock, we continued 

south, past Eisenhower College, down to Union Springs and returned to take the west channel to Seneca Falls. 

The crew worked Lock # 2 and #3 like old hands and we tied up at the Seneca Falls Town Dock complete with 

water and power, compliments of the city. We walked around town, picked up a few items and returned to the 

Ring for dinner. Ralph was having a beer while barbecuing a chicken on the rarely used gas grill on the after 

deck while Lorri made a meal of salad, corn, and potatoes in the galley below.  Jane and I just lounged on the 

bridge with a Gin and Tonic comforted by a balmy breeze. This was the way our trip was supposed to be! 

 

On the wall behind us was a trawler from Chestertown, MD. They had gone up the Champlain Branch entering 

the St. Lawrence River east of Montreal, Canada. He was lamenting his mistake of their coming west, against 

the River’s 5 to 6 knot current, to Lake Ontario. Between some of the Islands in the 1000 Island area the flow 

hits 7 to 8 knots. The “Hull Speed” of a displacement boat is equal to the square root of its waterline length 

times a constant (typically 1.4) as determined by its configuration. The hull speed of his 28 foot trawler having 

a 25‘waterline length, is about 7 miles per hour. His speed over the ground had averaged one to two miles per 

hour from his St. Lawrence River entry point 185 miles to the slack water of Lake Ontario! In some places they 

had zero headway and had to find wider, slower, water around Islands. He believes he used more fuel on that 

stretch than he did on the whole trip from Maryland. 

 

After breakfast, Ralph and I tackled the broken antenna mount. My old Ski Patrol training came in handy as we 

fabricated “splints” from aluminum beer cans and secured them with the handyman’s secret weapon, Duct 

Tape. This would last until I could buy a replacement mount. While we were working, Jane and Lorri visited the 

Woman’s Rights National Park and the remains of the Wesleyan Chapel where the first Woman’s Rights 

Convention was held.. Those original women such as Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony deserve a 

lot of credit for the challenging issues they faced for the benefit of all women. The girls were surprised to find 

this area had been such a hotbed of reform in the mid 1800’s. A major anti-slavery movement and the origins of 

the Mormon Church were established near here at about the same time. Harriet Tubman lived in Auburn, NY 

and Fredrick Douglas resided in Rochester. They came back loaded with books, pamphlets, and a few purchases 

from the Knitting Mill Outlet they happened upon while walking to the boat. 

 

Ralph and Lorri broke our record one day.  We didn’t get underway until 11 o’clock but they did eight locks.  

Our best was seven, although we contended that they were 

disqualified since three of theirs were in the Cayuga-Seneca Canal, 

NOT the Erie. This time all antennas were down when we 

encountered bridges. The Montezuma National Wildlife Refuge 

parallels both canals here and it was fascinating to see all the critters 

and birds along the banks. Just after the Thruway we hung a left 

back into the Erie Canal and into Lock # 25 on the Clyde River.  A 

gentle rain was falling so we donned raincoats and stayed on the 

bridge to better see the Clyde as it meanders in and out of the canal 

and finally joins it. There are a lot of state highway bridges here but 

none of them below 16 feet clearance. To be safe we left the antennas down. At one point the RADAR antenna 

cleared with only 6” to spare. The town of Lyons had an nice tie-up and free dock which was crowded with 

boats so we continued on to Newark 

 

The reason for the welcomed free dockage at most of the canal towns was due to the efforts of Governor 

Cuomo’s wife Matilda who undertook the project of cleaning up and beautifying the Erie Canal.  We have 

always enjoyed boating the Canadian Canals with their pristine lock areas, uniformed lock attendants, 

immaculate restrooms, and welcoming campsites.  Our first trip on the Erie Canal, years ago, left us appalled at 
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the garbage, pollution, decaying structures, and general slovenly appearance of the lock personnel. There was a 

saying that “you can never drown in the Erie Canal…you’ll dissolve first!”  At least it didn’t catch fire as did 

the Cuyahoga River in Cleveland.  Now the various villages are competing for pleasure boat dollars by offering 

free docking at pleasant facilities, and they often supply free electricity and water. Book exchanges, shopping 

carts, TV hook-ups, telephone booths, shops, and cafes are often found at the more aggressive ports in larger 

towns. 

 

At the Newark Town Dock, mooring was again free with metered electricity available at a cost of 25 cents for 

three hours. The weather was threatening again so Ralph and I covered the bridge while Mom and Sis popped 

over to a nearby store for ice and milk. The kids emulated chefs again and Ralph grilled the pork tenderloin that 

Lorri had marinated in tonic, olive oil, garlic and soy sauce this afternoon. The sides were corn, green beans, 

and potatoes that we had picked up at a produce stand on Route 104. Chocolate pudding with sprinkles topped 

off the meal. We were eating very well. We had planned to get a movie for the VCR but the predicted front was 

starting so we played Rummy-O.  It was refreshingly cool for a good night’s sleep. 

 

Low bridges seem to be one of our obstacles.  We discussed stopping in Palmyra to visit the Mormon Historic 

Sites but the kids, having lived in Salt Lake City, would rather see Rochester. We did the three more locks to 

Fairport where we stopped for lunch. It was a charming town, and the city fathers really did a number on their 

waterfront. We walked over to the library next to the canal where Jane had noticed a beautiful Victorian Doll 

House similar to the one she was building for grand-daughter Karen. It had all sorts of neat details. The same 

building complex housed a grocery store and hardware store where we made necessary purchases and returned 

to the Ring. The Genesee River goes right through downtown Rochester and is striking in its diverse scenery 

from the University campus, homes, and business buildings.  A huge dam prevents canal traffic from entering 

Lake Ontario, however. We back-tracked and went on to Spencerport. 

 

The canal from Rochester to Lockport is on a plateau which is 

essentially level.  No locks and low bridges impeded our progress for 

the next 40 miles.  Lorri and Jane made muffins for breakfast as I went 

to a nearby store for eggs. It’s hard to believe Lorri and Ralph will only 

be with us for one additional day. They have been a great help, and we 

had really been able to relax. After an easy run to Medina we paused for 

lunch at a picnic table under the trees. A sidewalk sale was in progress 

and the girls browsed while I procured oil and filters for the next 

change. This will be at the last dual locks that lift you 59 feet over the 

Niagara Escarpment at Lockport. We tied up to the wall, had a “gourmet” dinner of Dinty Moore Beef Stew, 

laced with potatoes, carrots and onions, watched “Captain Ron” on the VCR and turned in for the night. 

 

The next day Ralph helped me change oil after our breakfast of 

home fried eggs and fresh brewed coffee. We had just finished 

about 10 AM when the Lewis family arrived. Neil and Helen 

and Neil Jr. and Kathy with their two girls greeted us. Brenda 

and Jim were unable to make it.   They came on board in 

groups as we made our way to North Tonawanda while the 

others drove two cars along roads parallel to the canal. Neil and 

Helen locked through with us, and we picked up the others as 

we did the last 15 miles of the Erie Canal 

.   

The Lewis’s had brought all sorts of snacks and drinks and we 

munched our way to the North Tonowanda Town Dock. At minimum wake it took all day to make the trip. 

Lorri and Ralph wanted to treat everyone to dinner, but Neil and Helen had stopped to eat earlier. They drove us 

to the restaurant, bid us farewell, and went home. After an enjoyable steak dinner Neil Jr. drove us back to the 
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boat. Lorri and Ralph gathered their gear and left with Neal Jr. to catch their flight the next morning. We had a 

tearful parting…we had enjoyed a great time together, and hated to see them leave. [As I write this, some 

twenty years later, I still experience the feeling of emptiness.]   

 

At a loss for something to do, Jane and I walked the length of 

the long dock at North Tonawanda.  Near the end we saw a 

cousin of the Brass Ring, an Aft Cabin Carver identical to 

ours. We stopped and talked to the owners who had bought it 

last June. We had a lot of notes to compare as they took us 

through their craft and we later took them on a tour of ours.  

We both got some good ideas about additions and 

modifications.  It was midnight before we got to bed, but it 

was nice weather, so we planned to do the 34 miles on Lake 

Erie to Dunkirk the following day 

. 

LAKE ERIE 

 
We had become pretty good at sleeping in, which we preferred to the early morning trips on the Intracoastal. I 

walked over to the other Carver to get more information about the covering they had used on their cabinet 

doors. They were gone so I went over to the Marina store only to find it wouldn’t be open until 11. I went back, 

had breakfast and returned later to find the material is Naugahide which would not be appropriate for us.  

 

Our large area chart did not have details for 

Buffalo and the Niagara River. When we first 

pulled into the strong current we didn’t see any 

buoys, although there were a few boats ahead 

of us. At first we felt lost but noticed some day 

markers which led us into the Black Rock Lock 

and the Canal paralleling the River. We were 

happy we chose the canal, since virtually all the 

water here pours over Niagara Falls. The water 

in the narrow neck, under the Peace Bridge 

ahead, was white and choppy. The water 

velocity appeared to be around 10 knots as we 

looked across the breakwater to the River. 

 

The Buffalo waterfront is pretty, with lots of boat traffic in the calmer water here. A large Trimarian, sporting a 

”Diet Pepsi” logo on the sail was threading its way among the scattering of crafts. We reached the bell buoy 

marking the entrance to Buffalo Harbor and slowed to a crawl. The wind was less than 10 MPH on this bright  

sunny day, so we took down the bimini and removed and stowed our fenders.  Just think- no more locks ahead!  

 

I set only one waypoint-the entrance buoy to Dunkirk Harbor, and 

we were on our way. The visibility was good, although the “feel” 

of the water was different. There was a swell and a chop that had a 

shorter period than those on the ocean. It settled down, or we got 

used to it as we passed Sturgeon Point. Jane took over the helm for 

the rest of the trip, cruising at 17 Knots (I hadn’t changed back to 

Statue Miles yet.)  We had about two hours to the dock.  We could 

see the Dunkirk Power Plant stacks as we were losing sight of the 

Buffalo skyline. Following the GPS “road”, Jane had to turn to 
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one side to miss the Dunkirk entrance buoy!  I took us in to the Municipal Dock where we paused, unleashed 

our bikes and went to check on the marinas.  Chadwick’s charges $.70 per foot while Stefan’s has a flat rate or 

$10.00 so we moved the boat over there. We encountered lots of friendly people and found out the couple who 

helped tie us up served on the Harbor Board here.  We called Rick and Connie who would meet us here the 

following day. 

 

The major observation we made upon entering the harbor was the water clarity.  We had made many training 

and recreational dives in this area with our Underwater Recovery Team on which I had served for some 30 

years. There was a saying that  “If you want to make a Mercury Thermometer, just catch a Lake Erie Whitefish 

and wring it out” The Federal mandate had done wonders for invasive creatures and the Zebra Mussel, bad as it 

was, had really filtered the water.  Under water visibility, formerly about ten feet, was now over eighty. 

 

As we returned to the dock we saw a man cleaning fish. He had caught ten large size Walleye Pike which we 

admired. (Them there critters are mighty good and safe to eat now.) We conversed a while and he asked Jane if 

she would like one of them. She accepted immediately. While she was cooking, a young couple strolled by and 

stopped to admire the Brass Ring. We invited them on board for a tour and inquired if they would like to join us 

for a fish dinner.  We had far more walleye that we could consume, and had a lot of leftovers from our last days 

on the Erie Canal. She was an airline stewardess and he was on leave from the Air Force. We finished dinner 

around 8:30 and said goodbye. It was an enjoyable interlude, and we were beginning to shed our nostalgia from 

the kids departure. We were now at the northernmost point of our journey.  

 

While at Chadwicks, we started checking on information we had about the Allegheny and Ohio Rivers. The 

Flooding of the Mississippi was even worse than it was the previous week and the “no navigation” order would 

probably be in effect for a month. We had two choices; either transport the boat overland to take the Ohio River 

or turn around and go back.  The Allegheny River, which flows through our home town of Warren, PA, was 

navigable only by shallow draft boats this time of year. The end of commercial commerce was at Emlenton, PA 

which is located about 50 miles North of Pittsburgh and would be the shortest road trip over narrow secondary 

highways. We were not sure, yet, if facilities exist here or in Emlenton to lift the Brass Ring on a flatbed trailer.  

Interstate I-75 from Erie to Pittsburgh seemed to be our best choice. This was contradicted when Chadwick’s 

told us they could lift us if they could remove the bridge. Our relaxed mood of the week with Lorri and Ralph 

was replaced by the old feeling of apprehension. 

 

A gorgeous day on Lake Erie greeted us about 8:30. There was not a cloud in the sky and the surface was dead 

calm. It was Monday and all the marina personnel were present. We went over and talked to Lou Stefan, the 

Marina owner, about local or area truckers. He recommended an independent hauler located in Mayville, and 

called him for more information. No answer, so that would have to wait.  Lou was an interesting, somewhat 

coarse old character, who was about to “hang it up”. His daughter was taking over the business and wanted to 

make it the finest Marina on the lake. We wished her well. Lou said that Don Chadwick, whom I had consulted 

earlier, was OK and that he would charge a reasonable price for my haul-out if needed. We decided turning 

around was out of the question, and we would go on to Erie, PA.  Rick, Connie and the kids arrived just as we 

got back to the boat. 

 

After lunch we went for a ride on the lake, went on plane 

for a while, let the kids drive, and then shut down and 

just drifted. Rick and Connie, certified divers too, 

couldn’t believe how clear the water was. We have been 

told that the Zebra Mussel avoids the 

Copolymer/Ablative paint (which exposes new biocides) 

we have on our hull. We were drifting toward a shoal 

and the kids were anxious to go swimming so we 

restarted the engines and returned. For a while we 
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watched a dredging operation at the harbor entrance, and then docked.  Dunkirk Beach was messy after the 

week end but the water was great. I snorkeled and gave Greg and Mary some instructions in mask clearing.  

Mary, now four years old, learned to dog paddle and swim underwater retrieving a golf ball. She’ll be a great 

swimmer. Greg was already a water rat. Our visitors left at dusk, we relaxed on the bridge with a Gin and 

Tonic, finished the remaining Walleye, and were in bed by 9:30.  

 

After breakfast the next day I did some more calling while Jane read. It appears that a fellow named La Verne 

Miller from Mayville was the best bet for hauling and that McAllister Marine in Erie could do the lift. He had 

been moving a boat for them yesterday, which was why we couldn’t reach him. He gave us his phone number 

and address so we could contact him when we make arrangements with McAllister Marina. We went to a 

farmer’s market and to Quality Grocery store before lunch. I noticed a neighbor in a houseboat had a dive flag 

on deck. A long talk with him revealed that he operated a dive shop and that the sport and wreck diving in Erie 

is now fantastic.  We traded a lot of “sea stories”. 

 

Rick arrived at 5 o’clock to take us to Warren.  We had an enjoyable and relaxing week in Warren with Rick, 

Connie, Karen, Greg and Mary. We had the opportunity to take care of expenses, finances, doctor, and dentist 

visits. We also renewed old friendships and did our laundry. 

 

We had made arrangements for Tuesday August 17 to take Bob 

and Shirley Peterson on the boat trip to Erie.  They drove us to 

Dunkirk in the morning and had lunch at the dock.  I settled our 

bill with Lou and the three of us started for Erie about 2:30. It 

was a little hazy with some swells. Jane drove the Peterson’s 

car along the lake on route 6. She had the hand held VHF radio 

and I was monitoring Channel 16 as always. We were in sight 

at Van Buren point where our communication link worked fine 

so we arranged to repeat the exercise at Barcelona. (The Marine 

Band radios have a high and low power switch.  The hand held, designed for in harbor short range 

communications has a range of about 1 mile at 1 Watt power and 5 miles at its 5 Watt maximum power. The 

shipboard radio has a 1 Watt or 25 Watt power input to the antenna having a range of 25 miles or more 

depending on the height and gain of the antenna.) Jane reached Barcelona and watched for us, tried calling, 

read for a while, and called again with no reply.  Somewhat worried she drove to a higher lakeside golf course 

and heard the Brass Ring’s FCC assigned call letters (WBP5628) as I signed off.  She admitted to some anxious 

moments as she continued on stopping to call at intervals with no success. When she arrived at Presque Isle 

Marina Bob and Shirley were sitting on the dock and I was in the Marina office making arrangements for the 

week. We had been about 2 miles offshore so she was unable to see us in the haze and her hand held setting was 

only on 1 Watt. Our forty six mile trip had been unremarkable except for our concern about Jane and bit of 

seasickness when Bob was standing on the bridge.  

 

The Presque Isle Marina is part of the state park and is a boon for Pennsylvania residents. There were excellent 

facilities in a quiet, well sheltered bay with easy access to beach and bicycle trails. The well lighted docks were 

equipped with water and power and the fee was $12.00 per night.  We enjoyed conversation, snacks, a bit of 

wine, and went to dinner at the Red Lobster. The Peterson’s dropped us off and left for Warren about 10 PM. 

 

While in Erie I was scheduled for a follow-up appointment with Dr. Di Angelo, the Cardiac Surgeon who 

performed my open heart operation 14 months prior. We found transportation to Hamot Hospital where my 

checkup proved to be unsettling.  The X-Rays showed that my breastbone had not fused together and that most 

of the stainless steel wires surrounding it had broken. The doctor said there was scar tissue and cartilage in the 3 

centimeter gap there and that it shouldn’t be a problem. He said I could do almost anything but golf and should 

“take it easy” and not to lift weights over 50 pounds. He joked about the possibility that they may have gotten 

some defective piano wire, but the humor was lost on me. After this rather unsatisfactory visit we took Jane’s 
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camera (the one I had inadvertently “christened” with gasoline back in May) to a shop recommended by folks at 

the Marina.  We hung around while the expert disassembled it, de-gooed it, and pronounced it cured. We would 

know for sure when the next roll was developed. (All of our pictures have been slightly out of focus since that 

accident!) 

 

Aug. 19, 1993, was our 43
rd

 anniversary. To help us celebrate the occasion, a friend and long time member of 

our Underwater Recovery Team, Roger Toma, Joy, and her12 year old son arrived about noon. We had lunch 

and took them through Erie Harbor past the breakwater and cruised outside on the lake for a few hours. We all 

had a great afternoon. Roger runs a small engine sales and repair business. I mentioned that our Cruise and 

Carry outboard was always hard to start and asked if he could check it, provided it would NOT be gratis. We 

accompanied them back to Warren where we had an anniversary dinner celebration with Connie and Rick.  Jane 

returned to Warren Dental Arts to complete the root canal and abscess treatment that Dr. Follett had started the 

previous week. We now know why she had a toothache the first three weeks of our trip. I winterized the camper 

while we were there. We picnicked at Kinzua Reservoir Beach with Rick’s family and just relaxed. The 

following morning I picked up the outboard from Roger who charged me too little. Rick drove us back to Erie 

in the morning. We swam after lunch and then after Rick headed home, we took the boat over to McAllister’s 

Marina in Erie across the bay. 

 

We had arranged for La Verne Miller to 

transport the Brass Ring to Pittsburgh, and he 

was arranging for the necessary permits to do so. 

He arrived at the Marina around 8 AM with the 

height, width, and weight requirements but had 

not yet received the permit. We moved the boat 

over to the haul-out slip and the “Tammy Lift” 

picked it up out of the water, moved it, and 

gently deposited it on the flat bed trailer on 

chocks and braces designed to support and 

stabilize it.  We measured the width and height 

of the load to find it was over height! The 

bridge had to be removed. 

 

Mutiny #8 
(By me this time) 

   

Responding to a phone call to Carver Corporation in 

Pulaski, Wisconsin, they faxed the instructions for 

removing the bridge. I got to work labeling and 

disconnecting the wiring while a mechanic tackled the 

cabling, hydraulics, and fastenings, many of which 

were stubborn with salt corrosion. We worked until it 

was too dark to continue. I was tired, discouraged, and 

ready to chuck the whole trip. We had dinner and went 

to bed early. Awake at daybreak, I had a cup of coffee, 

a roll and started back to work.  The RADAR, radios, 

depth finders, and instruments all had connectors, so 

the hard wiring was limited to lighting cables, petot 

tubes, etc. When the crew lifted the bridge assembly we found the fender racks and a stanchion prevented the 

bridge from resting on the front deck.  It had to be dragged up again while the racks and stanchion were 

removed. A number of recalcitrant stainless steel screws had to be removed or cut off. 
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By now Carver had faxed the assembly instructions, but I didn’t look forward to putting this thing on again 

when we arrived at the Ohio River. The bridge was now on the deck with padding to keep it from beating up the 

gel coat . When it was secured we hoped to be able to leave soon.  The time was about 2:30 when I gave 

McAllister’s a $318.00 check for the haul out and labor.  We were ready to go! 

 

 La Verne came by with the permission letter and news that we could not go to the Marina we had chosen. The 

highway was torn up and we would have to get permission from the construction company, in writing, to pass 

through their area.  I was on the phone again with a Marina directory in hand. The only place that could help 

with the bridge and launch us was in Beaver, PA. We spent the night in the boat on the flat bed, since it was too 

late to get to Beaver before dark. Wide loads weren’t allowed through Erie during the rush hour. La Verne 

moved the trailer over to the garage part of the marina so we had power.  The temperature had been in the 90’s 

and we now used the air conditioner. We were down to canned food for dinner, but they sufficed. Noise was our 

biggest irritant there. Hamot Hospital’s air handling system was right behind us and State Street, the main drag, 

was only 60 feet away. I guess everyone in Erie had a Boom Box in their car and was cruising up and down to 

the municipal pier. We had it better than a couple Jane met at a boat on the seawall today. They were from 

Newcastle and have been staying on their boat for two weeks while she was recovering from surgery.  

 

There was to be a parade.  It was “I Love Erie days!  At 6:30 someone was banging on the boat. The culprit 

was La Verne trying to get us out of bed. He informed us that people were setting up and placing barriers on 

State Street and Peach Street (Route 19) our exit road. We had to be out of the city by 7 AM or would have to 

stay there another day. While we dressed, he was hooking the trailer to his tractor. We were out of downtown 

Erie by 7:30 and on the I-79 Interstate. At the first rest area we stopped to check the load. Everything looked 

OK. We had our permits but there were three weight stations between us and our destination.  The dry weight of 

the Brass Ring was 11,700 pounds with 162 gallons of gas, 51 gallons of water and 20 gallons of waste plus our 

gear. I thought I had calculated our gross tonnage correctly. The first two weigh stations were closed and the 

third was under repair.  We stopped at a truck stop so we could fill the boat gas tanks. We were lucky as I found 

out later when we ran over the scale. . We were 2,500 pounds overweight and would have been fined. Every 

once-in-a-while we had a little luck. This was Jane’s first ride in an “18 wheeler” and she found it bumpy and 

uncomfortable. 

 

 We arrived at Harbortown Marina in Bridgewater at 11 

AM to find that no help would be available to unload 

until after noon. La Verne parked the rig by their Travel 

Lift and we hiked over to a nearby bar for some lunch. At 1 

noon two fellows showed up to operate the rather small 

lift, straddle the trailer, position the slings and move the 

Ring on to blocks.  Five of us were able to muscle the 

bridge back into place. (Jane gave me a hard time, 

reminding me that Dr. Di Angelo had told me about my 

limit of lifting no more than 50 pounds.) The whole 

operation took about one hour. La Verne was ready to return to Mayville.  He had quoted us a price of $500.00 

for the move.  Jane and I had a short conference and decided to give him an extra $50 in view of his fine service 

and all of his delay. I worked the rest of the day bolting on and calking the bridge. I started to reconnect the 

wiring, instruments, communications, depth finders, and antennas, grateful for Carver’s assembly instructions. 

 

ANOTHER MUTINY #9  

(They’re coming too close together) 

 
The Marina didn’t have much yard space so they put the boat in a slip the next morning. They had to launch in a 

twostep process. They lifted and positioned the craft over a short marine railway into the Beaver River.  The lift 
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went OK but when the transfer came the Brass Ring could not clear the cross member of the travel lift.  The 

Radar mast had to come down. It wasn’t a bad job but was annoying and somewhat difficult to reach.  I 

managed to pivot it down in about 20 minutes although miffed that I had another thing to fix. The temperature 

hit 98 degrees and it was muggy.  Most of my time was spent on my back underneath the dash panel while 

reconnecting things.  Jane helped raise the Radar up again which took another half hour. She also served as a 

“go-fur” for lost, mislaid tools, and cut off hardware. With luck and lots of effort I had everything back together 

in one more day. All I needed to do was to check out all my reconnections to make sure they were all intact and 

working. Our trip of almost 1,000 miles of Ohio River was about to begin.   

 

After lunch with not much to do, Jane walked the dock and met Phil and Sue on their houseboat. They were 

from New Brighton where they operate a surplus store and he serves as Chief of Police. Since we were down to 

canned goods Jane was delighted when Sue offered to take her shopping.  I put in a pretty good day until it 

became too dark to be effective, and I was making too many mistakes.  Some of my wire labels had come off 

and I would have to trace the circuit I was working on. I was anxious because thunder storms were predicted for 

the following day and I’d have to work under the Bimini. I quit, had dinner, took a shower, and “plumb 

tuckered out” I crashed. 

 

I crawled out of the sack around 10 just as Sue came over to pick up Jane. A quick bowl of cereal, toast, and 

coffee and I was off to my next task. The ladies went over the bridge to Rochester where Jane took over an hour 

restocking our larder, checked out K-Mart, and then she tried to pick up beer at a distributor. (You couldn’t buy 

the stuff in a grocery store in Pennsylvania)  They wouldn’t sell her less than case lots, and she didn’t want to 

go to a bar, so I’ll had settle for a Pepsi on my infrequent breaks. The predicted thunderstorm was right on 

schedule after lunch. We received heavy rain and enough wind to form whitecaps on the quiet river. We put on 

and removed the cover three times which really put a crimp in my working time. I wasn’t in a very good mood 

when I went over to the marina office to settle for the lift and arrange for another night’s stay. I was handed a 

bill of $120.00 for the lift and $135.00 for labor for the two guys who spent an hour helping lift the bridge in 

place. They also wanted $25 per day plus electric for the slip. I’m a firm believer in a fair price for fair service, 

and I was now not only tired, but angry. Jane was the one who called the owner of the marina, who had quoted 

us a lift fee of $4.00 per foot, and complained that the whole fee was excessive! He magnanimously let us stay 

that night at no cost. The labor rate was $45 per hour (per person?) so someone padded the bill or hours a bit. I 

was disgusted by the gouging. 

 

Jerry and Irene were in the Carver next to us. They have had their boat for 9 years and were looking forward to 

his retirement from Alcoa next year. They invited us over for a drink and we later went to dinner with them and 

Phil and Sue. While we dined, Police Chief Phil painted a dismal picture of the drug problems here. The police 

pretty much had their hands tied. New Brighton recently had a “Citizens against Drugs” parade and the Grand 

Marshall leading it was the biggest drug dealer in this area. Phil is a real nice guy although it seemed as if he 

was burning out. It was a pleasant evening and we feel more assured about continuing our trip. We stopped by a 

bar on the way to the boat to pick up a much welcome six pack. We were now ready to go in the morning on the 

real start of the homeward leg of our trip.  Jerry and Irene have been as far as Kentucky on the river and gave us 

a lot of information. They say the marinas along the Ohio are quite inexpensive.  We hope so!  

 

Do you remember Jay? Jerry happened to remark about a “crazy guy” going solo in a small beat-up houseboat 

powered by an outboard that didn’t look like it would make it across the river. (It didn’t…He was having it fixed 

locally)  He had to be in this vicinity! This was the fellow who crossed the Delaware Bay solo, with no compass 

and just road maps for navigation. We had chatted with him back in Cape May, and he later mailed us 

information about the New Jersey ICW. I had no idea how he got into the Ohio River but it was obvious he’s 

still going strong. 
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THE OHIO RIVER  

Pittsburgh District 

 
The Ohio River had been tamed by the Army Corps of Engineers to the extent that it was no longer a river, 

rather a series of pools, but still had a considerable current flow. Our navigation was now to be governed by 

inland rules and the aids were those for western rivers. The buoys were fitted with reflectors. The triangular day 

markers, nun and lighted can buoys are red, and on our left while the square day markers and can buoys are 

green and on our right. As usual we were at the bottom of the locking hierarchy list. The mandatory channel 16 

(156.800 Mhz.) is, as always, for distress, safety, and calling. Channel 13 (156.560 MHz) was for bridge to 

bridge communications, mandatory for large tugs while towing, and is generally used for requesting lock and 

bridge openings. I programmed our VHF radios for “Dual Watch” which will alternately monitor both channels. 

All dockhands are required to wear PFD’s (Personal Flotation Devices). The locking procedure is the usual.  

Most of the lock chambers were equipped with floating bollards recessed into the chamber wall. You would 

merely cinch your lines to the nearby bollard and it would hold the vessel while you rode up or down. A number 

of old locks were being upgraded. “Ship to Shore” telephone messages usually were reliably completed by 

calling the “Marine Operator” on Channels 26, 28, 25 or 27. 

 

On Sunday, August 30, 1993 the marina didn’t open until noon so we slipped the shower key under the door. A 

young man on the dock helped us cast off and was enchanted about the glory of coming up from Florida, 

through the Great Lakes, and now returning down the Ohio, Mississippi and Gulf of Mexico. We didn’t 

disillusion him.  

 

We eased out of the Beaver River into the mighty Oho River. I realized that it was the Labor Day holidays and 

it appeared that anything that could float was on the water that day!  About six miles downstream we locked 

through a smaller, old fashioned chamber after a long wait for an up bound tow. Many of the waiting craft were 

from the Beaver River Boat Club. They had brought a flotilla down last night and had partied most of it. We 

experienced our first taste of being “low man”. There was one tow going down river and another waiting to 

come through.  Our wait was two hours.  We rafted with a few other boats and had plenty of time to get 

acquainted.  Many boats filed through the gates when we were allowed in, but there was still plenty of room in 

the lock chamber of this older unit. It was about 1,200 feet long with no floating bollards. The drop to the river 

was 33 feet, with ropes dangling from the chamber rim reminding us of the Erie Canal. 

 

As we entered the lock I noticed what appeared to be a surplus whale boat of about twenty five feet with a cabin 

that resembled a chicken coop! It was almost square with a flat roof to which his mooring cleats were affixed.  

(The major rule when tying a line to a cleat is to make one turn around the base of the cleat with the “standing 

end” followed by crossed half hitches around the tines with the free end.)  The lock ropes/lines are nylon chosen 

for their stretch, good wear, and strength. The mariner in the subject boat used only one rope which he merely 

tied to his roof cleat with a couple of half hitches.  He then stood by with his crew of three to enjoy the ride 

down.  By the time the water level had dropped around 10 feet, he realized he had a problem.  The lock rope 

looked as tight as a banjo string and his boat was listing about 45 degrees to port and threatened to dump its 

occupants into the water. We were starting to see daylight where his hull was parting company with the water. 

He was frantically attempting to untie the line, but the hitches were now as tight as a frozen boot lace. The 

lockmaster had closed the drain valves but it was too late. As he was trying to saw through the nylon line with a 

kitchen knife, a ripping sound echoed in the chamber and his audience saw an entire roof yo-yoing above him.  

His craft was now free and was turning and bobbing in the turbulent water flowing from the lock chamber. He 

was rapidly crossing over to the boats stationed on the opposite side of the lock. The lockmaster continued 

shutting down the water flow but this took a while.  The water calmed down shortly before he crashed into the 

boat on the far side. They fended him off as best they could, and then rafted him off. With no other alternative, 

the locking sequence was resumed, and we all exited with a mixed emotion of pity, amazement, and laughter.  

We’ll probably never know how he retrieved his roof, which was still bobbing, by one strand of nylon, against 
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the chamber wall some twenty feet above the lowered water level. Hopefully, this incident will make him a 

better seaman. 

 

Shortly after exiting the lock we passed by the Shippingsport Nuclear 

Power Station.  It’s a massive and impressive structure. Jane was below 

in the V berth looking for something when she happened to look out the 

hatch and saw two moons in addition to the very real one. She came 

charging up to the bridge to inform me of this apparition and 

discovered the extra two were aircraft alert balls on overhead power 

lines. We arrived at Toronto, Ohio about 5:30 and were pleased to find 

dockage with electricity for only $10.00.  I studied the Ohio River 

charts and determined that it was 960 miles to the Mississippi River, 

but we planned get off at the Cumberland River so we only had 920 miles and about 38 locks ahead of us. 

 

With all our work, we had fallen into slovenly ways; we slept until 9AM, and didn’t get going until 10:30. The 

river current was moving us along and we were taking it easy with the engines just above idle RPM. All of the 

industrial activity along the Ohio continued to attract our attention and amazement. We had obtained the current 

locking schedule from the lockmaster, so we could time our passages and minimize the waits. We were 

planning on the 2 o’clock opening at Pike Island Lock.  We had plenty of time and were approaching the town 

of Wellsburg WVA. This town was the home of a couple we had met on the QE-2. The town had a very nice 

dock so we tied up, found a phone, and called the number they had given us.  No one was home so we hiked up 

the hill to mid town to enjoy a Wendy’s hamburger and a Frosty. As we walked back to the boat, we noticed 

signs on various buildings indicating that past flood level heights had reached almost half way up the building 

walls. There were no incidents in the lock which opened right on time and there was far less holiday boat traffic. 

 

The date was August 31. For once our 

timing was good. The Notice to Mariners 

advised that the large Railroad Bridge North 

of Wheeling was scheduled for destruction 

and removal on September 2. All river 

traffic was to be suspended for 24 hours. It 

was just ahead of us and we wanted to be on 

the far side of it 

. 

We pulled up to the dock of the Wheeling Yacht Club to find no one around, so we tied up in an empty spot and 

hooked up to shore power. It was hot so we put on our swimsuits and sprayed each other with a hose on the 

dock.  A former railroad right-of-way was on the levy about 40 feet above us. We hiked up and rode our bikes 

along the nice path to downtown. There was also an unusual suspension bridge here. We found that it was 

designed by John Roebling and constructed between 1845 and 1847 (he built the Brooklyn Bridge in 1869) and 

is still in operation. At night its lights looked like a string of pearls.  We got a six-pack of beer, some new 

baskets for the bikes at Murphy’s, and we returned to a still deserted Marina. We had a Gin and Tonic before 

dinner.  A couple of fellows came by later, but they had no idea how to contact the officials here. We’ll see if 

we can scare someone up in the morning. 

 

The Marina was still deserted and we wanted to leave so we left a note taped to the door with our address and 

$10.00, suggesting they bill us for any additional fees. We were underway by 9:15.  No fuel was available here 

so we stopped at Puma Marine in Moundsville, WVA shortly before Lock 14. The guys there were very 

interested in our journey, and actually pumped the gas for us. Thanks to the river current we were getting much 

better fuel economy. 
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The stretch between Wheeling and Hannibal Lock was very 

industrial with docks and loaders for coal, lumber, and bulk 

materials.  PGP had a large operation there. Near Sistersville 

some men were working on a loader at the Ormet Aluminum 

Plant. A white, granular powder that I surmised was Bauxite 

covered the structure. Our passing through the #15 Lock at 

Martinsville was effortless and on schedule. We were getting 

into the routine of things now. The banks from there to 

Sistersville changed from commercial to scenic. One spot on 

the dock at Sistersville Boat Club was open but again no one was around. After securing the boat we walked 

into town to learn that the Marina owner, Charlie Brown, had recently died. His co-owner Ray was out of town, 

but Charlie’s wife Ruby was at the dock in a houseboat. We walked over and spoke to Ruby, a very sweet lady, 

who told us we could dock for free or if we wished, we could make a donation. We chose the latter. 

 

The thermometer had peaked at 98 degrees so we packed our swim gear in the new bike baskets and pedaled to 

the Sistersville swimming pool we had seen. The $3 fee was well spent and, refreshed, we biked around town.  

We were curious about the several mansions in such a small town 

whose economy seemed to be waning. The grocery store owner told us 

the homes had been built by the barons who prospered when they 

struck oil here in the 1900’s. The boom had been over in a few years, 

but the structures remained. After dinner we talked to Gerry from the 

next houseboat.  He had owned a Carver and was interested in our 

journey. He remarked that he had seen us go by the aluminum plant 

where he works. He confirmed that the white powder was Bauxite and 

comes from South America to New Orleans.  It was shipped here for 

additional processing and cleaning after which it was trans-shipped to 

refiners such as Alcoa Aluminum.  

 

THE OHIO RIVER 

Marietta District 
 

Marietta Ohio was our destination the next day. This was where the river was wider. The Ohio River is formed 

by the Youghioheny River joining the Monogahela River just northeast of Pittsburgh joined by the Allegheny 

River from the north. Seventeen miles down stream the Beaver River contributes its runoff. All is then quiet 

with only minor entries of sloughs and streams for 130 miles until the Muskingum River makes its debut. 

 

A welcome rain made sleeping most pleasant and we were 

surprised to find it was 9:30 when we heard the still pattering rain 

on the roof. It looked as if it would continue so we enjoyed a 

leisurely breakfast of bacon, eggs, toast, and coffee. It was 11 

o’clock when we finally pulled away form the dock. Once in the 

down stream pattern I called the lock ahead to see if it was 

restricted. It was not, but we would have about a half hour wait.  

The section of river below Sistersville was pastoral and 

picturesque changing to commercial again near the Lock 16 at St. Mary’s. We exited the chamber about four 

o’clock and decided to run on plane to reach Marietta Marina by five. No one was tending the dock here either.  

Folks were real casual around this part of the world! I fixed a Gin and Tonic and opened a can of smoked 

oysters while we waited for someone to OK our position or to check us in. No one showed, so we took our bikes 

and toured the waterfront end of town. The nearby Marietta College had an impressive campus. 
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This was the big day-September 2!  Everyone was talking about the Railroad Bridge demolition and recovery at 

Wheeling.  In communities like this, whose livelihood hinges on River revenue, a 24 hour restriction of traffic is 

akin to a World Series or Super Bowl. The plan was to cut the remaining span over the river into sections and 

then retrieve the resulting obstacles to navigation from the bottom, place them on a barge, and sell the steel to a 

salvage yard. 

 

The explosive charges had been rigged, the large floating crane was in place, and a barge was standing by. We 

saw the flashes and smoke on TV.  Something had gone terribly wrong!  Some small sections were dropping in 

slow motion, but one large one was intact. Apparently one of the charges failed to cut the girder and a mighty 

big chunk was now in the mud below what was the bridge. No river traffic could move over this spot until the 

large piece could be removed. The Engineers had just determined that it was beyond the crane’s capacity to lift 

it. The crane started lifting the small parts, but divers would have to go down to cut up the large section of the 

span. I didn’t envy the guys who would have to work with underwater Oxygen/Acetylene torches in zero 

visibility and running water, after continuously digging the mud from around their work space. Another major 

consideration, too, was the unexploded ordinance wrapped around the submerged girder(s). The traffic was tied 

up for four days. 

 

We had to find a dentist.  Jane broke another tooth! The Dock master recommended Dr. Tinton in Marietta. We 

were fortunate to get an appointment for 3:20. We had to do our laundry and pick up our mail at General 

Delivery.  We killed some time by going to the Ohio River Marine Museum which was very well done.  It was 

mostly about steam boats with an excellent video presentation. A metal steam tug, part of the museum, is 

moored in the Muskigkum River. It was easily worth an hour for us to examine all of its intricacies. We found 

the dentist’s office and introduced ourselves and he provided a temporary fix until she could have another 

crown.  We hoped it would hold until then. 

 

 I volunteered to do the laundry while Jane was at the dentist, and went back to the boat to start my chore. I 

pulled the sheets and pillowcases off the bed and stuffed the sheets and contents of the hamper into the pillow 

cases. I tied one to my bike basket and the other to the handlebars and rode to the laundry a few blocks away. 

They had everything I needed, a row of washers and driers, a dollar bill changer, and a vending machine with 

assorted soaps, detergents and anti- static sheets.  It looked like I would need two washers so I procured enough 

change to operate the vending machine and feed two quarter-hungry washing machines. I dumped one 

pillowcase full of assorted shirts, socks, T shirts, underwear, etc. in each washer, added a couple packets of 

soap, set the dial to hot/heavy duty, pushed in the slot full of quarters and sat back to watch the machine do it’s 

stuff. I couldn’t see much through the window because there was so much foam. I suppose the machines know 

what they were doing since they were both doing it.  I sat back and thumbed a bunch of dog-eared Woman’s 

Day and Homes and Garden magazines until the belching of foam subsided. The units went through a number 

of cycles and then danced around while centrifuging the contents. After the shuddering stopped, I scooped the 

soggy messes out and put them in the driers. One might have handled the load, but I wanted to speed things up 

and get the stuff good and dry. These things only consumed dimes and didn’t seem to vibrate much after I set 

them to high and pushed the button. They didn’t run very long before they stopped and wanted more dimes to 

continue their work on the still wet clothes. They finally stopped and I gingerly pulled the hot stuff out and over 

to a table where I tried to fold them and find matching socks.  A lot of the stuff looked like it needed ironing, as 

they had wrinkles. (I thought the bunch of anti-static sheets I salted in were supposed to prevent that.)  Some of 

the T shirts looked smaller and a number of white things had acquired some new colors. Everything looked and 

smelled clean though. I managed to get the whole pile back to the boat, except for a couple of socks that must 

have been swallowed by a washer. 

 

That night we had a lengthy tutorial session on laundry machine operation! It really intensified my admiration 

for the talents of my bride.  
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We had to spend another day here so the dentist could complete his job. More rain was predicted but we needed 

supplies and there was a grocery store near by. It poured just as we got to the store and it let up as we exited. 

Good timing! We discussed taking the dinghy across the river to the Fenton Glass Museum in Williamsport W 

VA, but the impending rain and the possibility of missing Jane’s dental appointment prevailed.  I understand 

that we had missed an excellent display.  While Jane was at the dentist I found a Radio Shack store and 

purchased a new CB Antenna. I discovered the old one had been broken when the bridge was removed in Erie. 

We rarely use the Citizens Band (sometimes, for amusement, we will talk to a car or truck driver on a bridge 

we’re passing under) but it was handy to communicate with some boaters who use CB in lieu of the far more 

expensive marine band radios. In Canada, CB Channel 13 was widely used as the unofficial boating radio link. I 

had just finishing replacing it when Jane returned for lunch 

 

 We went to Mound Cemetery which dates from 800 BC to 900 AD. The large mound, in which the Indian chief 

was buried, was surrounded by numerous graves of ancients, old settlers, and current residences. The Becky 

Thatcher stern wheel Showboat, moored just ahead of us, was our treat for that night. After a tour of the vintage 

river boat, we had a Greek sampler appetizer and orange roughy for dinner followed by an old time melodrama 

performance. Before bed we studied the Huntington District Army Corps of Engineers chart. We were almost to 

the end of the Pittsburgh one. We headed out again after four days in Marietta. 

 

It was now Saturday, September 4.  There 

was a lot of concern here as to when the river 

will be open to northbound traffic.  The 

railroad bridge debris had still not been 

cleaned up and tows were losing a lot of 

money. We saw many of them tied up to 

shore.  We called the newly-weds, Rob and 

Pam, to see if they would meet us in 

Cincinnati the coming week end.  

 

 We were in BIG water now, 

and there were huge tows and 

larger locks to accommodate 

them. All the locks contained 

two chambers; a small one 600 

feet long which are used for Military, Commercial and Recreational Craft, and a 1,200 foot one for tows. Both 

are 110 feet wide. There are floating mooring bollards spaced at intervals and ladders for emergency exit. The 

smaller lock had a pull chain at the end of the outboard wall for vessels without radios to signal their intention 

to lock. Although the locks are numbered, the normal procedure was to contact the lock operators by lock’s 

name rather than number. The locks have “traffic lights” similar to those on highway intersections, red for no 

locking, amber for lock being readied, and green for entry to the lock.  The lockmaster would generally direct 

the placement of various craft on the VHF radio channel 13. You were then directed to tie up to your designated 

bollards, shut down your engines, and await the water transit. There was no moving or starting your engines 

until advised by the lockmaster or until the lock gate was well opened. Overcast at first, the weather cleared as 

we reached Parkersburg and it was a beautiful day. Lots of pleasure craft were on the River, but there was 

virtually no commercial traffic due to the Wheeling restriction. 

 

 

 Now that traffic would be resuming, it may be prudent to examine the tows we will encounter on our journey to 

the Cumberland River and beyond. “Tow Boat” is a misnomer since they actually PUSH the barges which are 

rigidly connected to their power source. The most common is the Hopper or Box Barge which is 200’ long, 35’ 

wide and 12’ deep. The head end unit is the Rake Barge which has a sloping bow from the water level to its top 

lip. It is easier to push and serves as a “plow” for debris. It is identical in depth and width but 195’ long. The 
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empty weight of the “standardized” units was 850 tons. It could carry 1,500 tons and has a maximum loaded 

draft of 9 feet but only 1 foot when empty. (The effect of winds and water “Humps” on empty barges can be a 

real problem. A loose or unattended one, even in a slight wind, can sail away like a scared rabbit! ) The 

maximum number of barges in a tow allowed on the Ohio River is 15 barges, generally arranged three wide 

and five long. (¼+ mile long)  Twin V-20 Turbo-Charged Diesel engines of 5,000 horsepower turning 

propellers encased in Kort nozzles were common on a main line tow boat. The tows can kick up a mighty good 

wake! 

 

 We reached Eddie’s Marina at Hockingport, Ohio around 3:45 and decided to stop. This was a very nice trailer 

park with a large dock and friendly people.  They were having a cook-out that evening and asked us to join 

them. The Hocking River is small but inviting looking with large trees overhanging the clear water bordered by 

farmland and homes. We took the dinghy and motored upstream a few miles through well kept farms disturbing 

only a few turtles and a family of otters. We had dinner on the boat since we didn’t have anything in the way of 

picnic supplies to contribute, but did join the campfire.  We were known as “Adventurous, Elderly, Old Coots” 

when people found out what we were doing.  The longest journey any of the boaters there had made was to 

Louisville. Two of the couples had trailed their boats to the Cumberland and Tennessee Rivers. After a few 

beers and marshmallows, Jake, who makes imprinted jackets and T shirts, gave Jane a River Rat sweatshirt as a 

memento of Hockingport.  Real neat! 

 

Dense fog was our greeting when we got up the next morning.  It hung over the river but a short ways inland it 

was rather clear. Marty and his wife, one of the couples we met last night, came over with some freshly baked 

rolls and joined us for a coffee. Jane gave them a tour of the boat. The fog lifted about 9:30 although we still 

had heavy haze to the lock about seven miles up.  A group of guys, making the trip to Cincinnati, were tied up 

on the long wall. They had come all the way down the Muskingum from Canton, OH on a pontoon boat rigged 

with a tent for shelter. There wasn’t much room on the wall while we were waiting, so Jane thought she’d like 

to practice holding the boat still in the current with the props and throttles.  She got so involved she didn’t 

notice the gates had opened until the Lockmaster called us in on the loudspeaker. 

 

There wasn’t much to see so we went up on plane for 30 miles to 

the next set of three locks and then we took our time.  As we 

rounded the sharp bend at Pomeroy, OH we met the majestic river 

boat, the Mississippi Belle, coming upstream. Small boats were all 

around her like a gaggle of chicks following a Mother Goose. We 

imagined she was going to Marietta to partake in “Steamboat 

Days”.  On the south side of the river the Kanawha River 

contributes thousands of gallons to the Ohio River, collected from all the way from the West Virginia capitol. 

Charleston was celebrating its annual River Fest, and we were tempted to attend.  We actually turned southeast 

and went up the Kanawha River a few miles, ran out of chart, and decided we couldn’t justify the 80 mile round 

trip this time. We turned around and continued to the Galliopolis Boat Club. Before we tied up there, we went 

up the shallow Chickamauga Creek to get gas. We were due for an oil change again, probably at Huntington. 

This waterfront park was attractive and was surrounded by a nice shopping area. The city, founded by 

Frenchmen, appears viable, quite nice, and charming. 

 

We were getting used to the morning fog.  I’d had to rely on RADAR if we wanted to start early. We only had a 

short run to Huntington, WVA so Jane fixed some Canadian bacon and eggs and we took our time.  The fog had 

started to dissipate and was gone by 10:00.  Lots of private boats were still around from the Labor Day holiday, 

and commercial traffic was really starting to pick up.  The commerce restriction at Wheeling had been lifted 

yesterday and tows were going to make up for lost time. Concerned about possible dock space, we went on 

plane a few times and arrived at the Huntington Yacht Club to get the last available slip. This mooring was a 

new experience to us but not unique to the Ohio River.  There is a riverside park here but its 60 feet above us, 
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topped by another 20 foot flood wall all around. From our vantage point it looked like a Medieval Walled 

Village. It was mid afternoon when we pushed our bikes up to the level of the city. 

 

The first stop on our bicycle tour was the old Chesapeake & 

Ohio Railroad Station which is now a restaurant surrounded by 

small shops in what was a freight terminal. A steam engine and 

Pullman car were on display. A statue of Collis P. Huntington, 

(sculpted in 1800 by the creator of the Mt. Rushmore memorial) 

founder of the C & O Railroad was featured here. Preserved on 

a nearby track were passenger cars from most of the country’s 

major railroads. We rode through the nice downtown area where 

there was a concert on the mall, and continued to the impressive 

Marshall University campus. When we returned to the boat for dinner there were two tows passing close by us. 

The wakes left by those giant rigs were really formidable, often rocking us against the dock.  We decided to 

deploy more fenders. We counted ten more passages during the night. It was a busy waterway. 

 

There was more dense fog again that morning. My electric razor died, and I 

discovered the charger was not functioning.  Since we were immobile until 

the fog lifted we went to town again to an appliance store where they told me 

my razor was too ancient and replacements were not available. Our next stop 

was Radio Shack to buy the parts to build my own charger.  We passed an 

auto parts store on the way back and I picked up the oil and filters for our 

next oil change.  

 

 We were getting into the swing of things now. We arranged by radio with 

tows to pass on appropriate whistles if necessary. This was not done if there was plenty of river.  We kept a log 

of tows we overtook or met. We later relayed this traffic information to the next tow pilot, who in turn advised 

us of any potential problems or long waits downstream. These captains were friendly guys, superb boat 

handlers, and were most helpful. They made us feel like part of the gang. 

 

Visibility returned by 11 o’clock and we left Huntington.  The industrial activity in the area was impressive but 

not aesthetically pleasing. Steel mills, refineries, concrete plants, barges and coal, lumber and sand/gravel 

terminals crowded the banks. We were surprised to see the number of derelict barges rusting on the shore.  

Trees were actually growing out of many of them. We met ornate barge featuring a silvery structure looking 

like a hotel. The sign on it was “America Wind Orchestra of Pittsburgh.” We contacted the pilot who told us 

they were returning from their 37
th

 season of performing along the river. They were apparently funded by the 

National Endowment for the Arts. 

 

 We had arrived at Shawnee State Park Marina for an overnight. The 

floating docks here were in a cove off the river secured to the bank by 

cables. The marina shops and offices were situated on a huge barge.  

The river level can rise to over 60 feet from winter to spring so 

everything had to be capable of moving with it. The dock and 

facilities here were very well appointed and convenient with a 

courtesy van and golf course. The docking cost was $15.00 plus $5.00 

for shore power. We had dinner on the back deck for a change and 

retired early. 

 

We had been sleeping in and not traveling very far each day. The weather had been hazy, warm, and still with 

partial sun. We were watching and marveling at all the industrial activity along the river with small tugs 

scooting around with individual barges for loading and unloading. These smaller craft are known as utility, 
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tender, and trip-boats. The small craft range in size from 18 feet to 50 feet and may be propelled by a single 

screw, twin screw, or even outboard engines as long as they feature a Push Knee. The tenders, as the name 

implies, were minor repair boats, dredge tenders, inspection craft, and crew boats. These smaller craft, 

sometimes known as “trip boats” deliver groceries, affect crew changes, deliver mail and sell merchandise 

while the tows are in transit. (These are known as “Bum Boats” on the Great lakes.)  

 

The numerous power plants along there 

needed a continuous supply of coal and often 

had conveyor belts leading directly from 

barges to gigantic air pre-heaters. Several 

large lime plants were in evidence. The 

crushed material was delivered in covered 

hopper barges, the content of which must 

have been hard on the crew’s lungs. We saw 

men hosing white powder off the covers of 

barges and structures. 

 

 Near Eagle Creek an enterprising person had a sign advertising gas for $1.31 a gallon.  We pulled over and 

topped off our fuel tanks for $60.00.  He was doing very well and planned to expand with mooring docks and a 

restaurant. Eagle Creek Marina had 12 foot depths, was sheltered and had a well-kept campground with a very 

friendly owner. We always enjoyed exploring the small creeks and rivers, so we took the dinghy on an 

excursion on Eagle Creek for a few miles. After breakfast we called Rob and Pam in Indianapolis and Steve and 

Sue in Michigan to arrange meeting them in Cincinnati. Steve was committed to a Ski Patrol refresher and 

couldn’t make the 6 hour trip from Battle Creek but we would be seeing Rob and Pam on the coming Saturday 

 

OHIO RIVER  

Louisville District 
 

It was now Thursday, September 9.  We were getting good at changing oil.  In addition to the zip-lock bag, we  

now placed a small bucket under the oil filter to catch it if it sometimes slipped from my hand. Jane held the 

waste oil jugs and kept the suction and discharge hoses in place while I worked the pump and changed the 

filters. We were finished in about an hour. We took our time since we didn’t have a long trip to Cincinnati and 

could make it in one day.  

 

The next day the weather was windy and threatening so we 

went on plane to the Meldahel Lock. Shortly after exiting we 

overtook an Ingram Steel tow and passed on “two whistles” 

as usual. Just then, he received a radio message from their 

Cincinnati Office telling him that an upstream tow had just 

departed and had mistakenly taken an empty barge. They 

asked if he could make a transfer and bring it back. This 

could be a tough job, since an empty barge, drawing only one foot of water presents a lot of freeboard to the 

amount of wind we had. Switching the empty would be like trying to herd a spooked stallion into a strange 

corral. The communication between the two pilots was fascinating…we listened on channel 13. 

 

The captains determined that the upbound tow could neither turn around nor back up some two miles.  There 

was no place to tie up along here and the empty barge would be hard to handle in the present wind. They would 

have to make the transfer in the river. Neither of them seemed too happy about the situation. They decided the 

downbound would take the empty on “his left hip” at the stretch of Markland Dam pool between Boat Run at 

New Richmond and Cilffs Run at Point Pleasant where the wind would be dead ahead and they’d have the 
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widest water. They’d both have their “Bird Dogs on Point” and the “River Jewelry” ready. The downbound 

would “Flank his tow” when they “Rubbed Elbows” while the upbound was “Coming Ahead”. They would 

then “Ratchet In” and “Cut Loose” at the same time.  We watched from afar where it looked like two elephants 

mating.  There wasn’t much talk during the exchange which was accomplished in about 15 minutes.  These 

guys really can handle boats! We continued on as the downbound tow eased away with an empty box barge at 

his side.  

 

 We pulled into the Port Tacoma Marina in New Richmond (formerly called the Ole Susanna after the 

steamships built here) around mid afternoon. The sky was clear when we got up this morning, but the wind had 

kicked up to about 25 MPH and there were white caps on the river. Jane discovered water under the refrigerator 

and I eventually traced it to the “head” (marine toilet). I had noticed this same problem a few days ago, and I 

thought something might have clogged our holding tank.  We had gone through a whole analytical process, 

cleaned everything up, and now we would have to do it all over again. This time I disassembled the whole head 

and found a cracked seal which I would have to replace. The manufacturer, in response to my call, referred me 

to a stocking dealer in Cincinnati. We had to use marina facilities and the porta-potty for the interim. I also 

called the 4 Seasons Marina for a reservation and meeting place for Rob & Pam. Our River Chart shows 16 

marinas in this area, and this one looked good in our guide. 

 

 We went into town for milk, beer, and air for the bike tires.  While there we noticed some numbers and dates 

on buildings. A group of elderly gentlemen congregated in the park were eager to explain that these were flood 

water levels at specific dates. The 1937 flood was 80 feet above the river level and over the roof of some of the 

town buildings whose foundations are another 60 feet over the normal pool. 50 feet is considered flood stage, 

and it was common in the spring. We would not like to live here. The Marina here, like most of them, was on a 

20 year old barge and was started by the parents of the brother and sister who now operated and worked on 

remodeling it.  

 

The 20 mile run to the 4 Seasons was 

lumpy, with 25 MPH winds that 

wouldn’t let up, although where the 

river curved it was quite tranquil. 

There was a gas dock at 4 Seasons was 

on the river, but the Marina proper was 

at the end of a well sheltered basin, and 

was probably the nicest facility we had 

encountered so far.  The showers were 

immaculate and there was a nice ship’s 

store and restaurant. The very nicely 

landscaped bank featured a ball court 

and swimming pool beside the picnic 

area. The fee was $.75 per foot and 

well worth it. 

 

 We met the McAdams (also Carver Owners) on “Misty Meadows” who stopped and inquired about our trip.  

They were leaving again for Florida next week, having made the journey six times on mostly fresh water, but 

never on the Intracoastal.  They offered to review sites of interest, routes, and charts if we would wish to join 

them for cocktails. We did. They introduced us to their Schnauzer “Salty Dog”. Rob and Pam planned to arrive 

from Indianapolis around noon the next day so we seized the opportunity to sleep late the next morning.  
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The kids arrived anxious to see the Brass Ring for the first time. 

The guided tour was followed by a boat ride under the six different 

bridges between Ohio and Kentucky and a detour up the Licking 

River. We stopped downtown at the Mike Fink Restaurant for a late 

lunch on the deck of what really is a barge. It looks over and up to 

the Stadium and the city, some 60 feet above us. We moseyed back 

to the 4 Seasons for Gin and Tonic and looked at the pictures of 

their wedding and honeymoon. While Jane and Pam were fixing 

snacks, Rob and I went over to the distributor to get the sealing ring 

for the head.  They didn’t have one but would order it and have it 

shipped to our mail drop at Horseshoe Bend Marina in 

Leavenworth, IN. 

 

The next day we did another excursion with 

Rob at the helm and lunched at Hooters. We 

had a great time. Jane and I nursed a bit of 

indigestion after consuming chicken wings, 

burgers, crab legs, and fried shrimp and a 

seafood salad. Young stomachs are definitely 

an asset. We took another cruise, this time on 

plane, which “Captain Rob” really enjoyed. 

After a short trip up the Great Miami River 

and a snack at Bayleycain’s (another barge café) we headed back to the Marina. We could see and hear the 

crowd as we passed the stadium where the Bengals were playing football. It was great seeing Rob and Pam 

again, but the visit was way too short.  After they left we had that empty feeling again. 

 

Lou and Barb McAdams stopped by to wish us farewell as we left 

today.  Thunderstorms were predicted for later in the week, but it 

was sunny, breezy, and warm this morning. The area was 

humming with activity with barges being lined up, loaded, and 

unloaded.  We had a bit of a delay when an empty rake barge got 

loose and wound up crosswise in the river. One end of it was on 

the river bank and the other end at right angles to another barge 

that it had bumped and pushed part way up the opposite bank. It plugged the entire river. A loose barge can be 

rather dangerous when you consider it as a shallow draft vessel with high sides carrying 1,800 square feet of 

“sail” that can really scoot along in a brisk wind. Any object that is 200 feet long and weighs 1,600,000 pounds 

is something you don’t want to hit. Two tow boats (one named “Penny Eckstein”) were finally successful in 

shoving one end off the bank and swinging it like a fence gate. They churned up a big blob of mud and left a 

large scar on the bank. It reminded us of a couple of cowboys trying to reign in a runaway heifer. 

 

We were now in Indiana and were trying to decide on stopping in Aurora or Florence. When we rounded the 

bend at mile 496 the former looked so inviting we turned up Hogan Creek, went under the highway bridge to 

Waterways Marina. No one was at the office, but a houseboat resident said the fee was $10 so we left a check 

and docked.  Tennis courts were within walking distance, vacant, and free.  We played two sets, went back to 

the dock, sprayed each other with a hose, after which Jane made root beer floats. Like a busman’s holiday, we 

ran the dinghy up Hogan Creek for a couple of miles.  It was a wooded, almost small river, with nice homes and 

farms along its banks. We came back at dusk, had dinner, read a bit and went to bed. It was a full and fun day. 

 

We left the Waterways Marina about mid morning. The marine forecast predicted late afternoon thunderstorms, 

so we went on plane some 24 miles to the Markland Lock.  Guess who was here? “Penny Eckstein” with a 

barge crosswise to the mooring buoy again! The Lockmaster told us to come in and tie up to the lock wall as 
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another tow was behind us. We went in the small chamber while Penny shoved its recalcitrant herd into the 

large chamber. We locked down simultaneously as the wind was picking up. “Penny” got to go out first as two 

up bound tows were waiting to lock. When the lower gates opened we were greeted by 25 to 30 MPH winds and 

white caps.  We had to thread our way through the two tows to our left and go on plane to pass “Penny” in 

hopes she wouldn’t lose another barge! Jane went below to close the front hatches and fix lunch in waves that 

had increased to 4 feet. I was surprised to find the river was as rough as it was. Some of the spin-drift was even 

coming over my bridge. Finally, ahead of “Penny” I slowed down and continued to get battered all the way to 

Carrolton, KY.    

 

 The Kentucky River discharged a lot of water into the Ohio here. We turned south off the Ohio and headed 

upstream to Admiral’s Landing Marina. The “Admiral” must have been in charge of a fleet of garbage scows. 

The place was a veritable dump, consisting of a rickety dock, a run down shanty on one end flanked by some 

run-down buildings and disabled boats. A sign read “mooring 75c a foot” (the same as 4 Seasons). We cast off, 

turned around, and went to Madison some 15 miles down the Ohio. The town was charming and was once 

proposed as the capitol of Indiana. The metal floating docks here were right on the river bank. They managed to 

creak and groan with every passing tow wake, but the cold front that came through made sleeping pleasant. 

 

It was actually cold and rainy the next day so we 

operated from the lower station. It was 43 miles to 

Louisville and we would need gas before we got 

there.  No one was around for fueling here in 

Madison and the next gas dock we saw was 

closed. At Grassy Flats on Bull Creek we found a 

brand new installation not listed on the chart who 

offered gas at $1.31. As we started to tie up, the 

Delta Queen loomed around the corner. We pulled 

away from the dock and told the gal attendant that 

we’d be back as soon as the Delta’s considerable 

wake subsided. The new owner arrived as we were fueling and told us his plans to build transient docks and a 

restaurant. Our purchase of 100 plus gallons of gas got us a free River’s Edge Marina T-shirt.  

 

Our chart revealed that the only Marina within biking distance of Louisville was the Louisville Harbor 

Association so we called ahead and made a reservation. Jane went topside while I shut down the lower station 

and she took the helm on plane for the last 24 miles. As we approached an upbound tow, we saw a bright fire 

burning on the front of the rake barge we were meeting!  Alarmed, we called the pilot who told us “Not to 

worry…they don’t like to pollute, so they’re burning garbage in a fifty gallon steel drum with a little help from 

some diesel fuel”.  

 

The Marina at Louisville is nestled behind Tow 

Head Island and is very well sheltered. We got our 

slip and then biked into town, about a 2 mile trip. 

We could hear the calliope of the Belle of 

Louisville at the terminal nearby as we returned to 

our Marina. 

 

We’re concerned about our mail. We mentioned 

our plans to the boater next door and he told us the Horseshoe Bend Marina, our mail drop, no longer existed. A 

bunch of inquiries revealed that there was another Marina in Leavenworth. We called it and found out that a 

lady from the former facility has our package. 
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The sound of the calliope plus a good 

sized wake aroused us early.  We were 

going to see the town today. As we 

started our ride on River Road we 

found the cause of the wake…the 

Mississippi Queen had arrived and 

docked at the terminal. We bicycled 

over to the terminal to see the Queen 

and talked to some passengers who were debarking for a city tour. They told us they had come down from 

Minneapolis and are headed for New Orleans. We obtained a map at the tourist bureau, looked at the waterfront, 

and returned to the boat for lunch.   Many old commercial buildings were being renovated on Main Street.  We 

took a street car ride through the downtown area of the city and continued on to tour the Museum of History and 

Science. We did some shopping and a lot of walking before taking the trolley back to the river terminal and then 

hiked back to the boat. 

 

 

MUTINY #10 

 

It was September 17 when Jane woke up about 6 AM that Friday morning with chest discomfort and occasional 

palpitations. She had experienced this same thing recently, but hadn’t wanted to tell me. After debating what to 

do, she finally told me.  A little over a year ago I had a similar problem so we were on our way to see a doctor! 

We took a taxi to the hospital where Jane met Dr. David Talley and they did an EKG. He was a “neat young 

man” who asked about her recent experiences. He was amazed that anyone “his mother’s age” would even 

consider doing such a thing, and could see “the reason for Jane being up-tight”. He didn’t think she had heart 

disease, but wanted to schedule a Thallium Stress Test for the next Monday. Until then; no more bicycling or 

anything strenuous.  Everything was on hold for 2 more days!  After her discharge, about noon we took the 

circular bus to the Galleria and looked around a bit even though we weren’t in the mood for sightseeing. We 

rode the Toonerville Trolley around its route to the river and walked back to the boat. 

 

Apprehensive and despondent, we got up around 10 AM and moped 

around until our neighbor Marvin Austin came over and asked us if 

we would attend the Chicken Barbecue and Flea Market with a live 

band that night. He took us shopping after lunch and we helped him 

set up a booth of nautical items. The sun came out. The people to 

whom he introduced us were friendly, and the food was good, rich, 

and plentiful. They were also helpful. One of the fellows had a 

diaphragm for my air horn and Marvin’s wife told Jane she was welcome to pick tomatoes from her garden 

here. We danced to some of the band’s slow numbers and went back to the boat when the rock music started. 

Today helped us forget the tests coming on Monday. We slept late again on Sunday and spent most of the 

morning reading the paper. After lunch we took the dinghy around the island and out in the river to see the 

landmark Louisville fountain which sprays in the shape of the French Fleur-de-lys. A tow was coming and we 

scooted back to the shelter of our island. After dinner we watched the Emmy Awards, set the alarm clock for 6 

AM. 

 

The taxi was here at 7 AM. As we went out Jane found two bags of tomatoes that Olivia Austin had brought 

over after we had turned in last night. Nice! I fussed around while the Cardiologist got Jane hooked up and on 

the treadmill. The EKG looked good. She was finished with the first scan at 9 AM and we had breakfast. The 

next scan was at 11:45, so we killed some time with a trolley ride and returned to finish the procedure.  Dr. 

Talley said things looked good, and he would try to have the results for us by the next morning.  We walked 

over to find the Louisville Stoneware Factory and promptly got lost. Thanks to directions from some natives we 
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finally arrived and Jane bought a souvenir cup. We decided to walk back to the boat, which was a mistake. The 

direct route was blocked by the Interstate and numerous fences we went in circles and hiked about twice the 

distance we should have. Finally back at the boat we collapsed with a root beer float, hoping for a phone call 

from the cardiologist’s office. No information was forthcoming so we had a fretful night. 

 

We called Dr. Talley’s office at 8 AM and was informed that he left for Denver last night! We were shocked 

until the nurse continued on to tell us that he had called back to report that everything was normal with Jane and 

to wish us a “Bon Voyage”. We thanked Olivia for the tomatoes, and Leonard for the air horn diaphragm (for 

which he refused payment). We settled our bill and started our engines. Nice people in Louisville. 

 

There was a tow right beside us as we came from behind 

Tow Head Island toward the McAlpine Lock. The “Gale 

Ann” was pushing three barges, and was almost ready to 

enter the two mile long Louisville and Portland canal that 

leads to the lock.  We fell in behind him.  Two upbound tows 

met us in the canal and we had to stop to let them pass…with 

only inches to spare. We were happy we were little and 

behind the Gale Ann. The lockmaster called Gale Ann in, 

and when he had tied up, beckoned us in also and directed us 

to the last bollard at the far end of the lock ahead of Gale 

Ann. When we looked back, another tow was coming in behind us.  This was first time we had ever locked 

through with tows and it was quite unprecedented! They only had three barges each also there was plenty of 

space, but it was a novel and unusual experience. The sequence from entering the canal through locking took 3 

hours.  

 

The next fifty miles were traversed on plane since we had lost a lot of time locking. We sort of feel like Louis 

and Clark here as the scenery was mostly pastoral and the large hills in this section of Indiana were inspiring.  

Lots of limestone cliffs were on both sides of the river. One of the bends around Rock Haven was very 

impressive. We eased off on our speed for the last 14 miles 

and arrived at Leavenworth, IN around four o’clock. The 

Horseshoe Bend Marina was gone and the area was now a 

small campground. There was not a lot of room on the 

single dock, but we had no problem.  We located the lady 

that has been holding our mail for a week and we were 

relieved to get our much needed blank checks, the seal ring 

for the head, and general correspondence. The town was no 

longer here. It was moved up the hill after the 1937 flood. 

The streets and abandoned store buildings remained along with the ruins of some nice old homes. A number of 

mobile homes and small cottages dotted the vacated empty land. It’s a pretty site and could be a nice place to 

get away from it all. It is only 30 miles by the nearby Interstate from Louisville but 60 miles by water.  I got 

busy and installed the seal in the head.  It’s nice to have the toilet operating again even though we try to use it 

sparingly to reduce the number of pump-outs we had to endure. Our “black water” holding tank was only 15 

gallons so we generally use the Marina facilities. 

 

There was an unbelievable craft tied to the bank here. It was a full 

size two story house on a stern wheel barge! We met the owners 

and were given a guided tour. They built the whole thing with the 

help of family and friends and it was well appointed with living, 

dining, bedrooms, kitchen, and baths. There was a washer and drier 

on the back deck beside his workshop and the engine room. The 

upstairs (bridge?) had a large living room with steering and controls 
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at the front (bow?) end. The helmsman’s seat was an easy chair. Two windows under an overhanging roof 

provide pretty good visibility for the top speed of 5 MPH. The anchoring system really intrigued me. A square 

rectangular steel tube started from the upper deck and ran through the barge hull below. Inside this tube was a 

round steel pipe about 20 feet long with a pointed section at the bottom. The cable from a hand winch was 

attached to the top of the pipe.  To anchor, he merely would release the winch lock, the pipe would drop, and 

impale itself in the river bottom like a fence post, hopefully in shallow water, and the craft should be immobile!  

To “weigh anchor” he simply winches the “spear” back up into its rectangular housing. I got the impression that 

he hadn’t actually tried this yet, but they were planning to leave for Mobile the following week. I hoped their 

weather would be calm. This craft, with all its freeboard, would be a bear to handle in any sort of wind. 

 

It was the first day of fall. We had been on, and off, the waterway for four and a half months now, and we were 

just about half way around! If our luck held we would be back home in Florida before we were frozen in place 

somewhere…it would be downhill all the way. We were rocked out of bed around by a couple of tows. It was 

very foggy so they had to be navigating by RADAR since we couldn’t see past mid river. I was considering 

using our Navaid, but the fog lifted and we were on our way by nine. It was warm but cloudy, with afternoon 

thunderstorms predicted. This stretch of river could have easily been classified as a “Wild and Scenic River” as 

most of the towns, structures, and 

establishments had been wiped out by 

the 1937 flood. There are a few 

Limestone Quarry operations here, and 

lots of tow traffic.  We passed an area 

where a company from Omaha is 

putting a pipeline across the river. A 

Coast Guard buoy tender, in the form 

of a tow and a barge, was working near 

by. We saw lightning ahead so we went 

below and then on plane to see if we could beat the storm to our next destination. We radioed Deer Creek 

Marina. They didn’t have dock space, but we could raft off a houseboat. I didn’t like the looks of the storm, so 

we agreed. 

 

On Wednesday, September 22 we heard of a terrible accident. It was the Amtrak Sunset Limited train wreck at 

Bayou Canot, near Mobile. Apparently a tow with 6 barges was lost in the morning fog and crashed into a 

railroad bridge just a few minutes before the passenger train came, derailed, and plunged into the muddy river 

water. Over 40 persons were believed to be dead and another 125 were injured.  

 

Deer Creek is situated in a notch at the top of a U shaped bend in the river which was not a good place to be. 

Our raft-off position was almost at the mouth of the creek, but we had escaped the teeth of a wild thunderstorm. 

While we were finishing dinner a Line (big) Tow came by and the “Tow Head” loomed about fifteen feet away 

from us.  It looked like a floating airplane hanger! I didn’t sleep well that night.  Every time a search light swept 

across us or I saw the “Bright Blue”, (the light mounted on the center of the lead barge) I was awake. The bow 

wave from the barge string would be the first thing to hit us and that would be followed by a blast from the 

propellers as the tow boat went by. Fortunately, because of the all night storm, there wasn’t a lot of traffic. We 

still had light rain in the morning when the Marina owner called on the radio and asked us if we needed gas 

before he left.  We did. He said the pump would be unlocked and that we should lock it when we finished and 

drop a check at the store up the hill. Big cities don’t often trust transients as they did here! We got groceries, 

popcorn, and Pop-Tarts before we left. There was an International Bluegrass Festival at Owensville that day, so 

we headed for there. 

 

I guess it’s time to relate how the “Prudent Mariner” copes with big tows: River tows are rigid structures that 

cannot Turn…they Slide around corners. All of the barges (as many as 15, and more than 3 football fields long) 

are manipulated by the Tow Boat at the rear. The pilot has a blind spot of 50 to 100 feet in front of the Tow 
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Head and relies on his Gun Sight (the Blue Light mast at front and center) to guide him for steering. On tight 

turns, the front barge will often “massage the bank” (hit the bank) to assist the slide 

.    

                                                      Suggestions for Small Craft:                           

Rule 1: Never cross in front of a tow. (He can’t see you, nor stop anyway)                  

Rule 2: Never pass on the outside of the tow at a river bend. (Being crushed between the bank and a barge is 

not pleasant… I saw this happen to a Sea Ray Cruiser in Ohio) 

Rule 3: Watch the bow wave and the wake. (The water can get real lumpy) 

 

It was raining again and was rather misty so we were operating from the lower station. We’re a little concerned 

about the weather at the International Bluegrass Festival. The Cannelton Lock, only a few miles ahead, told us 

to “Come right in” as they were not busy. I was beginning to rely on the RADAR now. It was difficult to keep 

an eye on the buoys and day markers when the visibility was low. The buoys on the river, however, have 

RADAR reflectors, and we noticed that they stand out like a sore thumb on the screen. This allowed seeing the 

buoys miles ahead as well as the tows in front and back of us. Our Raytheon R10X Radar had a range of 16 

miles but we could not achieve this because of the height of our antenna. A setting of about 2 miles worked very 

well. The resolution was excellent, allowing me to “see” other small boats. All of the buoys and markers were 

visible as well as any tows both fore and aft.  The river banks and curves ahead are also indicated as are bank 

structures.  

 

We arrived at Owensboro Marina at four o’clock to find out we had crossed the time zone and it was only three 

o’clock there. Shortly after we tied up to an empty spot on the dock a rather scruffy looking person (the owner) 

came by and told us to move to the end of the dock. We were disappointed in this place, but it was the only one 

in town. The dock was a mess with rotting boards, nails out, and loose or missing cleats. The weather was poor 

and the distance to the festival was considerable. The experience with a shabby marina and unpleasant owner 

convinced us to move on. We needed groceries and a laundromat but they had to wait. The distance to 

Evansville was only 36 miles, and we had gained an hour. 

 

It was still hazy but not raining. The river here was interesting with lots of islands 

and sand bars to keep me alert. We paid close attention to the channel markers. 

At Grissom Landing Light (mile 766) there were three islands with bars where 

the channel goes between the small space between Ellis Island and a revetment 

on the bank. At the Newburgh Lock, two tows were waiting for the large 

chamber, but the small one was open and we breezed right through. Evansville, 

IN was 20 miles ahead and we decided to go on plane.  We were fortunate that 

we did, since we occupied the last available slot at the Marina when we arrived. It 

rained all day, but we did venture out on the bikes, wearing our rain gear. We visited the Museum of Science, 

History and Art. A downtown mall looked like it was dying. Many stores were closed or vacant. While there we 

met another couple who were leaving for New Orleans tomorrow. They were taking 10 extra cans of gas with 

them as they were afraid of shortages due to the flooding ahead. Boaters had really been hammered on the 

Mississippi. 

 

Sunday, September 26 was a clear day although another front was predicted for Monday. We were off at 7:30 to 

make the run to Golconda today. Uniontown Lock was another easy passage through the small chamber but as 

we exited we saw dirty brown water ahead! The Wabash River was 

dumping its load of silt and debris from the flooding up north into 

the Ohio River. As we gingerly poked the bow into the slop, we saw 

boxes, bottles, oil drums, fence posts, tree limbs, sides of sheds, a car 

wheel and tire, and a long telephone pole with the cross members 

acting as outriggers, with two chickens riding on it! I activated my 

“look ahead” sonar and we were able to dodge around all of the 
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larger floating objects it detected. A lot of the junk beached or sunk after a few miles. We stepped up the pace 

until we saw Cave In Rock at river level in the base of the cliff on our right. This is the spot where bandits or 

river pirates would lay in hiding to rob passing river boats, often killing, or ransoming wealthy passengers. The 

isolated location, both from land and water, of the cave made law enforcement almost impossible. The bandits 

would quickly fade into the surrounding forest or hide in the bowels of the cave. Nearby was a burned 

abandoned railroad trestle collapsing into the river.  

 

 Golconda State Park Marina, 20 miles down river was a 

welcome surprise. It was in a sheltered man-made basin off 

the river with excellent facilities, shops, and a nice restaurant. 

It was $6.50 cheaper than the dump at Owensboro. Gas was 

$1.39 so we added 150 gallons to our thirsty tanks.   It 

featured both open and covered slips. We debated staying 

another day, but the next day we would leave the Ohio River 

at mile 923, and we would head into the Cumberland River 

enroute to the Land between the Lakes. It was almost like 

leaving an old friend. 

 

We were ready to start about 7:30 the next morning until we found out we had no chart of the Cumberland 

River. Neither the Ships Store nor the marine store in town could supply any, so we would have to wing it. On a 

hunch I went over to the local newspaper office and found a map that would suffice. I guess if “Jay” could do it 

with a road map, so could we. 

 

The weather had cleared, but strong winds were predicted. A little late because of our chart search, we cast off 

and ran on plane to the last of our Ohio River locks, the Smithland Lock.  We then turned east up the 

Cumberland River. It got dark at 6:30 then and we did not like to travel in the dark.  

 

MUTINY # 11   

Engine trouble! 

 
We found out later the Cumberland was a poor choice as it winds around like a snake on moonshine.  The 

Kentucky River, only 10 miles ahead, would have been actually shorter. The wind was becoming more brisk.  

We were about half way to the Barkley Lock when Jane went below to fix lunch and heard a rattling noise 

seeming to come from the engine compartment. I investigated when she came up and took the helm. I went 

below and heard a metallic popping sound when I opened the hatch. I couldn’t determine the source of the 

noise, but it didn’t sound encouraging so I called her on the intercom to shut down the port engine. There were 

no service facilities on this stretch of river, and no good place to anchor or tie up. Our only choice was to 

continue on with the starboard engine, through the lock to the nearest Marina. It was tough going for the next 10 

miles on one engine with the North wind at about 25 MPH.  

 

We arrived at the lock around 4:30. The lockmaster told us he had a double cut in the 

lock and we’d have a 2 hour wait. He said we could tie up to the outside of the short wall. 

The maneuvering was hairy and the only thing to tie to was a stair railing.  I worked the 

boat, on the single engine, over near shore while the wind was trying to push us on the 

rocks to my right. Jane was yelling she couldn’t reach the rail, and “I’ll never do this 

again!” The only way I could move the boat to the left on only the Port engine was to 

slam it into reverse. She finally got a line around the rail and we were OK, but I had a 

mighty unhappy mate. 
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The water was relatively calm when we finally tied up to the stair rail in the lea of the short 

wall. We climbed the stairs to watch the 15 barge cut and tried to calm down for the trip 

through the lock. I was quite shaken by the ordeal of nursing the Brass Ring up to the rail 

and away from the rocks in the narrow confines hampered by the strong wind.  I decided to 

take a couple of pictures of the spot for posterity. In the upper one, the rocks are just visible 

to the right of the bow.  This picture shows us tied to the stair rail in more of a tranquil 

setting.  

 

 I was apprehensive since we could be refused entrance if we told the Lockmaster that we had a disabled engine. 

There wasn’t much we could do about the dilemma at present, and we had two hours to wait for the double cut 

to transit the lock, so we decided to watch the barge locking procedure and confront our problem later. If worst 

came to worst, I could start the port engine long enough to make the backing maneuver and the entrance to the 

lock. Whatever the “popping” noise, it didn’t seem to threaten any serious engine damage.  In reflecting on the 

sound, I started to suspect the possibility of a blown manifold gasket. 

 

 When we reached the top of the stairs, the tow with the first cut of nine barges was down and the gates were 

starting to open. (The six barge limit of the upper Ohio River does not apply to the district here, and the tow’s 

can be gigantic, almost a quarter mile long!) The 

 Tow captain 

shoved the first 

nine barges out 

and the “bird 

dogs” tied them 

to the long wall.  

After cutting 

them loose from 

the tow boat he 

re-entered the lock to pick up the remaining barges. This entailed his locking up, backing out of the lock, 

picking up the remaining six barges, moving them into the lock, lowering his charges, re-coupling them to the 

former nine, and exiting with his charges. We wondered why the lockmaster didn’t have us lock up with him, 

but in view of our problem, I didn’t want to debate the reason.  The time to go up, pick up the remaining six 

barges, bring them into the lock, transit down and reattach the tow took almost another hour.  

 

Our destination was Green Turtle Bay Marina located on the Kentucky River. We had found this in Quimby’s 

Marina Guide. We had no chart of this area, so we had to search for the Marina. This was one of the rare 

occasions when we did not enjoy seeing a setting sun. 

 

It was finally our turn to lock. With the starboard only engine, I couldn’t pull away from the short wall so we 

sort of scraped along it on the fenders and pushed with the boat hooks. Out of sight of the lockmaster I actually 

made a 300 degree turn to align us with the opening.  Once clear I made a clockwise U turn into the lock and to 

the bollards on the left wall as directed. Once on top, I radioed the Lockmaster that I had lost my Port engine 

and would proceed out of the lock on one engine.  I backed away from the wall, went forward toward the gates 

where, to my surprise, there was another six barge tow, 70 feet wide, tied up on the long wall! We had to 

negotiate a slot 28 feet wide and 600 feet long on one engine to reach open water. The wind was from the north 

and almost directly behind which helped us make our way through. 

 

We now had to search for Green Turtle Bay Marina with no chart 

to guide us. Quimby’s did list the entrance to the Cross Canal to 

the Kentucky River at Mile 31.7 on the Cumberland River. We 

had called the Green Turtle Bay Marina who said their entrance 

was about 1 mile from the Kentucky River Lock at buoy 3 and 
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that they would watch for us. They closed at seven but would be on the dock with a hand held VHF radio and 

flashlights to guide us in.  We located the entrance buoy and started toward the distant flashlights but found 

ourselves in 2.8 feet of water. When they told us we were too far on one side of the channel I backed and moved 

over. We finally worked our way into the slip, tired, and disappointed with the engines and the lengthy lock 

procedure. It had been a long ordeal.  I had become too lax navigating at ease on the river, and should have 

discovered that this part of the trip’s chart was missing. We had dinner, I read the entire PCM engine owners 

manual again, worried about the engine, and went to bed. 

 

We got up early that morning to check with the mechanic after a restless night of little sleep. I gingerly started 

the port engine and he said he was sure the problem is a blown exhaust manifold…what a relief, no engine 

damage! He will have to order a new gasket, and he inquired if the engine was under warrantee. I checked our 

records and found the warrantee was for 200 hours. The hour recorder on the port engine shows 193 hours!  I 

was at a loss as to why the gasket failed. I called PCM who suggested that it may not have been adequately 

torqued during the initial installation. I had religiously changed oil every 50 hours, but had not changed the 

transmission fluid.  They recommended that I do so although it was not required nor suggested in the owner’s 

manual. I had tried to find PCM service for the 100 hour check near Huntington, but no dealers or service 

facilities existed in that part of the country. It looked like we’d be camping there for a few days. 

 

We were pretty much over our frustration. To help us relax, we took the dinghy on a tour of the bay and met a 

lot of our neighbors at the Marina. Dick and Shirley, from Cincinnati invited us on their Trawler for wine. 

Rosco and Sylvester were from Michigan and headed for Florida. They were in a 53 foot Bertram complete 

with their captain who helped us dock last night. We gave them a lot of information about Florida waterways 

and we had long conversations. The McAdams, of Misty Meadows, from Cincinnati, were here also.  

 

 There were a lot of horror stories of people who were trapped on the flooded Mississippi. One cruiser came in 

with a large hole in the bow just above the water line. They had anchored in the river with 110 feet of chain as 

their rhode. One night they heard a clunk, clunk, clunk sound.  It was a large tree coming up their anchor chain. 

A broken limb of the oak tree had pierced their hull before tearing loose and going down stream. Another 

trawler, almost out of gas, had to drift with the current until they found the remains of a dock still secured to the 

levy. They carried 5 gallon cans of fuel down the levy from a gas station in town, a total of 32 trips!  Another 

enterprising skipper arrived with two 50 gallon drums lashed to his rear deck. It was a bit of a hazard as he had 

to siphon fuel from the drums to his onboard tanks. No docks, moorings, or safe anchorages could be found 

with flood waters over 65 feet in places. Buoys and markers were missing and towns were flooded. None of the 

locks were operating resulting in a river current of eight to ten knots. All boat traffic had been suspended on the 

Mississippi for about a month. We sympathized with a Florida bound couple who had been waiting a week for 

their boat which was being trucked here from Milwaukee. 

 

On Wednesday morning, September 29, we were still waiting for the manifold gasket. We slept well that night 

and decided to get some provisions and do some sight seeing. We obtained the courtesy car and went to the 

Land Between the Lakes Visitor Center and Museum.  We had to go to Paducah to buy the transmission fluid 

and to replenish our supply of liquor. (This area, the Bourbon capitol of the world, is dry…apparently the only 

source spirits in this part of the world was Paducah.)  

As we crossed the Kentucky Dam, we heard a 

calliope, and stopped to see the Delta Queen locking 

through. Paducah, at the confluence of the Ohio and 

Mississippi Rivers, was the home of Vice President 

Albin Barkley and Irvin S. Cobb. We did our 

laundry, went to the post office, and returned 

stocked with beer, booze, groceries, transmission 

fluid, and a fresh Kentucky catfish for dinner. 
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It was cold that night and we were awakened that morning by a knock on the boat.  The mechanic was here with 

the manifold gasket.  He gave us a few minutes to get dressed and then we attacked the port engine.  It’s 

interesting to note that the bolts were almost loose, requiring very little torque to remove them. The whole 

replacement job took about an hour. While he was there I asked him to replace the transmission fluid, since I 

was not conversant with the proper procedure. He had another job, but returned in late afternoon. This job 

($46.80) took more time than the gasket replacement, the cost of which was covered under warrantee. While we 

were working on the engine, Jane was conversing with a couple from Milwaukee in a sail boat named 

“Passages”. They were headed to Florida’s west coast near Tampa. I settled our bill with the Marina, did our 

laundry, and cleaned up the boat. We were all set and planned to leave the next day for Paris Landing State Park 

in spite of the predicted high winds.  

 

THE TENNESSEE RIVER 
 

During our trip in this part of the world, we have seen small boats carrying what looks like a bed spring frame.  

We were told that these were mussel fishermen.  We 

noticed one of these contraptions go by the mouth of 

the bay, so we cranked up the dinghy to give chase. 

We caught the skipper as he was docking with his 

booty. They are, indeed, fresh water mussels having 

very large and thick shells. Some of them weigh 8 to 

10 pounds.  Some folks used SCUBA (actually 

HOOKAH) to dive for them while others drag for 

them.  Our friend, a dragger, showed us his rig, which 

is a metal frame about the size of a flat wire bed 

spring. At each intersection of the crossed wires was 

affixed a modified treble hook. Instead of sharp points, 

the “hook” has 3 small balls about 1/8” in diameter. 

They call them Braille Hooks. The rack is dropped to the lake bottom and slowly dragged across the mud flats. 

As it crossed over a clam the quarry closed on the hook and was trapped. When the rack was retrieved complete 

with hanging clams they were pried or broken loose and bagged. The majority of the clams were sold to Japan 

where the clam shells were diced, tumbled, and then inserted into “farms” of Oysters. These bits of “Mother of 

Pearl” are the seeds for cultured pearls.  Some of them were sold domestically for medicine and cosmetics.  The 

fisherman told us he could get as much as $5 for one good size clam.  

 

MUTINY #12   

 Personnel problems with the Crew. 

 
True to the weather prediction, the wind was blowing at about 25 knots from the southeast that morning. Jane 

did not want to make the run that day, but the front wasn’t due until around noon and I persisted. Four days at 

Green Turtle Bay had been plenty.  Some of our neighbors helped us cast off from the slip and we were on our 

way through the Barkley Cross Canal. We were well sheltered from the wind to the Kentucky Lake portion of 

the Tennessee River. As soon as I rounded the West Entrance Canal Light and headed 140 degrees we were hit 

with a blast of wind that was really doing a number on the lake surface. The lake was almost two miles wide 

here with shallow bars that amplify the wave heights. The waves dead ahead were topping eight feet.  The 

sheets of green water coming over the fly bridge wind screen made things unpleasant and it was not advisable to 

stay topside. I scurried down to the lower station and Guess Who stayed above to turn off the ignition switches 

and secure the bridge cover. It was no “piece of cake” in that wind.  About fifteen minutes later an angry, 

soggy, crew member climbed down the bridge ladder and dripped her way into the aft cabin. I was alone at the 
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lower helm for about a half hour as Jane dried off and changed. I recall hearing mutterings like “Never Again”, 

“Going Home”, and “Divorce”! This was about as close to a true, full blown, mutiny I had yet encountered. 

 My speed was down to about eight MPH, the windshield wipers were full on, and we were being pounded. The 

worst part was a tow we met near the Star Lime Works navigation light. The wind combined with his wake 

caused us to bury the bow three times. It was almost as bad as the submarine wake at Norfolk.  The hatches 

above the V berth were closed, but not 

battened down, so our mattress got soaked 

and loose items were all over the galley 

deck again. The mood of my recently 

water soaked mate was not enhanced. Near 

Blood River the lake narrows to about 1 

mile, but the navigable channel is only 

about 400 yards wide. The buoys were 

hard to see in the spray but the RADAR 

earned its keep. It was a great relief when 

we turned left into Sandy River, then to 

Eagle Creek, and into the calm bay at beautiful Paris Landing State Park Marina. Even better, gas here was 

$1.20 and the slip with electric was $12.00.  After relaxing over lunch we biked to the tennis courts, played two 

sets (winning one each). A tennis team from Tennessee Tech was there also. Their coach was lamenting the fact 

that college physical education was now coed and the Physical Education teachers were not happy with it. We 

retreated to chairs on the rear deck with a bottle of wine, smoked oysters, and Liederkranz cheese.  That evening 

the skipper and entire crew biked up to the inn for a buffet dinner and renewed our friendship! 

 

The predicted front had finally arrived. Thunder and rain kept waking us all night and it was still raining in the 

morning. There was no sense in leaving, so we had coffee and fresh blueberry muffins for breakfast and spent 

most of the day on the phone with the kids. It cleared a bit in the afternoon, but not enough for tennis, so we 

biked to the Coast Guard Station and watched some bass boats coming in for a tournament over the week end. 

After enjoying a spaghetti dinner we checked the charts and planned to do 50 miles the next day.  We wanted to 

get further south and out of the cold dips in the weather.  Mousetail Landing State Park was our target for the 

next day. 

 

We left Paris Landing about 8:45 after waking up to a 

bright, cool, clear morning. The weather was gorgeous, 

not a cloud in the sky all day, and Kentucky Lake was 

placid so we sort of putzed along taking in the sights. 

Many fishermen were out this Sunday but in this expanse 

of water it only looks like a handful of boats. We could 

see the Inn at Paris Landing for many miles. It overlooks 

the whole broad lake, but settled in among the trees, it 

looked like it belonged. The lake became a river again 

around mile 112 after we passed the Tennessee Migrating 

Wildlife Refuge. The river here was lovely, wide, and 

deep with steep rocky cliffs in some areas. We had 

considered stopping at Cuba Landing at mile 115, but it 

was only1:30 so we decided to go on to Perryville at 135.  

As we passed mile 133 Jane noticed this pretty cove with 

a park sign and a boat ramp in sight. She suggested this 

might be a good spot to anchor overnight, so I turned around to an entrance of a large cove that had several little 

inlets.  We dropped anchor in shallow water and took the dinghy to explore. We then noticed the removable seat 

of the inflatable was missing. It probably was lost when we buried the bow. The site here features a primitive 

camp ground and picnic area with our anchorage between the campground and the inlet to the river. This is one 
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of the prettier spots we had seen. Jane took a lot of pictures. When we returned to the boat we enjoyed a Gin 

and Tonic while we watched the sunset. That night we were at anchor with a full moon shining over the pretty 

cove and into our window. 

 

By now it was October 4.  Jane remarked last night had been the best night’s sleep of the whole trip. It was still 

and quiet, with the almost audible sound of cars in the distance. We were awake at 7:45 with a bright sun and a 

heavy mist on the pond. As we left an hour later we needed our Gortex jackets and gloves but it warmed up 

nicely as we continued up the Tennessee River. Little industry is evident along here with the exception of 

dredging for sand and gravel. Lots of mussel-men were active and most of them were divers using Hookah 

systems (Their air is supplied from a gasoline powered compressor on the boat). They all wear wet suits and 

have large, double beam, tractor lights strapped to their hoods to try to illuminate in the three foot visibility.  It 

was weird to see an occasional empty boat with an engine running on board. Most of them do have a helper on 

board though.   If you looked closely you could see the bubbles from their exhalations. I sometimes have a 

nightmare dream about diving under tows and barges in rather shallow water.  I have made dives under ships in 

the channel of the St. Lawrence River, but at 60 to 70 feet down.  Even at that depth you can feel the pressure 

wave and hear the engines and propellers as they pass over you. Coming around a bend we met a tow struggling 

to make the turn with a diver right in the middle of the channel. His helper hauled him up by the Hookah hose, 

started the outboard, and they moved out of the way. Pretty hairy! 

 

There is a large “S” curve at Hardin Bottom and Clifton Bend where mussel divers gave way to fishermen with 

trot lines.  We stopped around noon, asked what they were catching, and found out they were commercial cat-

fishermen. We had about 50 miles to the lock at Pickwick Lake, so we went up on plane.  About 20 miles from 

the dam the port engine started backing down and missing. When I slowed down to about 10 MPH it would run 

smoothly, so I suspected the problem was the water separating gas filter.  All went well until we were about 2 

miles from the lock when the starboard engine quit. More adrenalin! A scan of the gauges indicated it was out 

of gas. We should have stopped for fuel at Savannah. I switched over the port tank and it restarted. At least we 

won’t have to go through another lock on one engine. There’s a 4 mile long, rather narrow, buoyed channel 

curving east leading to the Pickwick Lock. As we rounded the curve we saw a 15 barge tow reassembling at the 

lock wall, the pilot of which called us and requested that we move to the inside so he could exit and not hit us. 

The Lockmaster advised that another tow was coming down, and that he would wait so the two tows could exit 

the channel together. When both of them passed us, we entered the chamber to lock up, praying we wouldn’t 

run out of gas in there. 

 

We had just secured our lines to a floating bollard when the Lockmaster suggested we may wish to move to the 

center of the lock where the turbulence would be less on the 75 foot lift. I restarted the engines and moved up. I 

knew that the starboard gas tank was empty, and we were operating both engines on the port tank that must 

have been almost empty.  A large yacht had come in behind us and did not tie up, but held its position by 

operating its engines. Uniformed crew members were scrubbing and hosing the hull as we were ascending. I 

guess the owner didn’t want to defile the sides by rubbing against the dirty walls. As the lock chamber opened, 

he pulled ahead of us and exited. So much for courtesy…I didn’t like him! 

 

 Both of our engines came to life and we made the run just around the corner to Pickwick State Park Marina’s 

gas dock. Our fuel tanks hold 162 gallons, and we took on 154.4 gallons of gas! When we were settled in our 

slip, I went over the calculations I had made at Paris Landing. The trip was 132 miles and we should have 

arrived with 20 gallons to spare. I then realized I was guilty of a fit of stupidity!  All the way down the Ohio we 

had been going with the current and getting good gas mileage. Now, in the Tennessee, we were going 

upstream! With each hour, in a three knot current, we were in essence going backward three miles. Our 

Sumlog (speedometer) would read 10 MPH but our speed-over-the –ground was only 7. If I had the presence of 

mind to consult the GPS I would have received a true and correct indication of our actual velocity. I should 

have learned this lesson from the guy we met back in Seneca Falls. (The trawler from Chestertown who had 

bucked the St. Lawrence River current.) 
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Pickwick Landing Marina Tennessee was 

another outstanding place, with tennis 

courts, a golf course, and an inn. We didn’t 

get settled until about 4:30 and the first 

thing I did was to install the spare gas 

filters I had purchased back in Amsterdam, 

NY. We then took our inflatable for an 

exploration of the area.  I missed the seat 

we lost a few days ago, but seat cushions 

on the floor of the 10’ Achilles were 

adequate and comfortable. We returned in 

time for a couple of sets of tennis, (I took 

both of them, but Jane had a broken string 

in her racquet.)  We showered and went to 

the buffet at the inn. The gift shop there featured pearls derived from mussels caught at local Birdsong Creek. 

Jane was thinking about buying some pearls for Christmas presents. 

 

Jane was really serious about buying Christmas presents for the girls as well as 

a string of pearls for my mother. They actually had a very good deal at the gift 

shop, approximately 50% off what comparable cultured pearls would be in a 

jewelry shop. The text on the Pearl River Strands brochure reads as follows:   

“These beautiful Pearl River strands can only be compared to the very finest 

cultured pearls in the world. These elegant strands will enhance the beauty of 

every day and compliment any attire” 

 

We slept until nine that Thursday, had scrambled eggs, and started to plot our itinerary for the Tennessee-

Tombigbee Waterway. It’s relatively new, with few facilities, marinas, and fuel stops. We had been warned that 

there are limited or non existent pump-out stations. We biked about a mile into Counce to get replacement water 

separating filters for our gas lines, did some grocery shopping, and dropped by the Post Office. We were also 

able to buy a large edition of the Tenn-Tom Corps of Engineers 95 page Chart Book which will replace the 

small one we had ordered months ago. We got back in time for the luncheon buffet at the inn. The coin laundry 

here is only $.50 as compared to $1.50 elsewhere so we took advantage of it and played more tennis while 

washing our clothes. This was the third consecutive magnificent day in a row and we decided to take advantage 

of it and stay another half day. Aqua Yacht Harbor is only eleven miles away, and would give us a leg up on the 

next phase of our trip.   

 

Following a leisurely breakfast, we biked over to 

Pickwick Dam Museum. Many Indian artifacts from 

archeological digs prior to the flooding were on 

display. There was a history of the region, the project, 

and a relief map of Tennessee. The stretch of river 

between Chattanooga and Knoxville looks real 

interesting with steep cliffs, river bends, and wild 

country. It is known as the Grand Canyon of the south. 

We returned, played a couple of sets of tennis, (which 

Jane let me win). We departed after lunch and went up 

on plane to see if the new filters would do the trick.  

All was OK, and we reached Aqua Yacht Harbor on 
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Yellow River MS in about 45 minutes. There were many lovely homes on the water but most of them had metal 

boat houses. They looked like shanties for year round storage which made them very unattractive. There must 

have been an overzealous covered slip super salesman loose here, as everyone seemed to have one.  

 

We received a nice reception and were talking to Kelly, the dock master, when a familiar person walked down 

the dock.  It was “JAY” the houseboat skipper who had navigated the Chesapeake using only road maps.  We 

met hin at Cape May. He was having a new lower unit installed which, fortunately, his insurance covered.  He 

has been living on disability which he said was being cancelled.  A recent psychological test concluded that if 

he could make the type of solo trip as he has done, he could not be physically or mentally disabled. I would 

contest that. I think the trip WE were making requires a even larger degree of mental instability.  Jay was 

picking up the courtesy car and asked if we needed anything from town. We didn’t, but Jane asked him to join 

us for dinner when he returned.  We finally solved the mystery as to how Jay wound up at Beaver, PA from the 

Intracoastal Waterway. He had gone up the Hudson and on to Lake Champlain where he became concerned 

about continuing on to Canada. He found a flat bed trucker who was going back empty to Pennsylvania. The 

trucker was happy to have a return load and took the house boat to McKeesport on the Allegheny River for the 

cost of his gasoline.  We traded many more tales. He was at Liberty Bay in NYC watching fireworks on July 4 

while we were at Utsch’s Marina awaiting our new engines. We missed the fireworks, but he missed out on the 

“Black Patookas (?) at Cape May!  

 

In the afternoon we took our usual dinghy tour, and ran into “Misty Meadows” from Cincinnati again. Salty 

Dog remembered us. The McAdams were leaving for Mobile Alabama the next morning. They were anxious to 

make the Gulf of Mexico crossing before the weather becomes nasty. 

 

TENNESEE-TOMBIGBEE WATERWAY 

 
The “Ten-Tom” was authorized by Congress in 1964 as a direct waterway between the Eastern Gulf Coast and 

Mid-continental US. It extends from Demopolis, AL to Pickwick Lake TN for a distance of 234 miles and, 

although roughly paralleling the Mississippi, provides a much shorter route from the Ohio River. It consists of 

three sections: a 39 mile cut through the divide between the Tennessee and the Tombigbee River basins, 46 

miles of canal, and 149 miles of rivers. Ten locks and five dams provided a lift of 341 feet. Although officially 

completed in 1985 its facilities had been lagging in development, and many spartan areas still existed. The 

predicted commercial boom had been slow to materialize. 

 

A constant slap, slap, slap of waves made sleeping difficult last night and we were up, but still tired, by 8 AM.  

We said farewell to Jay and new friends and eased around the junction buoy into Yellow Creek. We planned to 

do the monotonous 39 miles of the Tombigbee Cut today. We went for some 6 miles to where Kentucky Lake 

ends and the Cut starts just past Highway 25 at Scuggs Bridge. 

 

The next 30 miles of canal consisted of spoil and disposal areas, high cliffs, and revetments on this 280 foot 

wide, 12 foot deep slash through the divide. The view is punctuated only by the Highway 72, the Southern 

Railway, and Illinois Central bridges and the end was indicated by power lines crossing over at the little town of 

Paden. Not a single boat or tow wake disturbed our tranquil ride on plane that day.   

            

At mile 420 the canal opened up into Bay Springs Lake where we had 

seven more miles to the Bay Springs Marina. The lake was very pretty 

but no future developments were planned for the red sandy shoreline. 

The Marina was built by a father and son who came here from Ohio 

when the Ten-Tom project was started. They loaned us their pick-up 

truck to drive to the Visitor’s Center at the Bay Springs Lock and 

Dam. When we returned Jane read while I repacked the propeller shaft 
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stuffing boxes with the waxed flax I had brought along from Florida. It was peaceful and quiet now and we 

enjoyed a fine night’s sleep. 

 

We had a slow start that eighth day of October, but only had 37 miles and three locks to Midway Marina.  The 

first lock was only a mile downstream so we called the Lockmaster for schedules and lock status. He replied 

that we could go through in a half hour, so we picked up some gas and headed to the lock.  When we arrived a 

trawler was waiting and the Lockmaster said we’d have a long wait since a group of pleasure boaters were 

coming from another lock.  We were in no hurry but the young man in the trawler was very impatient as he 

wanted to be in Mobile in four days. We finally locked through and got into a sequence at the two remaining 

locks. All went well and we arrived at Midway Marina around 3:30. As we were securing the Ring, I noticed 

bubbles coming up from the transom of a trawler in the next slip. Obviously a diver was down there. 

 

 I walked over and introduced myself to the Weldons from Dophine AL, a city just across Mobile Bay. They 

had hit a stump and a diver was attempting to remove their propeller. We agreed to get together on their trawler 

after we did some shopping and they returned from dinner. Meanwhile the courtesy car was available for our 

trip to Fulton for groceries and a new tennis racquet for Jane. Merle and S. M. were about our age and had been 

married for three years following the death of their respective partners. They were headed to Knoxville when 

their prop, a casualty of an unseen log, was fixed. Merle had dreamed of making a boat trip like ours since he 

was a kid. S. M. had about the same attitude as Jane which was that all Marinas were full of old men living out 

their boyhood dream. The old men and their fantasy could have done without some things, like the naked prop 

shaft below. They gave us some great information about anchorages in the Black Warrior River as well as what 

to do and see in Mobile.  We talked until 10:30 

 

We headed out about 8 AM and passed through Lock “C” at Fulton. We went on plane for a while but slowed 

down near a big Weyerhauser plant along the river. Lumbering was a major business here and there were lots of 

logs in the river. We really had to be alert. We bumped two in mid channel but did no damage. The floaters 

were easily spotted while the partially waterlogged ones that float just below the surface were the real worry. I 

activated my “look ahead” sonar again and dodged one large goony. The tows probably nudge them aside, but 

they would wreak havoc with pleasure craft. One of these might have been the “stump” that the Weldon’s hit. A 

radio call to Lock “A” Lockmaster, about 6 miles ahead, informed us he was handling a double cut of a tow 

with wood chips. We throttled down and idled along watching a slow moving Missippian freight train overtake 

and pass us. Our timing was good and we passed through Lock “A” with ease.  The friendly Lockmaster told us 

we could tie up to a barge in the basin ahead it we wish to visit the Museum in Amory. We considered it, and 

thanked him, but decided it would be more convenient for us to continue to Aberdeen and take the courtesy car 

back if available. 

 

 Clouds were forming and it looked as if rain was eminent. As things turned out, there was no precipitation and 

the clouds cleared away by the time we docked at Aberdeen. The car was available so we back tracked to see an 

1830 Log cabin at the Museum in Amory. There was a pair of elderly docents on duty who seemed tickled to 

have someone to educate. Among other items of local lore, we learned that the local doctor’s wife had raised 

nine kids in this small dwelling.  The Marina at Aberdeen was a charming 

establishment, nestled in the trees. It was well appointed and the people 

were friendly. 

 

 A cold front passed through during the night, so we slept well.  It was cold 

the next morning-in the 40’s, so hot oatmeal was on the breakfast menu 

today. We left at 9 AM to make the Aberdeen lock schedule  We were 

about a half mile from the lock when we heard a boat named “Navigator” 

call the lock requesting that  they delay the gate closing for a few minutes 

so he could enter.  We popped up on plane and entered behind him. Moored next to us was another boat 

”Moments”. They had a sad story to tell. They had anchored in a small ox bow near Acker cut-off that night and 
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their anchor had fouled on something. They had tried everything to free it without success so their only option 

was to cut their anchor line in the morning. In the shelter of the lock, Jane broke out sweat shirts and our Gortex 

jackets so we could stay on the bridge.  

 

In the low speed area just outside the lock we saw two sparrows harassing an eagle.  We watched as he finally 

shrugged them off and, having caught a thermal, spiraled up almost out of sight. A little further along another 

eagle flew out of the trees with a snake in its talons. We were traveling with the other two boats when we all 

came around a bend to find a dredge working and a tow in the process of passing it.  The canal was mighty 

crowded, but we single filed and everyone got through. A lot of dredging was needed there since the Tombigbee 

River, narrower than the canal, had crossed or joined it 22 times in the last 20 miles. Today was not a happy day 

for “Moments”. Just short of the Columbus Lock they turned back to the Tote and Float Marina we had just 

passed because they had hit a log!  I cherished my forward looking sonar! 

 

When we settled into Marina Cove Marina at Pickensville, 

AL. we grabbed our bikes and pedaled to the Tenn-Tom 

Visitors Center at Aliceville. It was 3:55 when we arrived 

there and discovered it closed at 4:00 on Sunday. We 

wandered around outside and remarked that it didn’t look 

much different than it had when we visited by car 6 years 

ago. The Aliceville Lock and Dam was now known as the 

Tom Bevill Lock. He was the Alabama senator on the 

appropriations committee who pushed through the Tenn-Tom 

Project. It didn’t seem to have done much for the economics 

of the region so far, but there was a lot of barge traffic from 

somewhere. We planned to stop there the next day as I want to tour the Snag Boat. They had a nice pier where 

we could dock. When we biked back to the boat, “Moments” was just coming in. They were fortunate to have 

found someone in this area who could pull and straighten the propeller in such a short time. It was still cold but 

reasonably cozy in our salon.  We had a late dinner and bundled up in bed. 

 

On Columbus Day and we docked at the end of a small pier 

by the main Visitor’s Center of the Tenn-Tom. The fancy 

southern mansion building was the office of the Corps of 

Engineers. I was disappointed to find we could not go inside 

of the Snag Boat. The boat was open for self guided tours 

when we had been here by car a few yeas ago.  It was really 

a fascinating craft, capable of lifting navigation hazards 

such as full grown oak trees, snags and stumps. It had been 

used in numerous southern rivers for many years before 

being restored and anchored here. It seemed a shame to have such an imposing craft anchored at the center and 

only allow persons to walk around it.  A simple cardboard mock-up would have been just as effective. 

 

There were recreation areas all along this river/canal/lake section all of which appeared to be well done. There 

were paved roads, launch pads, metal picnic tables, and playgrounds.  We were surprised there weren’t more 

people here on Columbus Day. We had been told that Sumter Recreation Area was an excellent anchorage, so 

we planned to stay there at the end of the 

day. At Cooks Bend Cutoff a deer was 

swimming across the river.  When we 

approached it really shifted into high gear 

and scampered up the bank. We found that 

Sumter Landing was for picnicking, boat 

launching, and had a large cove the shape of 
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a boot for anchoring. The depth finder indicated a hard sloping bottom so we had difficulty getting the Danforth 

to hold.  We finally set the hook and splashed the dinghy for a spin around the cove and river, and followed this 

by a hike through the park. The trees were starting to change and the whole place was tinged with reds and 

yellows above a carpet of wildflowers. When we returned we noticed another boat anchored a considerable 

distance from ours.  After dinner I checked the batteries and added distilled water to them as needed, read a 

while, and turned in. Jane looked out and saw two anchor lights. We had another neighbor that we didn’t even 

hear come in. 

 

When we got up around 7:30 the other two boats were gone in spite of a heavy haze surrounding us, and a thick 

fog covered the river.  Jane turned on VHF channel 16/13 and we heard the two boats talking to the lock. A tow 

was tied to the lock wall (tows rarely moved in fog) and the lockmaster was concerned about their safe passing. 

One of the boats had RADAR and the other did not. The other was the sail boat “Passages” that we had met at 

Green Turtle Bay.  We called them, wished them well, and told them we were waiting out the fog where they 

had anchored last night. About 8:45 it was clear enough for us to make the mile trip to the lock. The southbound 

tow at the wall told us to go ahead of as they had about a half hour before leaving.  

 

As we exited the lock, the sky turned bright blue and the rest of the day was calm, clear, and gorgeous. Near the 

twin bridges of Route 50 and 20, we stopped to watch a crane loading logs from trucks to a barge.  It took the 

crane only two passes to remove all the logs from the truck which were immediately lost in the vast maw of the 

barge. After lunch we decided to go 

on plane as we had about 30 miles 

to Demopolis. As we rounded a 

sharp curve we saw a small float 

boat at the river bank. We tried to 

slow for it, but it was too late. We 

both looked back to see if he could 

handle our wake. He was OK, but 

we were not! I just caught a glimpse 

of the tree limb that was passing 

under us and felt it hit a propeller. 

By now we were going slowly and 

things seemed all right, although I was unhappy for our not keeping watch ahead.  I advanced the throttles only 

to find a bad vibration. Badly bummed out, we did the last 20 miles to Demopolis at low speed. 

 

MUTINY #13 

 Propeller damage. 

 
Sleep was hard to come by at the Demopolis Yacht Basin that night. A single niobronze (nickel-bronze-

aluminum) prop costs about $450, and if a strut or shaft was bent or damaged the boat would need a haul out. I 

did not believe we had been hit that hard, but I will know this morning. I got the SCUBA gear out of the aft 

cabin and proceeded to the swim platform. We had docked bow in so I’d have room to work on the prop(s) and 

have more depth to get under the stern. The Sonar indicated 5.8 feet with a soft bottom amidships. I climbed 

down the swim ladder with a large channel-lock, Visegrip and a brass hammer. I stepped into a gooey mess and 

sunk about a foot until I hit a firm bottom. The water was filthy, but I had some visibility. A “Braille” check of 

the port propeller revealed it to be smooth, so I slowly pulled my feet out of the sticky muck and moved over to 

the starboard side. Three of the four blades were smooth, but the fourth had a small curl on the outer edge. 

(Fortunately not a “fold” which cannot be straightened) The transmissions were in neutral so after about 20 

minutes of careful bending, turning, tapping, and comparing it to the other blades by feeling, the remaining 

blade was as near to its original configuration as I could make it.  I was confident that no damage to the strut or 

bending of the shaft had occurred. I surfaced and swam over to a ladder on the dock. I wasn’t about to get on 



 87 

board the swim platform with the crud on my legs and feet. I hosed myself off. I had the feeling that I had just 

had a swim in someone’s septic tank and headed for the shower. After a prolonged scrubbing of my gear and 

my body, I started back to the boat and was surprised to see a Carver, the twin of ours, hanging in the sling.  It 

was “Misty Meadows”. 

 

When I returned to the boat, Barb McAdams was there visiting with Jane. She hadn’t recognized the Brass Ring 

as we had docked facing in.  Our problem is nothing compared to theirs. They had left Green Turtle about three 

days before us and have been here for two. They hit a large log that was crosswise in the channel about 30 miles 

upstream. They were running on plane and ran over it before they could stop or turn.  Both propellers were 

badly damaged, the struts were misaligned, and at least one shaft was bent. They limped and drifted all the way 

down here to the only haul-out facility. Lou was driving a rental car to Mobile, three hours away, to have the 

props rebuilt. We were pretty sure the errant log was from the place we stopped to watch the crane loading a 

barge yesterday. Barb and Jane took the courtesy car shopping. Meanwhile, I arranged with the mechanic to 

make a test run the next day to access any damage to our propellers or shafts. 

 

Barb and Jane came back in a real fancy courtesy car, a 1992 Astro van. The deal here 

was a flat $3.00 charge and we didn’t have to fill the gas tank.  The three of us went 

back into the town of Demopolis which was the official end of the Ten-Tom. It was a 

medium size town with busy shops surrounding a village green. One clerk inquired as 

to where we were from because “we didn’t talk right!” Originally settled by 

Napoleonic exiles the land was given to them by George Washington. Their intended 

endeavor was to grow olives but that proved to be unsuccessful and they switched to 

cotton.  When we returned to the boat, I finally summoned the energy to clean the 

deck, including the tar that had been tracked on it when the bridge was removed in 

Erie. I had just finished and ready for a Gin and Tonic when “Passages” sailed in and 

joined us for some snacks. Jane grilled a steak for dinner and later nuked a chicken in 

the microwave. 

 

We had a new passenger! Jane discovered mouse leavings in the dish cabinet and a gnawed upon bag of chips 

after dinner. She had mentioned hearing a noise when we couldn’t sleep last night.  I did not know how the 

critter got aboard, but my stock of necessities did not include a mouse trap.  He’d probably get a free ride to 

Mobile before I can get a trap, and I didn’t want to buy a cat.  In her haste to inspect food, dishes, and 

silverware Jane spilled hot chicken fat on our sleeping bag. She wiped it off, but it will need washing. This is 

what” luxury yacht living” is all about! 

 

We made a test run on the props that morning. The mechanic (Gene) came by and we took the Brass Ring out to 

the lake. He stayed below to listen to the engines and to check the prop shafts at the stuffing boxes in the aft 

cabin.  I increased the RPM on the engines at intervals of a few hundred revolutions. I would then synchronize 

them and run a few minutes. No vibration or resonance was evident up to 4,000 RPM, which was faster than I 

ever turned them. I guess I did a good job of beating the propeller back into shape. We could now resume our 

trip. 

 

BLACK WARRIOR RIVER 

 
The Black Warrior River is 178 miles long and has its headwaters in the Appalachian Mountains west of 

Birmingham, AL. It joins the Ten-Tom waterway at Demopolis and generally flows for 30 miles in a highly 

meandering course known as Lake Demopolis.  It then joins the Mobile River forming the extended system of 

waterways and locks to Mobile Bay. The total distance from Demopolis to Mobile, AL is 217 miles. 
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We were up at 7 AM in order to lock through with three other boats going south. We came to the lock and were 

joined by another boat the “Lucky Duck” The lockmaster informed us that there was a southbound tow, the 

“Margie Golding” coming with a cement barge and would have locking priority. The four of us waited two 

hours!  I didn’t know why he could not have sent us through, as there was plenty of time. When the tow finally 

arrived, the lockmaster told us we could lock through with him. Then he decided the cement was a “dangerous 

cargo”. He changed his mind, and we had to wait for about another hour. We hung around for a complete lock 

cycle and he finally told us we could come in, but the lock light was red and the usual horn or siren was not 

sounded. I inquired about the lack of signals and he said to “come in anyway”. The guy seemed totally 

incompetent. Some lockmasters are friendly and helpful, and others enjoyed flaunting their authority.  

 

We finally exited the lock at 11:20, and continued past an airport 

and some industry after which the river had heavily wooded 

banks with little visible population. About 16 miles downstream, 

at the Sumpter and Chotaw County line, the river couldn’t figure 

where it wanted to go! In a five mile stretch we had gone south, 

east, south, west, east, north, west, and south in that order. There 

was a lot of traffic in this corridor which serves the Ten-Tom and 

the Birmingham markets. We met eight tows that day. Large 

tows must have had a horrible time negotiating this area. We 

reached our intended anchorage at about four PM. 

 

Bashi Creek was recommended as a pleasant spot to 

drop the hook. It had a nice basin off the river and was 

in the middle to two sharp “D” shaped turns that went 

from east to south to west in less than a mile. The 

entrance was 6’ deep and deeper after you passed a 

launch ramp and park.  We used both a bow and stern 

anchor to hold our position that night.  Just after 

anchoring I rowed over to the picnic area to deposit 

some trash and had a chat with some local folks who 

had never been on a boat. I loaded them on the dinghy 

and brought them over to the Brass Ring. 

 

They were Henry and Elsie Scuggs with Elmer and 

Louise about 14 and 12. They were amazed at the 

appointments and facilities to be found on a boat which, they said, were more elaborate than most houses 

around here. I took them “upstairs” and showed them the steering apparatus and engine controls, followed by 

and explanation of the various instruments. Henry was extremely impressed that I could tell how deep the water 

was, what the bottom looked like, and that I could talk to tows, and other boats. We then went to the lower 

station, where we could “drive in the dead of night or fog with no lights”. I fired up the Radar and set it to 1 

mile and showed them the area of their pick-up in the parking lot.  I then searched upstream to around 5 miles 

where they saw a moving tow coming our way and finally pass the entrance to our mooring. I believe, by then, 

they thought the two of us and the Brass Ring were from outer space!  Jane had made lemonade for Elsie and 

the kids, while I had a beer with Henry.  It was rather different and we all had fun.  

 

 About sundown we heard the two boats, “Lucky Duck” and “Passages, talking about anchoring at mile 157 

when two tows chimed in and suggested they come in to Bashi where we were. (I guess they have enough 

problems without having to dodge anchored boats along the shore.) They each required over 5 feet in depth, so I 

took the inflatable to the entrance to help them in by making soundings with our boat hook. “Passages” came in 

but “Lucky Duck” was a little reluctant and wanted to get closer to Mobile. They decided that they would travel 

on for a few more hours. We helped “Passages” anchor in the deeper spot in the creek and they asked us over 
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for dinner. Jane brought chicken, salad and corn. We had a great buffet and visit with Don and Rose, and Bill 

and Bonnie. The two tows came by later that night, each spotlighted us, and asked if we had anchored OK. They 

wished us well. We wondered where they had found “Lucky Duck”. 

 

On Friday, October 15 I woke up in the middle of the night and could see stars through the hatch. I got up to 

check our position and that of “Passages”. All was OK and serene. When we woke up again at daybreak our 

neighbor was gone. We stayed in bed until 7:30, had breakfast, weighed anchors, and were on our way by 8:00. 

We went up on plane and thought we’d pick up gas at the Gilberton Oil dock which, we found, was abandoned. 

Just around the corner at Turkey Point we overtook “Passages” and told them we’d go ahead, get gas at Bobby’s 

Fish Camp, and then go through the Coffeville Lock with them. Bobbie’s was a bit run down and the only 

person on the dock was an older, tobacco chewing character who informed us that the only gas they had was 87 

Octane.  We were a bit low on gas and the next station was over 50 miles ahead, so I decided to get 40 gallons 

which should bring the octane rating up and should have supplied us with enough fuel to make the run. 

 

We caught up with “Passages” a few miles before the lock 

and passed through with no delays. The river tended to be a 

bit monotonous. The only apparent activity at Jackson was 

the Southern Railway’s lift bridge, Alabama Electric Steam 

plant, and Smith Lumber. Lady’s Landing was a single dock 

parallel to the river at the lower end of a horseshoe bend 

below Carney’s Bluff.  The operation was run by a family 

from a trailer on the bank above. ( Mom, Joyce, Debbie, and 

Guy)  We refueled with 92 gallons, got a free hat, and tied 

up tightly. “Passages” came in about an hour after we did, 

and was followed by a 60’Bluewater, which occupied the 

last available dock space. Then a 42’ Sea Ray came by and requested permission to raft off “Passages”. He was 

followed by a call from a 37’ Nordic Tug “Marie” who needed diesel fuel and a place to stay for the night. 

“Mom” called us to see if it was OK for him to raft off us. We reluctantly agreed. We all got a good laugh when 

the Nordic asked for directions to the diesel dock and his slip number for the night. After they tied up to us, we 

found them to be a nice couple from Toronto who also had their boat hauled from Erie to Pittsburgh in June. We 

shared cocktails, dinner, and desert while comparing notes about Canadian canal trips 

.  

The first of a series of tows came by as we were having dinner that 

night. The Blue Light was again so close it seemed as if we could 

touch it from the “Marie”.  I’m glad we were on the inside, but if a 

barge were to hit the Nordic Tug it would crush us also. During the 

night we were awakened by the searchlights of four more tows 

sweeping their brilliant beams from side to side of the river to 

illuminate the banks. It was a real eerie feeling.  Jane took a picture of 

one of them bearing down on us from out of the gloom. 

 

We met the morning with a “glad cry” as the slower moving and early rising mariners took off. We did manage 

to languish in bed until seven AM. There were some mean looking clouds north of us although it was sunny 

there so we got our act in gear for our next anchorage, Lizzard Creek.  It turned cloudy but we stayed on the 

bridge all day. There were hundreds of 

logs stacked along the river banks along 

there. There had been so many bends in 

the river, the chart didn’t even bother to 

name them, except for the “doozies”. We 

had just come around a double horseshoe 

that was a figure eight with two 180 
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degree loops between mile 74.4 and 70.8 (Horseshoe Bend linked to Newman Bend)  and was followed by three 

more lesser loops. A Ferrier could have had a field day shoeing this river. At mile 45 the Alabama River joins 

the Tombigbee to form the Mobile River. 

 

 The river was much wider now and we saw more commercial activity such as the Barry Steam Plant and two 

cranes on circular tracks loading HUGE stacks of logs onto barges. We caught up with “Passages” about three 

miles before our anchorage. We both pulled in and dropped the hooks at the junction between big and little 

Lizzard Creeks. We had another pot-luck dinner again, but this time at “our house” 

 

As usual,” Passages” was gone before we got up 

for a leisurely breakfast. There was an old fellow 

living in a dwelling nearby who was running 

about in a Jon boat checking his set lines. Another 

boat was approaching that sounded like a tow 

boat, but Jane thought it was just one of the many 

fishermen here. To our surprise, it was a tow boat 

coming down Lizzard Creek. It turned just where 

“Passages” had been anchored and went into the 

Mobile River. We departed among typical bayou 

stuff-cypress, live oaks, palmettos, and swampy 

land. There were a lot of fishermen with trot lines 

and seines for catching catfish along the river and 

we saw many deserted shacks. They had probably 

been constructed by some now disillusioned 

fishermen. We were now about a mile from 12 Mile Island, the site of the tragic Amtrack wreck. We planned to 

swing in to pay our respects. 

 

September 22, 1993. 

 In an early morning fog, the towboat Mauville pushing 6 barges containing Coal, Cement, Logs, and Wood 

Chips made the wrong turn up Bayou Canot.  The Pilot Willie Odum thought he had hit the bank and started to 

back, not realizing the object he had hit was the 84 year old bridge of the Louisville and Nashville Railroad. 

The bridge, which had been inspected only three days earlier, could not withstand the impact and a section was 

moved a few inches sideways, misaligning the rails. Only 5 minutes later the Amtrack Sunset Limited which had 

left Mobile 20 minutes late, derailed and plunged headlong off the seven foot high trestle into 16 feet of dark 

muddy water. 47 people were killed and 153 persons were injured. It was 45 minutes before the nearest 

rescuers could reach the scene since it was only accessible by water or rail. During the following week divers 

recovered the bodies.  A barge crane was brought in to remove the wreckage. A new bridge was rebuilt in a 

record eleven days. 

 

The new railroad bridge is only 1,700 feet off the river channel, and 

it was easy to see how a mistake could have been made in the fog 

with 600 feet of barges ahead of the tow. The chart shows a 

confusing intersection of cross channels and the proper course is 

difficult to discern. Markers with RADAR reflectors could have 

prevented the error. There were very few navigation aids in this 

area of the Mobile River. The new bridge, replacing the old trestle 

was a steel truss bridge to the south and the reinforced original five 

section trestle to the north.  
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The horror of the tragedy still remains. The timing of the accident was unfortunate. Few signs of the disaster remain 

except for vestiges of the old trestle on the banks. A white cross and memorial is at the north bank of the bayou. We 

paused a while, said a short prayer, and continued on to Mobile Bay. 

 

MOBILE BAY & GULF INTRACOASTAL WATERWAY 
 

Mobile Harbor is a busy port with ocean going ships, tows and barges 

transferring cargos, along with solo tugs and small vessels.  The 

channel was strewn with logs so we picked our way slowly through 

them. The area was striking under a sunny day with big cumulus 

clouds on the horizon. As we followed the shipping channel we saw a 

weird combination coming toward us.  It was a large container ship, 

obviously disabled, with a tug pulling at the bow, another pushing at 

the stern, a third along side, and one more at right angles to the bow. 

 

We turned west into the marina channel and met “Marie”, the Nordic Tug, headed for New Orleans. We waved 

as we passed and then docked at Grand Mariner Marina to find “Windy Meadows” here, their propellers, struts, 

and bent shaft finally repaired. In a few days we planned to be making the long run around the Gulf of Mexico 

to Crystal River. We didn’t carry enough fuel to make the diagonal crossing. The Gulf had a tendency to be 

stormy this time of year. We arranged to have the boat hauled to check the propellers, rudders, through hull 

fittings, and to thoroughly service the engines. 

 

On Monday, October 18 we moved over to the haul-out slip at eight in the morning to find another boat there, 

so we waited a half hour for our turn. While they were working on our boat, we obtained the courtesy car (a 

brand new Buick Park Avenue) and drove into Mobile. We picked up our mail at General Delivery, washed the 

sleeping bags, bought charts and a guide book for the Gulf Intracoastal Waterway, and finally bought a bunch 

of mousetraps. Mobile is nice city with lots of live oaks, large homes, and a new convention center, and a 

museum which was closed that day. When we returned we found 

the Brass Ring had received a prop dent removal, loose rudder 

fitting repair, engine tune up, a thorough inspection, oil and 

transmission fluids check, zinc inspection, and a touch up of a 

couple of paint dings. They told me they couldn’t get the special 

PCM breaker points but had cleaned and filed the old ones. I paid 

the “ransom note” and we moved back to the dock to find a 

shrimper coming in. We hiked over to see the fresh catch and 

were delighted to buy $10.00 worth of jumbo shrimp with the 

heads off for $4.50. After a bike ride around the area and a dinghy 

trip on the harbor, we pigged out on Shrimp Scampi, froze the rest 

of the shrimp, and returned to set mouse traps. 

 

I opened the package and removed half a dozen traps. (These devices are a marvel of engineering in that the 

amount of feed-back the mouse receives is far greater than the energy the mouse puts into it!)  Having baited 

them with a smorgasbord board of goodies, I distributed them around the galley, head, counters, and runways.  

I heard a loud “thwack” in the middle of the night. I was pretty certain I knew what had happened but didn’t 

get up to investigate. I just rolled over and went to sleep, feeling as Teddy Roosevelt might have when he 

bagged his first moose!   
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The Demopolis Country Mouse who had enjoyed a 217 mile yacht trip to the big city ended his career on our 

galley counter last night. I was surprised to see how scrawny he was, considering he had almost unlimited 

access to our larder for a few weeks. During that time we had discarded enough partly gnawed packages to 

restock a Piggley-Wiggley shelf.  He had been into almost everything. I cleaned and stored the remaining traps, 

placed the entire mouse and trap in a zip-lock bag, and dropped it in the garbage. We spent the morning doing 

dishes, cleaning the whole galley area, inspecting all our supplies and wiping all of the reachable surfaces with 

Lysol. This picture is from the salon, looking into the galley with the V-berth in the background. The lower 

station is to starboard above the head and shower.  Jane changed all the bedding just in case we had been 

sharing our bunk with our former lodger. 

 

I was concerned about the filed breaker points and called 

around to find they would have to be ordered from PCM.  A 

local person thought I might have found find them at 

Dauphin Island but he could not supply any more 

information. A boat neighbor, John Johnson, suggested I try 

Day River Marine, one of the largest repair shops in Mobile, 

and only a short boat ride away. We hopped in the dinghy 

and went over there. They didn’t have the breaker points 

either. As we were leaving we ran into Sylvester (of Rosco 

and Sylvester from Green Turtle Bay). They were having a 

new transmission installed in their Bertram.  They had been 

back and forth to Chicago while waiting for the repair and were hoping to leave for FL the next day.  They were 

a lot of fun, and Sylvester asked us to come over later when Rosco got back from town. We returned later with a 

bottle of wine, and we spent the evening sharing our experiences since Green Turtle Bay. Back on our boat, we 

went over the charts of the Gulf Intracoastal Waterway, which had never been completed along northwestern 

Florida. Our plan was to leave the following day if the weather was willing to cooperate. 

 

The forecast wasn’t good for the next couple of days so we decided to go over to the Grand Hotel Marina at 

Point Clear, AL across the bay. We had heard a lot about this old Colonial Resort Hotel and wanted to see it so I 

called them. The girl I contacted said they didn’t have any space at their dock but we decided to go over and 

have a look anyway.  We said goodbye to the McAdams once again, and headed out across the bay.  

 

To the west the sky was dark and forbidding but clear to 

the east toward the bay. A pretty good chop with white 

caps met us by the time we crossed the ship channel so we 

went off plane. We only had about 5 miles to Fairhope. 

Thunderheads were forming over us as we pulled into the 

sheltered Marina basin to find that plenty of slips were 

open. We walked over to the hotel registration desk and 

signed in. The docking price was reasonable and we were 

invited to partake in all the amenities of the resort. This 

was an outstanding 45 year old resort featuring Victorian architecture and furniture, tasteful landscaping with 

gardens, breezeways, and old oaks. The amenities consisted of a health club, tennis courts, a fishing pier with 

poles and bait, croquet and shuffleboard courts, and a huge pond-like pool. What more could have we wanted? 

The rain stopped after lunch and we rode our bikes on the trail to the charming town of Fairhope. The town was 

started as a utopian community at the turn of the century. Homes here were small and quaint examples of the 

30’s, well landscaped and clean. We stopped for an ice cream soda at one of the many shops downtown. We 

biked down to the pier, went back to the hotel for tennis, watched the World Series and finally decided to go to 

bed, mouse-free for a change. 
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Last night we found a big flaw in an otherwise idyllic spot. The marina here was like a miniature Bay of Fundy 

in that its entrance neck faces Mobile Bay. It had the tendency to focus and amplify the chop that a west wind or 

steamboat wake would make on the docking slips there. We slammed against our fenders and the pilings most 

of the night. Jane said she was awake most of the night, and she was worried about out trip across the gulf this 

late in the year. We were greeted by dense fog in the morning and listened to the marine weather broadcast. 

There was a predicted small craft advisory and a cold front coming in so we decided to stay put. The fog lifted 

and it was calm so we biked into town again to mail some packages to the kids. We played some tennis and 

went for a swim in the pool right beside the dock.  At the pool side we met a couple from Iowa who were 

celebrating their 50
th

 anniversary. They were intrigued by what a “romantic, relaxing, and restful life” cruising 

must have been! We invited them on board for lunch, had a nice visit, and they left still believing our trip has 

been RR and R. Ha! Ha! We re-tied the boat with bow and stern lines plus spring lines to keep us centered in 

the slip before the front came through. The wind started whipping up the bay and it got cooler.  We enjoyed the 

hot tub, had dinner, watched the World Series again, and retired to lots of rocking but no pounding. 

 

We would be here another day until the weather cleared. It was very pleasant and there were many things to do 

like sleeping late and having a light breakfast so we could enjoy the buffet lunch at the hotel. The hotel had a 

very nice cozy atmosphere with elegant and rustic décor. A large central fireplace dominated the lobby with 

bird cages by the windows overlooking the bay. Tables, lounges, and club chairs were strategically located in 

conversation groups. The buffet consisted of a delicious clam chowder, salad, and sandwiches (Jane had a 

Ruben and I had Corned Beef on Pumpernickel) with fruit cobbler for desert.  

 

There was a Bar Presidents Convention there, and we enjoyed some people-watching for a while.  When the 

wind was down we went out on the pier to try our hand at fishing. They had cane poles rigged with bobbers and 

had bait in containers by the rail. We caught and released a few grunts, a sergeant major, a lady fish, and a 

striped critter I couldn’t identify.  A matronly lady conventioneer was watching us and asked if she could try 

fishing.  I rigged a pole, bated her hook and she shortly hauled in a puffer fish. She was in a mild state of panic 

when it dangled near her nose from the upright pole and started to inflate, exposing the hundreds of its little 

spines. She thought that it was going to explode! That ended her angling. She dropped the pole and its contents, 

and I believe she headed for the nearest Bar! 

 

On our last night we had a light dinner, read a while, and got to bed at a reasonable hour. Around midnight we 

felt the boat slamming against the dock, and the bow pulpit banging against a railing.  I got up to find the dock 

cleat holding the stern had pulled out. I hopped out on the dock in my pajamas, dragged the boat back, and 

found a new appendage to secure the mooring line. The swells were building up and really socking the docks. 

Early that morning we listened to NOAA Weather and decided to leave that day. After checking out at the hotel 

we were out to the shipping channel when we remembered we had left some fenders tied to the dock and we 

returned to retrieve them.  The bay was choppy so we went slowly to the Intracoastal and headed east. I started 

up on plane but both engines kept dying off.  I thought it was a breaker point problem. We could stay on plane 

but just barely. Gas mileage was bad and the engines were running hot. I slowed and things improved at low 

speeds so we decided to continue on to Pensacola and try to find new points there.  

 

At Bear Point an engine died and we limped into the only Marina at 2:30. They had no mechanic, but the owner 

drove me to an auto parts store in Gulf Shores. They had points for Chevy engines but not the ones for the PCM 

units in our boat. I tried to call Boat US and PCM but it was almost 5 PM on Saturday and no one was available. 

I had no way to check the engine timing. I went below and investigated the point gap with a feeler gauge. They 

were both off and I reset them to .019”.  It probably didn’t help much, but it was the only option open to me at 

the time. 

 

The sun came out for the first time in many days. The Marina here couldn’t help us as they had no facilities and 

no mechanic. We had to go on to Pensacola which was about 20 miles ahead. As we came into Pensacola Bay I 

tried going on plane to see if the point gapping had done any good. After a few minutes the starboard engine 
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was overheating so I stopped and went below to find a secondary hose was separated from its barb. Closer 

inspection revealed that a plastic hose barb had melted. 

   

Following my old routine of single engine operation, to which we had 

become adept, we limped in to Harbor Village. I managed to ease into 

our slip after passing through the narrow, rock lined channel to Pitt Slip 

Marina. After a quick lunch we took our bikes to see if the only 

hardware store in the village was open so I could replace the melted 

hose barb.  No luck. We only saw the train at the Pensacola Village 

Museum as it was also closed.  We then walked back toward the boat 

because I now had a flat bike tire. Today, Sunday, had not been one of 

our better days. 

 

Things improved a bit as we trudged past a park where two couples were conversing.  Jane inquired as to where 

we might find a hardware store and explained our dilemma. The only place open on Sunday was Builders 

Square, some 6 miles from here. A kind gentleman named Jim Barrett offered to drive me there while Jane 

stayed with the bicycles, joining their group in the park. In our absence, Jane met June, Jim’s wife, and the other 

couple both of whom were very active in the Pro-Choice Movement. The Barrett’s often served as volunteer 

escorts for Dr. John B. Britton who operated an abortion clinic. The Ladies Center in the area often received 

death threats from religious zealots.  When Jim and I returned from Builders Square with the hose barb I 

needed, he also offered to drive us back to the Marina. We folded the bikes and went back to the Brass Ring 

where they joined us for Gin and Tonic and snacks. We had a long and serious conversation with them.  They 

were very intelligent, thoughtful, and caring persons who do not condone abortion per se, but feel it is an 

individual woman’s right to make the decision. Both Jim and June were military retirees living in Pensacola. He 

served some twenty years and was a Lt. Colonel in the Air Force, and she “outranked him” as a Navy Captain.  

 

 June 29, 1994. (An article from the Warren Times Observer)  A 12 gauge shotgun wielding, former minister, 

Paul Hill, murdered Dr. John B Britton and Jim Barrett and wounded June. He was hiding in the bushes of The 

Ladies Center as the threesome arrived in Jim’s pickup truck. As Mr. Barrett exited, Hill fired four shots killing 

Jim instantly. He then reloaded his gun, killed Dr. Britton in the passenger seat and wounded June, who was in 

the rear seat of the truck. (On July 12 a 12 person jury found Paul Hill guilty of murder.  He was executed by 

lethal injection on November 2, 1994.) 
 

The wind really picked up that night and we had to re-tie the boat. We endured a lot of slapping, rocking, and rolling, 

and it was far from still. I called PCM the next morning and informed them of our problem. They told me there is a 

service facility at Bayou Chico across the harbor called Brown’s Boat Yard. Jane hunted for the Pitt Slip dock master 

to pay our bill while I replaced the melted hose barb and attempted to start the starboard engine. It went “thunk” and 

would not turn over.  The port engine was warming up when Jane returned. I had gotten pretty good at single engine 

maneuvering, but it took time to work our way out between the rocky shore and some forty boats in slips before we 

were in open water. After going directly south to the channel into Bayou Chico we were held up by the highway 

bridge that was scheduled to open at noon. We were able to tie up at a yacht club dock for the 20 minute wait and 

nosed into Brown’s after the span opened. This was a highly 

industrialized area, with Brown’s on the western  

edge of it, a few hundred yards past the bridge. 

 

MUTINY #14 

 Engine Trouble…Again! 

 
Monday, October 26 we met with Ken Powers, the 

Manager, and the mechanic, Dave Harlison, who after 
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testing and inspecting the engine said “It doesn’t look good!” 

 

 Water was in four cylinders. There were gasket problems again and the engines were only four months old. A 

teardown of both new engines would be necessary. This was the low spot of our entire trip!  We were out of the 

pristine tourist area of Pensacola and were surrounded by a majority of rather run-down shops and dwellings. 

Although we didn’t know it at the time, we were destined to spend over sixteen days in this spot!  I kept a 

detailed journal of the progress which would add nothing to this story, so I’ll continue our escapades here in the 

Florida Panhandle 

 

We didn’t sleep well last night, and did not for many nights thereafter. There was a huge scrap yard just across 

the creek from us featuring a mobile crane with an electromagnetic pick-up. It swung around, picked up a large 

load of scrap metal, came back, and dropped it into a steel barge. It reminded me of when, as a kid, I worked as 

a pin setter in a bowling alley. It was about four times louder than the noise I remember while setting on the 

platform over the pins. I timed the cycle and it took the crane operator about 80 seconds to pick up, move, and 

drop a load. I guess we’re fortunate that they only worked two shifts and things quieted down around eleven 

o’clock. There was no sleeping beyond seven AM though, when the scrap symphony resumed.   

 

Our salon was cramped, since Dave’s tools and parts were beside the 

open port hatch. Our couch, coffee table, and chairs were pushed over 

to starboard. By sundown it was generally too cold to be on deck or on 

the bridge. Shore power was limited by the capacity of one 15 Amp. 

outlet on the side of the warehouse, but it had been enough to run 

some lamps and a small space heater. I checked with Ken Powers 

about the possibility of trucking the Brass Ring across the state. It 

looks like we could haul the Ring to Cocoa, Florida for about 

$1,000.00, but I don’t think I could handle the possibility of removing 

the fly bridge again. 

 

We met the owner S. J. Brown that first morning. He was an interesting character near his eighties and was still 

going strong. His grandson and son-in-law both worked in the business there which entailed oil barges, salvage, 

and the boat yard. He wanted to renovate the latter (which needed it) and was talking about building condos on 

his vacant lot between the boat yard and the highway. Since we had nothing to amuse us there so we planned to 

pedal the 6 or 7 miles to the Naval Air Force Museum. S. J. was worried about our biking so far. He gave us his 

phone number to call if we needed a ride back. We made it OK although we went by a lot of broken or 

nonexistent sidewalks and areas that were dotted with pawn shops and dollar stores. That was not the best part 

of town.  

 

After touring the Survival Exhibit on the Air Base, we had lunch at McDonalds, and passed a group of aviation 

candidates, including five girls, on the way to the museum. We joined a tour that took us from early flights to 

present aircraft and was conducted by a retired Navy pilot. After the museum closed we walked among and 

admired the many vintage aircraft outside. We didn’t start back to the boat until almost sundown but we got 

back safe and sound on our own. 

 

We were trying to do things to keep us busy.  We decided to thoroughly clean the cupboards, galley, and head 

that our friendly, non revenue paying passenger mouse had occupied. While we were at it, I found that we still 

had a slight leak in the head. I tightened all the hose clamps and fittings, we washed all the dishes and pans, 

inspected all the food containers, scrubbed with Lysol all the cabinets, galley and bathroom floor, and the 

storage containers under the steps. We aired the bed cushions and the sleeping bags. This was what’s known as 

luxurious and relaxing boating.  
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There was a grocery store and a laundromat about a half mile 

away so we biked over to pick up the items we needed. We met a 

very nice black woman while we were doing our laundry. It took a 

while to break the ice but we found her to be warm and pleasant as 

was her elderly mother accompanying her. They live in a house 

just around the corner from the boat yard, and it’s a pretty good 

hike when they’re carrying a load of laundry. After we folded our 

clothes and strapped them down on the bike carriers we biked 

around Bayou Chico. There were a lot of small homes here, but 

none were particularly well kept. There was a lot of trash in the driveways, some derelict cars, and much 

flotsam on the shore.  Another front was arriving and it was getting cold so we headed back to the boat. We did 

have good TV reception here which was a blessing. Jane fixed dinner and we watched our favorite Friday night 

programs. We had gotten used to the incessant crashing of the scrap yard across the creek, but it seemed to 

crescendo that night and we had to turn up the TV volume. It was a lot colder and the space heater was having a 

hard time keeping things warm.  

 

Our Gortex jackets were regular attire as we biked around. We found a great seafood market named Patti’s. It 

was quite a shop with just about every kind of seafood you could want. We bought rock shrimp and swordfish 

for dinner which was a real treat.  We were there on a regular basis as long as we were still around here.  On 

Halloween, it was cold and we were bundled up awaiting the arrival of any trick or treater’s although I doubt if 

any of them could have found us on the far side of the warehouse. 

 

Jane and I woke up late to a deafening silence! They didn’t load scrap 

iron on Sundays. The temperature was in the low 40’s and Jane was 

making pancakes which helped to heat the cabin. I’m impressed to 

see how neat Dave has arranged the engine parts on the other side of 

the cabin, but we’re still a bit cramped for living space.   

 

Another day we were going for a long bike trip. We went to K-Mart 

which was was even further than the Air Station and thru more poor 

neighborhoods.  We were beginning to wonder where the nice sections of town were.  On our way back we 

went to Patti’s Fish market again for oysters and shrimp for Jane’s casserole. On a different route back to 

Brown’s we stumbled across a waterfront park on the far side of the bridge and highway. There were two tennis 

courts and nice homes only a few blocks away but well hidden. This was apparently a public recreational 

facility, so we biked over for our tennis gear, played one long set, and returned to the boat around dusk 

 

One morning we packed a lunch and bicycled to the Seville Quarter to tour that museum and some of the period 

homes there. The sun was out and it was warmer, so we had lunch at a restaurant in the Seville Square of the old 

town.  We returned to Brown’s via Patti’s to buy an amberjack for dinner.   

 

One day we were having breakfast and trying to stay warm by operating a space heater and using the galley 

stove.  It was in the low 30’s outside, and the boat had precious little insulation.  Dave arrived to reassemble the 

starboard engine, so we got out of the way and went to Patti’s Seafood Deli for lunch. Then we played one long 

set of tennis, which helped us stay warm, and returned to the boat about five as it was getting dark. Dave 

believed he would finish this engine and then he will start checking the other one. 

 

It was now November! We had a long discussion during and after dinner about our impending continuation of 

the trip. Jane was very apprehensive about crossing the Gulf. I was inclined to agree with her, but trucking again 

and removing the bridge was more that I wanted to repeat. It might be a possibility if it could be done with the 

fly bridge intact. Jane would not take the Brass Ring across the Gulf and I was not sure I trusted the engines. 

We would need flawless engine performance on 252 miles, out of sight of land, on the Gulf of Mexico. 
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The next day I expressed my concern about a Gulf crossing to Ken who suggested a possible solution.  Brown’s 

used a boat hauler who had a special dropped bed trailer. This could preclude the necessity of removing the 

bridge. We could haul it to Crystal River and continue our trip in relatively sheltered water. He called and 

received a quotation of $800.00.  We could ride in the cab with Charlie, the driver. We decided this was the way 

to go since it would cost us that much in gas and Marinas to make the trip around the Gulf Rim to Crystal River 

 

On November 4 when the rain wasn’t quite as frequent and we decided we needed a change. A new front had 

arrived so we went to bed to stay warm. We were up early the next day.  The rain was still coming down and it 

was just above freezing. Jane suggested a change of scene might be beneficial, so I called some rental agencies 

and booked a Hertz weekly rental car for $85.00 .  Ken drove us to the airport to pick it up. We both really 

appreciated the luxury of being in a vehicle with a heater. We finally saw many of the sights of Pensacola and 

toured the resort town of Gulf Breeze. A few hours away from the boat and the ship yard was good therapy and 

improved our mood. We returned at dark, had some Lentil soup and sandwiches, watched TV again and went to 

bed.  

 

Saturday was the second annual Oyster Festival at Foley, AL. Dave was still working in the cabin so we 

decided to see what the affair was like. The ride over there reminded us of farm country up north in early 

autumn except for the palm trees and palmettos. Foley was a small town and the festival was being held in the 

school gymnasium since it was too cold to have it outside.  We were disappointed with the menu as we were led 

to believe there would be oysters served in all different ways. Only two choices were available, half shell or 

scalded. We chose the latter but they didn’t seem to be very scalded.  They were tasty but expensive at $5.00 a 

dozen. They also had some batter and bread stuff that didn’t look particularly appetizing. I guess this festival is 

just getting off the ground, but there may not be a third annual one. One of the servers said they planned to 

make it better each year and my thought was that they would have plenty of room to do so. We drove back 

through Gulf Shores again with a stop at an Alabama State Park. We followed this by a visit to Patti’s where we 

bought Mahi-Mahi for dinner.  That night we bundled up and watched Lawrence Welk to cap off a different 

day. 

 

 

We usually slept until ten in the morning as it seemed too cold to get up. The sun was out, so eventually the 

cabin warmed up and we had brunch. We drove to the Gulf Coast Arts and Crafts show at the Seville Quarter 

which helped pass the time here. We really enjoyed the show which was mostly fine art with participants from 

New York, Connecticut, Texas, and New England.  There were many nice and expensive products and 

presentations such as sculpture, furniture, pottery, wooden bowls, weaving, and jewelry.  One section of this 

real neat show was devoted to art activities for children.  

 

Later that week we were using the car again. There was another front coming accompanied by a small craft 

advisory but it was a beautiful day. We decided to go to Fort Walton and then on to Eglin Air Force Base. The 

Armament Museum was particularly interesting since some of the large artillery pieces were made by National 

Forge in Pennsylvania. We enjoyed the tour of the base at Egland as well. We came back on I-10, stopped at 

Patti’s Sea Food Market and returned to find Dave all smiles. Apparently the new Head gaskets did the trick, 

and we have no leaks. Both engines sound good, run smoothly, and help to heat the cabin. We celebrated with 

wine and the oysters baked with mozzarella cheese. 

 

 The weather held the next day and we made a test run in the boat on the bay.  All looked good and our journey 

could resume. We made plans to truck the Brass Ring to Crystal River.  Ken called Charlie and determined the 

dropped center flatbed trailer was available. He could load the boat the next afternoon if our sea trial was 

satisfactory. Our spirits were high and we finally would be able to leave Pensacola.  I turned in the Hertz rental 

car and Ken drove me back to Brown’s Ship Yard. 
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On November 9, the latest front hadn’t come through as yet but the weather was clear, windy, and reasonably 

warm. Dave came over right after breakfast and Ken soon followed as we were warming up the engines. Our 

timing was good and we made the first scheduled opening of the draw bridge after the rush hour was over. We 

idled out to Pensacola Bay and went through the routine of fast and slow running into Escambia Bay and back.  

It was a great feeling to be behind the wheel of the Ring again. Everything looked fine and we headed back to 

the lift slip and prepared to haul out of the boat.  

 

After lunch the boat was hanging in the sling, so Jane and I 

scrubbed the filthy bottom that had accumulated oil, grease, 

and assorted crud from the two weeks layover in the creek. 

Charlie arrived about 4:30.  He positioned the trailer and the 

travel lift eased the boat down in to its cradle, about 18 inches 

lower than the one in Erie. I set about to lower the RADAR 

mast so we would be all set to leave in the morning while 

Charlie cut the tractor loose.  He leveled the trailer so we 

could sleep comfortably and checked the chocks and tie 

downs.  Our permit was for 14’ 8”. When we measured the 

height the clearance was 15’ 6”. We were over height!  

 

 Jane and I were now almost in a state of panic until Charlie checked his log book.  He had logged all of the 

bridges and overhead obstructions when he had hauled a sailboat to Tampa the week before, and 16 feet was the 

minimum he had seen on the route we would be taking. Our only potential problem would be the vehicle 

inspection station at Tallahassee.  We were 3 inches lower when the trailer tongue was back on the fifth wheel 

and unless they actually measured the height, the inspectors would probably not catch our discrepancy. We 

planned to leave at 5:30 AM, in order to reach the Inspection Station just at the time of the shift change. The 

inspectors would probably be anxious to go off duty by then! 

 

I went to the office to settle our bill with S J and Ken. PCM had agreed to pay for only 9 hours of work and 

Dave had spent at least 80 hours of diligent effort to solve our problems.  Ken had taken the heads for 

Magnaflux tests and milling. He had driven us around, picked up gaskets and engine parts from dealers and auto 

parts stores. Everyone had treated us well and had interceded in our communications and negotiation with PCM. 

I mentally calculated we would have a bill in excess of $8,000.  While I was waiting for Ken to finish some 

task, Mr. S J Brown asked me about more details of our lengthy trip. He was almost incredulous when I related 

our story and series of mishaps.  He commented that the big disappointment of his life was never having made 

the “trip around the horn”.  He excused himself, disappeared into the office, and had a long conversation with 

Ken. When he returned he handed me an invoice for our gaskets, spark plugs, breaker points, and an oil 

pressure sender. The total bill was $160, and he invited us to his 80
th

 party that evening! I was overwhelmed 

with surprise and gratitude. Although we had tried to make the best of it, our sixteen days of cold weather, 

incessant noise and inconvenience sort of disappeared in an aura of disbelief. 

 

We went S. J.’s 80th birthday party that evening. The Brown’s had a part of the upstairs yard building fixed up 

with meeting rooms, a kitchen and a large dining hall for entertaining guests and customers. We met the Brown 

family who were very cordial. S. J. took us out to see his pride and joy, a concrete boat built for the government 

back in the 1920’s.  He was into all sorts of businesses, tugs, fuel transport, boat hauling, Marina and boat sales 

plus the ship yard here and another in Gulf Breeze. Despite his age, he seemed to be on top of all these, 

enterprises.  I asked him what the initials S. J. stood for and he told me his parents cursed him with the first 

name of “Shirley”, which was probably responsible for his competitive drive…he said he had to be tough. We 

met his son-in-law, Bill Waters who managed the businesses, and his grandson who was being groomed to take 

over the ship yards. We were pleased that he had taken a liking to us and again expressed our gratitude for his 

generosity for our engine repair. The birthday party was enjoyable and lasted until the wee hours of the night. 
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We returned to our trailer mounted boat and clambered up over the fenders to get a little sleep before our pre-

dawn departure. 

 

ON THE ROAD AGAIN 

Literally 

 
On Thursday, November 11, the alarm clock went off at four AM. 

We hauled ourselves out of bed and into the cold cabin. We didn’t 

even have the space heater while on the trailer so we warmed up by 

the galley stove while getting dressed and having breakfast. Charlie 

arrived with the cab-over tractor about five, locked the trailer on the 

fifth wheel and connected the lights. We climbed aboard to find 

there was only one passenger seat with a padded platform in the 

middle attached to the dashboard. There was no place for a second 

person’s legs or feet.  Jane finally climbed up to a bunk in back and I 

occupied the seat. We expressed our concern about the over height 

condition, but Charlie reassured us that there were only nine FL DOT inspectors in this part of Florida, and the 

probability of one or two being at Tallahassee was pretty slim. 

 

 The sun was just starting to rise as we threaded our way through Pensacola to Interstate 10, in apprehension of 

our impending fate. The 195 miles to the State Capitol was uneventful, the cab was warm and Jane was 

snuggled in the bunk behind and above us. We averaged about 50 miles per hour and Charlie’s timing was 

perfect. We approached the weigh station just about eight o’clock to see seven FL DOT cars parked by the 

scales! They were having a training session for new inspectors!  We both had a vivid memory of Charlie’s 

words “We’ve had it!” I don’t know what the penalty was for an over height vehicle, but I do know Florida 

was fussy about trucks colliding with the bottom of their bridges and overpasses.  If we were stopped we would 

face a stiff fine, and would have been impounded for at least a day while we arranged for a revised permit and 

two escort cars fixed with height poles as our escorts.  

 

At the weigh station there were a series of pull off’s or bays angling off the lanes leading to the scales.  As we 

slowly pulled by, DOT inspectors and their trainees were in groups of three or four with clip boards, flashlights, 

tire gauges, and. tape measures. They were all swarming around parked trucks. Every group stopped what they 

were doing and watched us pass and waved. They waved back in return.  As we crept forward passing each bay 

to see where we were supposed to pull in for our inspection. One person was even on top of an eighteen wheel 

refrigeration trailer that was blocking our view ahead. As we continued forward there were no more bays! We 

had passed through the inspection station without being stopped, and we were back on I-10 . I don’t know if 

Charlie’s rig had a potty, but I thought I could have used it. 

 

We continued on I-10 to Drifton where we turned south on dual lane Route 19. We had about 170 more miles 

more to Crystal River. Some 50 miles further it was time to stop for a rest and an early lunch at a restaurant in 

Perry, FL. During lunch we relived our good luck back at the weigh station.  Charlie told us that there would be 

only one more checkpoint, the Agricultural Station at Chiefland, FL. He did not anticipate any problem of 

inspection there since our boat was registered in Florida, as was his truck.  The purpose of these check points is 

to prevent the entrance of diseases potentially injurious to the citrus, tomato, strawberry and other crops. We 

finished our lunch, treated Charlie to his, and continued on to Crystal River. 
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MUTINY # 16   

 Hortense. 

 
As we arrived at Cross City southbound on Route 19 the path through town was a dual lane divided highway.  

We were a couple of car lengths from a traffic signal when it turned amber so Charlie continued on with time to 

spare. We couldn’t believe our eyes when a sedan turned left from the northbound lane and sped across the 

median in front of us. Charlie hit his brakes and swerved to the right to give the person time to stop, but the 

woman driving the car kept coming. A collision was unavoidable. I was convinced we would T-bone her 

broadside, but thanks to the cab over engine design of the truck, we struck the very back of the sedan. We 

stopped about two feet from a large concrete abutment. A “regular” truck, four feet longer, would have 

completely crushed her car and it surely would have been fatal. We got out of the truck as did the older lady 

from her sedan. Her name was Hortense. She was holding her hip, but later told Jane, “I could say that this 

caused my hip to hurt but I had this before”. We all examined the damage which was confined to her right rear 

fender and tail light. She was greatly upset about the light and fender. All we could think of was how lucky she 

was not to have been killed. Damage to Charlie’s truck was a small dent in his bumper. 

 

A local police officer had seen the accident from a couple of blocks away and arrived just after a gentleman named 

Jack Teagarden stopped beside us. He had been in the northbound lane behind Hortense. He came over of his own 

accord and his first remark to her was, “Why did you cross over in front of them?” He said he couldn’t believe she 

did what she did, and neither could we. The officer directed Charlie to back up and pull over to the side of the 

highway as a State Trooper arrived. Mr. Teagarden gave him an eyewitness account of the accident.  By now 

Hortense was becoming belligerent and stated the accident was all the truckers fault and the she said, “He should 

have stopped to let me pass in front of him since I had my turn signals on!”  She then said, “He went through a red 

light.” (The Trooper responded that if he went through a red light, she would have also done so plus making an 

illegal crossing.) 

 

 She was now furious and threatened to sue everyone and claimed this had caused an injury to her hip. The State 

Police Officer told Charlie to move on. He was writing her a ticket while she was berating me for not making the 

truck stop in time. Jane and Charlie headed for his rig when the local policeman told me I’d better get moving or 

my friends would leave me behind. Charlie remarked to Jane “When the trooper says leave, I leave!” I had to 

scramble away from Hortense and literally run for the truck which Charlie already had in gear. We stopped at a rest 

area a few miles down the road to check on the boat. It had moved forward but had not run out of the cradles. There 

was a scrape on the hull and some paint off the bow, but there was no apparent major damage. 

 

We rehashed the events for the next 15 miles as we approached the Inspection Station at Chiefland. Charlie 

pulled over and stopped by the small building, but no one appeared. He got down from the cab, walked to the 

open door and found it unoccupied. We waited about five minutes until Charlie came back to sound a couple of 

blasts on his air horn.  We were starting to leave when a guy finally showed up and asked for the bill of lading. 

Charlie said he didn’t know why because the cargo was a boat! The official disappeared into the shed, finally 

returned, gave Charlie the document, and wished us a good day.  

 

There wasn’t much left of the day and we still had sixty miles to go to the Twin Rivers Marina.  When we 

arrived the manager told us they were closed for the day and the Travel lift operator was ready to leave.  Charlie 

explained that he had to pick up a boat in Daytona Beach the next morning and still had 200 miles to drive.  I 

interceded and offered to pay for any overtime the employees would have.  They secured the slings, lifted the 

Ring, and we thanked Charlie for an exciting day. We paid him and he left. While the boat was in the air, we 

inspected the hull for any damage from the accident. We located the missing bow paint and the scrape.  We 

decided to leave the boat in the sling overnight to allow time for some touch-up paint to dry.  
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We were getting used to sleeping in a boat dangling in slings from a lift. It was sort of like sleeping in a 

hammock.  I viewed the touch up job of missing paint and replaced the zincs I had purchased at the E & B 

Marine store in Pensacola. 

 

When they dropped the boat in the water the next morning, the starboard engine didn’t want to start. I continued 

cranking and it finally coughed, choked a bit, and took hold. I didn’t like the sound as it acted as it did when the 

gasket was leaking. We moved over to the slip and I proceeded to raise the RADAR mast, the bimini, and 

antennas in order to receive the NOAA weather forecast. After breakfast I started to review the charts. There 

was no inland passage in the northern portion of Florida’s East Coast from Apalachicola to Clearwater, an open 

water distance of about 135 miles. We had avoided most of that run which could be hazardous this time of year! 

  

FLORIDA’S NORTH EAST COAST 

 
A Florida Intracoastal Waterway was authorized many yeas ago but never funded. The portion from Crystal 

River to Clearwater is known as St. Martins Reef with St. Martins Keys to then north and Anclote Keys to the 

south . In the Crystal River section it is recommended that mariner stay about 25 miles off shore in order clear 

the near shore reef, shallow oyster beds, and another outer reef..  The St. Martins Key area has hundreds of 

small islets and bars and is noted for shrimp trawling, oysters, and clamming. The Anclote area to the south is 

the home of the Greek Sponge Divers who are based at Tarpon Springs. The prudent mariner is advised to stay 

about eight to ten miles offshore when traversing this stretch.  
 

It seemed like there was something new at every Marina. We didn’t sleep very well as we heard boat noises at 

all hours of the night. We found out why the next day. The shrimpers went out at sunset and came back when 

they have a good catch, which can be at any hour from midnight to daybreak! The sport fishermen usually leave 

before daybreak, so there are few lulls in the marine activity here. It was not nearly as bad noise-wise as the 

crash of scrap metal was at Brown’s Marina in Pensacola. We had planned to leave about eight AM since the 

weather looked good, but as we were starting we spoke to a Marine Patrolman who suggested we wait about 

two hours for the tide to rise. It was extremely low at this phase of the moon. He said he had hit bottom on his 

way in via this passage this morning. He also said to be sure to avoid a dump site at about eight miles. It’s nice 

to get local information. We still had to get gas and water before we could leave. If we delayed our starting time 

much longer we would have to go on plane most of the way to reach Clearwater before dark. As we approached 

the gas dock, the tide was coming in strong and we had a brisk head wind. The weather radio predicted 

increasing winds and they advised that small craft should experience caution. When we were fueling, the old 

salt at the pump said, “It’s gonna be rough out there today”. We decided neither of us had sufficient confidence 

in the engines at this point so we went back to Twin Rivers Marina. 

 

MUTINY # 17 

 The crew jumps ship 
 

We had just found out that our youngest son Dave, a Captain in the 

United States Air Force Reserve, had been RIF’ed (Reduction In 

Force) and honorably discharged. He was currently looking for an 

Electronics Engineering position in the central Florida area. Jane was 

very apprehensive about the trip to Clearwater. I had to agree with 

her.  I didn’t really trust the engines at present but I thought we 

might have a solution.  We called Dave to see if he could make the 

trip with me, while Jane drove his car to Clearwater. We called Dave 

that morning and he was enthusiastic about making the trip with me. 
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 Dave had an interview with Harris Corporation that Monday, but he would be able to come to Crystal  

River on Tuesday.  Jane was much relieved. Dave was a fine engineer and an experienced seaman, so any 

trouble we might encounter would probably be solvable by the two of us. The rest of our trip home should be 

relaxing in the intracoastal canals and accompanied by the warmer weather of mid Florida. After lunch we took 

the boat four miles up the river to town and it was a lovely ride.  We tied up at Pete’s Pier as we had often done 

previously when SCUBA diving at the Crystal River Springs and Manatee Sanctuary. Pete’s had been hit by the 

March storm and was being renovated. We rode our bikes to Publix after a stop at Wendy’s for a Frosty. We 

both started to feel better as the pressure was off. We made a deal with the shrimpers when we returned to the 

Marina. The early morning noise did have a fringe benefit and we bought a mess of headless shrimp at a very 

good price. 

 

As usual on Saturday, we had our after 

breakfast phone conversations with all of 

the kids. A couple from Arkansas came in 

on a 20 foot boat and docked beside us. 

They were going on to Clearwater the 

next day. We visited with them for a 

while and then took the Ring out to the 

Gulf for a look at the area. The weather  

was warm and calm, and the river 

exhibited only a slight chop. On our way 

back we went up on plane and I noticed 

the port engine was heating up. I slowed 

and it cooled only to heat up again when I increased speed. This was getting to be unbelievable. There’s not 

much we can do today, these things always happen on Sunday, so we would check with a mechanic the next 

day. Paul and Janet, the couple from Hot Springs, AK came over for drinks when we came back to the slip. It 

was enjoyable to share interests but we didn’t share the problems. Far be it for us to discourage other boaters 

from living their dream. 

 

First thing in the morning I called Ken Powers at Pensacola for any suggestion he might have concerning the 

overheating. He thinks we might have picked up some sea weed. When I went down in the engine compartment 

I determined that the fluid was low in the fresh water cooling reservoir of the heat exchanger. The mechanic 

arrived and surmised the heat caused the fluid to go down. He filled the tank with anti-freeze and suggested we 

try it. We took the boat down the river and back for a twenty minute run and experienced no more heating, I still 

did not know why the original heating occurred, but I guessed we would be OK for the trip to Clearwater. We 

received a call from Dave saying that he would be here at seven AM.  Jane was greatly relieved and we 

celebrated with a Gin and Tonic. I settled our bill with the Marina, enjoyed the shrimp we had purchased for 

dinner, and we went to bed early. 

 

Tuesday we were up at six thirty and Dave rolled in right at 

seven. The weather forecast was great with the Gulf dead calm. 

Jane took the hand held Marine band radio, but we didn’t think 

we’d be able to communicate since we would be about twenty 

five miles from shore. Jane helped Dave, my new first mate, cast 

off. She watched us leave and went to the Marina office where 

she talked to us until we reached buoy #1 at the mouth of Crystal 

River. Dave had brought his new cellular phone, and we would 

communicate using it if there were cel-phone towers in the 

vicinity. Jane could reach the Clearwater Municipal Marina on 



 103 

Route 19 in about three hours, so she decided to take a detour through Inverness to visit with her Uncle Jack and 

would take her time to make the entire trip. We would take about 6 hours if we could stay on plane.  From 

Inverness Jane tried the Cel-phone and located us just off the Chassahowitzka National Wildlife Refuge. 

 

 The Port engine was heating up again and we had to go off plane until it cooled down after which we would 

plane again for about ten minutes. Dave spent most of his time in the bilge replacing reservoir fluid and after 

three cycles of fast and slow moving he finally found a 

small leak in a hidden and almost inaccessible hose fitting. 

We stopped and managed to tighten it. We were almost out 

of anti-freeze fluid, but were able to continue on plane. 

Dave left the engine hatch cover open just in case. After 

about an hour he noticed we were still losing fluid. We 

must have had a leak somewhere else but there was no sign 

of any liquid in the bilge. Jane had tried to call us from 

Brooksville, but without success. She had stopped there for 

lunch and gas. She then continued to Dunedin where she 

heard, on the handheld, my transmission to the Clearwater 

Marina.  We were out of range of her transmitter, but she 

knew we were almost at the Caladesi entrance to the Intracoastal. She parked at the Municipal Marina lot and 

went to the office. The dock master informed her we were just coming into our assigned slip. Our trip had taken 

just over eight hours. We three met on the dock and returned to the boat for a most welcome Gin and Tonic.  

  

Dave left for home around four o’clock and as we were walking back from the parking lot we recognized a 

familiar Carver.  It was Barb, Lou and Salty Dog on “Windy Meadows” from Cincinnati. They had waited 

almost two weeks at Apalachicola for a calm day, left there at 2:30 AM and made landfall at Clearwater thirteen 

hours later. We traded stories over cocktails. Jane and I went for a walk on the beach while the sun was setting 

in the warm, calm day. After dinner we turned in early.  Jane was happy she had made the trip by land, and I 

was pleased that, thanks to Dave’s help, we had made the water crossing and our last major obstacle safely. My 

cousin Dave and wife Joann came over from Clearwater. We had a pleasant visit with them and just relaxed for 

a while. We were now (like a retiring secretary) on the last lap. 

 

FLORIDA’S WEST COAST INTRACOASTAL 

 
The West Coast waterway starts at the southern end of St. Joseph Sound and is sheltered by Caladesi Island 

near Dunedin, FL.  There are many inland canals for some 25 miles to Tampa Bay. After the bay the waterway 

resumes. At Bradenton, FL, it continues for another 50 miles to Gasparella Sound. The next 20 miles are 

partially sheltered by a series of Islands to the mouth of the Caloosahatchi River at Sanibel Island. We would 

turn East here to cross Florida to the Atlantic coast at Stuart, FL. (The alternate, unsheltered route, around the 

tip of Florida would add another 400 miles.) 

 
Yesterday’s placid weather was truly the calm before the storm, but at this juncture we didn’t really care. I 

called Ken Powers again to see if he had any suggestions as to the problem of heating accompanied by low oil 

pressure. He thinks it might be a blown head gasket again, and recommended that I call Mark McKinney at 

PCM and report this problem to him also.  Another possibility could be the port thermostat, which I replaced 

with a 16# unit. Mark also thinks it is another gasket problem and suggested we go to a Marina if the heating 

persists, and they will take care of it. He also said we should be able to make the trip to Cocoa if we go slowly. 

We decided to take our time and continue on home since we had only one relatively large body of water to 

cross, Tampa Bay. The wind was really kicking up as we left the Clearwater, but it was calm in the sheltered 

Intracoastal. Our long time friend (over 45 years), Pete Barnes, had made a reservation for us at Tierra Verde 
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Marina so we only had about 20 miles to go today. The trip was pleasing, with only one bridge opening and 

many spectacular waterfront homes.  

 

We called Pete who told us they want us to stay a while at their home on Tierra Verde Island, and that he had 

prepaid a week’s dockage at the High and Dry Marina. The High and Dry Marina was neither “high” nor “dry”. 

It is situated at the end of Pas-a-Grille Channel which separates Tierra Verde Island from the mainland, and its 

docks are a stones throw from the drawbridge. It provides little or no shelter from the strong winds of an 

approaching gale from the west. A strong tide was running east which made for considerable wave action 

amplified by the reflection off the drawbridge abutment. We were going up wind and down tide trying to make 

the sharp turn into the slip and the Brass Ring was really bucking.  No one was around to help us dock, although 

we had called the Marina to advise them of our arrival.  Jane finally secured a spring line around one of the 

pilings to give me a pivot point, but we were still bouncing 

up and down about three to four feet while trying to set 

mooring lines and fenders. We’re not happy with the 

situation, and would not like to try to sleep here, but it 

looked as if we’ll have the boat tied up here for a week.  I 

complained to the manager about the lack of docking help 

who said he was sorry but they were busy and didn’t see us 

coming in. He made the magnanimous offer that the next 

time we came in we would have a free nights docking. Jane 

cleaned out the refrigerator, packed clothes, etc. and biked 

the few blocks to have our reunion with Pete and Rita. 

 

That night, Rita served a delicious diner on their patio after which we drove over to the boat to pick up our gear. 

We returned to visit until after midnight. The Barnes’s were going to Dallas for Thanksgiving so we drove over 

to the Tampa airport to pick up their tickets that morning. After lunch Rita drove Jane to her Dentist to check on  

Jane’s two loose crowns. He made the necessary temporary repairs, checked Jane’s dental work and told her to 

be careful until she arrived home. Dave called just as they returned to inform us that their daughter, Katy, has 

the lead role in the historic Cocoa Village Playhouse production of “Annie” that coming week end.  Both Dave 

and Katy, now thirteen, had auditioned some weeks ago and have been selected for parts. Dave’s wife, Patti, is a 

music teacher, and their daughter, Katy, had been singing and dancing most of her young life.  Katy was 

“Annie” and Dave was to be “Daddy Warbucks”. They would like us to have us attend the Sunday matinee if 

possible. We decided to make the trip across the state and rented a Hertz vehicle for our theatre outing. 

 

Jane and I were up at 5:30 and on the road by 6:10 on our way to Cocoa. We arrived there early, went to 

Eckerds to get the prescription the dentist had given Jane. We pulled into the theatre parking lot about 15 

minutes before curtain.  Patti’s dad met us outside and directed to the seats occupied by friends, family, 

relatives and the other grand parents. We were undoubtedly prejudiced and we thoroughly enjoyed the 

heartwarming and funny play. Katy is quite the singer and actor, and Dave was a well received “Ham”. We took 

the opportunity after the performance to walk over to Whitley Marine to see Joe and Diane, Sue Chapman and 

the gang and to arrange for our slip when we returned home in a few weeks. Back at the play house the cast had 

scrubbed off the make-up and we all went to Ashley’s restaurant for dinner. We went by our home to see if 

everything was OK and stopped at Dave’s to get our mail before driving back to Tierra Verde. In the “bale of 

mail” we found just what we needed to top off our day, our real estate tax bill and the $1,000. Invoice for Brass 

Ring Insurance. It was a little late and we were tired after the 350 mile round trip, but it was worth it. 

 

We were starting to recover from the low spot of our trip and things were looking toward a successful finality to 

a lot of nautical miles! 

 

The storm that had started as we arrived at Tierra Verde was predicted to continue for a few more days. We 

biked over to the boat (which was still bouncing around) checked the mooring lines and bilge pump operation 
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while Pete and Rita were taking a nap. We had hoped to leave the next day, but the weather didn’t want to 

cooperate…typical for this time of year. While we were in the boat I thought I heard a sort of crash.  When we 

were ready to go back to Barnes’ there was only one bike on the dock, and it was on its side.  We had left them 

on the dock on their kick stands where apparently a wind gust had knocked them over.  Mine was now in twenty 

feet of water! I thought about diving for it, but the wind and tide were threatening and the pilings of the dock 

were covered with barnacles which, in almost zero visibility, could draw a lot of blood!  Just then, Don, from 

the sailboat on the “T” dock came by and inquired about our problem.  He said he has a grapnel type anchor that 

might be capable of hooking the bike. He brought it over and we started fishing. After about twenty tries, we 

hooked it and just as it broke the surface it slipped off and went to the bottom again.. An addition bunch of tries 

he brought it up again and I snagged it with the boat hook. The left hand pedal was missing and the salt bath 

probably didn’t to it much good, but I now have my bike back. I took our hand held radio along to Barnes’so I 

could listen to the weather reports. 

 

NOAA We said to expect cold, with15 t0 20 knot winds having gusts to 30. 

Last night while brushing her teeth, Jane had a corner filling come out from 

under the inlay that the dentist had glued on. When Rita called him, his 

receptionist said they were booked until Wednesday but since we were leaving 

they would try to squeeze Jane in. Rita and Jane drove over and waited until 

2:30 when the dentist put in a temporary filling at no charge. Later we went to 

Publix, stripped our twin beds, did the laundry, and took a load of our stuff to 

the boat. The Barnes’s left for Dallas the following morning and we stayed on 

the boat. It was still very lumpy on board, but it’s nice to have our own bed 

again…whoever invented twin beds must have had an estranged wife. We invited Don and his wife over for 

dinner to thank him for the bicycle rescue. Don used to be a Tug Boat captain and, now retired; they are sailing 

around the US.  When they run out of money they stop and find work for a while before moving on. We seem to 

have the same problem, but didn’t find work! 

 

The Wednesday before Thanksgiving, we woke up to wind still whistling through and slapping the sailboat 

halyards, but it was supposed to be 15 Knots and clearing by the time we reached the Tampa Bay Bridge. The 

mean depth of Tampa Bay is only about 7 feet except for the shipping channel under the bridge and the dredged 

area of the Intracoastal Waterway. We have to go east for about 3 miles and then follow the Sunshine Highway 

Causeway south to avoid grounding. We had just finished breakfast when Pete and Rita stopped by on their way 

to the airport to wish us farewell. We sat around a while, sort of reluctant to leave until Jane said “Let’s go”.  

We released all the mooring lines except for a spring line to port to help me make the tight turn into the ICW 

channel.  The wind was still from the west, but the tide was slack, so we eased around, Jane slipped the spring 

and we pulled over to the channel and under the drawbridge toward the causeway. 

 

Our route was only 12 miles along the causeway to the bridge 

and then diagonally across the shipping channel to the 

Bradenton entrance to the ICW. The problem is that the channel 

is narrow, and the shallow water to port lets the wind build 

rather high waves that keep hitting us broadside. The sun came 

out as we rocked our way across to the lee side of Anna Maria 

Island and into the relatively calm waters past Bradenton and 

into Sarasota Bay. We’re holding our speed down to around 

eight knots to” baby” the head gasket and arrived at our Venice 

destination around four PM.  We know we’re back in Florida as 

we gave way to a Manatee .We were seeing a lot of Dolphins 

and assorted marine critters. Dan and Marian from the sailboat 

Valkyrie had asked us to call them when we got to Venice so we contacted them and they asked us to join them 

for Thanksgiving. They were to pick us up at Gasparilla Marina at Placida FL the next day. 
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Jane’s cousin ( “Jackie”) was a Nun serving at the Cathedral in Venice.  We had arranged to visit her.  After 

dinner we biked from the Venice marina to her residence and spent two hours regaling her and Sisters 

Bernadetta and Maureen with our escapades. Jackie then drove us to Food Lion to get a few groceries and 

supplies. We biked back to the boat and discovered Jane was missing the flashlight from her bike carrier, so we 

retraced most of the route to Jackie’s. I guess it popped out as we were traveling to and fro. It was nowhere to 

be found so we abandoned the search. That night we turned in early since we wanted to make up for the sleep 

we lost during the pounding of the previous night. 

 

We woke up early on Thanksgiving morning to the sound of boats leaving. We decided to get moving since we 

were traveling rather slowly, and we had one scheduled bridge that only opened at ten AM, noon, and three PM. 

The sun gradually came out of the overcast when we were a few miles from Venice in a narrow part of the 

canal. Two large cruisers, apparently traveling together, were barreling down behind us, so we slowed to let 

them pass, expecting them to extend the courtesy of also slowing to minimize their wake in the narrow confines. 

The “Rojelin” and “Aquaplasty” blasted by us and their combined wakes really rattled us. About a half mile 

further down we overtook the sailboat “Windsong”, and while passing him at minimum wake he thanked us and 

remarked about the two boats that had really tossed both of us around. He said “Remember the Rojelin”. As we 

rounded a curve near Lemon Bay we saw a Marine patrol boat rafted to Aquaplasty, where Rojelin was hard 

aground on a spoil near the bank. He was calling Sea-Tow at Englewood. We couldn’t help laughing and 

enjoying the scene. Sometimes justice is served.  

 

A group of boats were waiting for the bridge opening when we arrived fifteen 

minutes early and held our position behind a small anchored sailboat. A 60 

foot yacht the “Nordar” was anchored ahead of him. At about 9:55 the 

yachtsman started winching his anchor and his wife, at the helm, began to 

back, painfully oblivious of the sailboat immobile behind her. I sounded five 

blasts on our air horn and she stopped just as her stern nudged his bow. 

 

This was Thanksgiving weekend. We tried to contact the Gasparilla Marina about noon with no success, so we 

just pulled in near the gas dock at the end. This was a long, skinny, facility with nondescript features in a 

pastoral environment.  Gas was $1.54 per gallon so we only took on 50 gallons. Our Marina guide listed their 

docking price at $0.50 per foot, but a very sullen attendant told us the price is $0.75 now. He couldn’t get the 

machine to accept my card nor Jane’s credit cards, and they refused to accept our personal check. Promising to 

return, we went to our slip, tied up, and then hiked along the dirt road almost a half mile with the last two of our 

three traveler’s checks to pay for the docking and fuel. We were both angry as well as worried about the credit 

card situation so we placed a call to the customer service number. The only live person we finally reached said 

they would investigate our problem after the holiday. He requested a telephone a number so he could call us   

on Monday. I asked to talk to his supervisor and was told that there were no supervisory personnel on duty this 

holiday. We gave up and trudged back to slip #162, from the entrance and office.  Jane read the regulations to 

find we would need a card to get through the gate after hours when Dan would bring us back.  I biked back to 

the office which was about to close, for the card which required a deposit of $5.00. We then returned to the boat 

had a light lunch and again walked to the gate to meet Dan.  

 

We drove through Port Charlotte on the way to their home in Punta Gorda. Most of the homes here are on 

canals and are quite nice. Marian introduced us to Dan’s sister and brother-in-law. We all soaked in their newly 

purchased hot tub and rehashed our adventures. Valkyrie had sailed to Baltimore and back through the Atlantic 

Intracoastal with no mishaps. I guess we made up for their lack of troubles when we related our tale. After an 

excellent dinner and conversation, Dan drove us back to the Marina where, tired, we slept well. This place is in 

the middle of nowhere and fortunately was quiet. 
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This was a long skinny Marina, and we powered over to the office this morning rather than making the long 

walk again. We finally reached a Credit Card supervisor who determined the Gasparilla machine was 

malfunctioning and the difficulty was the Marina’s responsibility. He also mentioned that there was a “flag” on 

our account because of all of the transactions at different locations. We explained that we were traveling by 

boat, and the flag was removed. We then asked the marina manager if we could re-do yesterday’s transaction 

for gas and docking as we are short on cash, and they would not accept our check. His response was a terse “We 

do not give cash advances…Sorry!” He then remarked “your cash problem isn’t ours, it’s yours!” We didn’t get 

the manager’s name as we were both too angry when we left. We would never recommend this facility to 

anyone.  

 

 On our way to Tween Waters Anchorage at Captiva Island we 

passed Gasparilla Island and decided to swing in and look at Boca 

Grande. It is a charming town with lots of places to tie up along the 

bayou and Mangroves. This looked like a great place to go boating, 

Charlotte Harbor is large and deep and one can go many miles up the 

Myakka and Peace Rivers. Many Islands dot the area and “Gunk 

Holing” at Cabbage Island, Captiva and random areas is available .A 

“mess”of boats were moored at the State Park, Cayo Costa, and 

Useppa Island. This is our kind of Florida, and we will come back to 

this area in the future. 

 

 We eventually anchored in the calm 

waters at Captiva and took the dinghy in 

to register and pay for the use of the 

facilities. We planned to stay for a few 

days just to unwind. There is a nice pool, 

three tennis courts, bocce ball court, and 

a lovely beach on the Gulf side. They 

invited us to their tennis clinic tomorrow 

and suggested we move the boat out a 

little further to get away from a shoal 

area. (What a difference from yesterday) 

We then returned, re-anchored, got our swim suits and tennis gear and returned for a few sets on the court 

followed by a refreshing swim. No more north country cold weather! We’re beginning to enjoy life again. 

  

We returned to the dinghy dock where a large Blue Heron there had a big fish crosswise in its beak, almost too 

big to swallow. He was trying to manipulate it in order to swallow it head first when he dropped it. A nearby 

Pelican swooped over and grabbed it.  As he did so, the Heron stabbed the Pelican on the top of its head and 

actually knocked it out cold! We told the office what had happened and the gal came out and carried the Pelican 

over to their infirmary.  We saw it later. It had survived, but it sure looked silly with a bandage on its head. 

 

It was Saturday and we were running our seldom used generator to charge the batteries. The refrigerator, our 

major power hog, runs on Propane so the only things using electricity are lamps and radios. We’re in a 

designated anchorage so we don’t need the Anchor Light or RADAR anchor watch. As a precaution we did 

increase our scope and reset the hook. After breakfast we rowed in and called old friends from our hometown of 

Warren, PA, Bob and Betty Zimmerman, and a Fraternity brother of mine, Tom Green.  We arranged meetings 
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with each couple the following week in Fort Myers. There were Power Boat Races there that week end and it 

would be noisy and crowded with limited dock space but there’s nothing we can do about that.  

 

The Tennis clinic was at nine o’clock and we met a nice 

bunch or people there. Jane and I took some friendly 

ridiculing about her funny serve and my weird backhand but it 

was fun. One couple from Maine lives on a boat in Fort Myers 

from November to March and has been repeating this for 

seven years.  We talked with the Tennis Pro for some time and 

received a few pointers. He summers as a Pro on Montauk 

Point, Long Island and works here in the winter. Following 

lunch on the premises and swim in the Gulf, we lounged on 

the beach, showered at the pool to wash off the salt, swam a 

few laps and watched them finish decorating for Christmas. A large artificial tree at the Lodge is loaded with 

lights and even more in the crepe myrtles, palms, tropical vegetation and sea grapes. 

 

 It seemed we couldn’t have a day without a mishap. The bow line of the dinghy was stuck 

around a post at the dock as we were leaving so Jane gave it a jerk, it came flying loose, 

and the galvanized iron “S” hook on the end of the nylon painter hit her, chipping two 

front teeth.  Neither of them were broken but she thinks she will look will “Beulah the 

Witch”. Our Dentist is going to have a field day when we finally get home. The Cruise 

and Carry outboard was reluctant the start.  It coughed a couple of time and died. I 

checked the fuel, which seemed to be adequate.  I didn’t feel like pursuing the problem 

further, so I just rowed back to the boat. The Florida sunset was spectacular as we arrived 

and secured the dinghy to the swim platform. It had been an interesting and eventful day, 

and we topped it off with some smoked oysters and a gin and tonic before dinner. 

 

The weather caught up with us again. We went to bed early under a nice full moon and about ten o’clock a front 

came through.  I hadn’t bothered to check the weather for the last few days, so it took us by surprise. The wind 

was from the North and had a straight shot at us down Pine Island Sound and we were swinging on our anchor 

line. I’m really glad we had moved away from the shoal and increased our anchor rhode. Some other boaters 

were scurrying around setting out additional anchors. I was pretty sure we were OK since the bottom is sand, 

and I had set the Danforth well. The wind picked up in the wee hours later and we would hear a “Thrumm” 

sound followed by a”Snap”. I poked my head out of the hatch and watched. As we would swing with a gust, the 

Anchor line would stretch, as it should, and then hum 

in the wind, slip off the bow pulpit pulley and slap the 

side of its channel. When we swung back it would pop 

back in the pulley groove. It presented no problem, but 

was not conducive to sound sleep. Every time it 

happened we would look out to check our position. We 

were glad to see daylight at last.  

 

The news broadcast from Ft. Myers spoke of the big aqua party with over four hundred boats watching or 

participating.  The races are only a few miles from the river mouth, and were in no hurry head over there. The 

wind subsided around mid morning so we went over to play tennis again. The dinghy engine didn’t want to start 

again so I rowed in and beached the inflatable in front of the Lodge rather than at the dock. We played for over 

an hour and splashed back to the boat for lunch. The wind had lessened but we still got wet and happy.  

 

We planned leave in hopes that the traffic in the river to Fort Myers would be dissipating.  During lunch we 

listened to the local news, but couldn’t find out who won the Power Boat races. When we were ready to leave 

Jane couldn’t budge the anchor so I pulled forward to “break it out” She brought up the line and cleated it so I 
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could rip it out of the sandy mud with our propellers moving the boat ahead. The wind last night had really set it 

but it came out and up with a coating that was like glue. 

 

 As we headed out to the ICW where we saw a sailboat hard aground and heeled over. They 

must have dragged anchor and drifted into a shoal. Our depth finder indicated that it was too 

shallow to assist them. They thanked us for the gesture and said Sea Tow was coming with a 

shallow draft vessel. We were glad we had had a solid anchorage last night. A short time later 

we noticed a Coast Guard Auxiliary boat was standing by them.  

 

 Two Sheriff Patrol boats were stationed at the mouth of the 

Caloosahatchee River. They told us the race was over and that the 

area was clearing. We could see a constant string of vessels 

streaming toward the Gulf with a lot of powerful offshore racers 

among them.  It reminded us of the Cape May Canal. We turned 

upstream past Cape Coral and were happy to be in a “no wake” 

Manatee zone so the oncoming traffic wasn’t a major hazard.  

Although the number of spectator boats was intimidating and 

seemed well inebriated we threaded through to town. It appears 

that the thousands of race spectators are heading for home and that we should find space at the Yacht Basin.  

 

We arrived at the Fort Myers Yacht Basin around four o’clock and 

found lots of space along with a mountain of trash left by the 

revelers. The Zimmerman’s (Bob and Betty) arrived at five and 

we went to their home for an overnight. We had dinner, caught up 

on all the news from Warren, played cards and had an enjoyable 

but late evening. Betty made blueberry pancakes this morning and 

later took us on a tour of their area.  They had purchased a 

manufactured home here about the same time we bought our small 

home in Melbourne as a place to “camp out” in the winter. The 

development has a golf course, pool, tennis courts, clubhouse and 

lots of activities except boating. Back home they would rarely go 

cruising with us since Betty gets seasick just sitting on the dock. 

They took us to a Megabar Buffet where you could eat forever. Everything was available including the desert 

bar, and drinks were free for seniors. On the way to our boat Bob stopped at an Auto parts store where I bought 

oil and filters for my next change. Back at the Yacht Basin, Betty screwed up her courage and boarded the boat, 

staying long enough to meet Tom and Gladys Green. 

 

 Jane and I had not seen Tom for some forty years and had never met Gladys.  We had cocktails, rehashed old 

times and brought one another up to date. Tom was a fraternity brother born and raised at Islip Long Island.  

Tom graduated a couple of years before me and took over his father’s manufacturing business of printing press 

equipment. They are long time Florida retiree’s now residing on “Posh”, Marco Island. We were surprised to 

find they are “fellow boaters”, so we should have had a lot in common.  Tom remarked that they have a Bertram 

and that they are active in offshore fishing. They continued that they would never have the courage to make the 

trip.  We still prefer SCUBA diving and cruising. (We did agree that we probably had more than enough of the 

latter for a while.)  It was an enjoyable reunion with both the Zimmerman’s and the Green’s. 

 

After our company had left, it was still mid-afternoon so we decided to poke around Fort Myers and stretch our 

legs a bit.  The area around the Marina was practically in the middle of the city, with a lot of stores, shops and 

attractions. The area is clean and well appointed (in spite of the trash lift from the race spectators) and we were 

impressed with the city in general. We found a small restaurant and had a quiet dinner. 

 



 110 

THE OKECHOBEE WATERWAY 

 
The Okeechobee Waterway crosses the lower one sixth of Florida from Punta Rassa on the mouth of the 

Caloosahatchee River at the Gulf of Mexico through Florida’s largest lake, Okeechobee.   The route 

encompasses five locks passing from salt water to fresh to salt over about 150 miles.  The locks are as follows 

W. P. Franklin, marker 121; Ortona marker 93.5; Moore Haven 78; (West Okechobee); Port Myaca (East 

Okechobee) and St. Lucie marker15. The route is mostly pastoral with numerous ranches and citrus groves. A 

few small towns and a number of marina and winter boat storages facilities dot the sides of the canal mostly on 

the Western section. Two choices are offered crossing Lake Okechobee which has a fresh water mean depth of 

about eight to ten feet and can be vicious in strong winds. Route 1 or “Open Lake” features quicker crossings 

and deeper drafts. Route 2, the “Rim Route” allows a more relaxed pace and access to some larger 

communities such as Clewiston. The Eastern section is mostly a man-made cut having more utility than scenery. 

A few marinas with more facilities are found along here but is not a long way to those in Stuart 

 

Tuesday, Nov. 22. We slept late this morning as we had stayed up to see the eclipse of the moon last night. We 

called daughter Lorri to wish her a happy birthday, finished breakfast and are starting to go East for the first 

time on this trip.. I hiked over to the office to settle my account and pick up a locking schedule of the waterway 

canal. The locks vary from “on demand”, to every two, three, four passages per day to a minimum of only two 

per day depending upon their location and amount of local traffic. I It was quite warm and we were again on the 

upper station upon leaving Fort Myers. This appeared to be a nice, clean and thriving community. There’s a lot 

of it, and is seemed we were traveling forever with commercial activity on both sides, slowly giving way to nice 

homes. 

 

 After passing under the Route 41 Highway Bridge, we heard 

noises that sounded like a squeaky wheel or birds chirping. The 

sound would come and go, varying in intensity. Jane went below 

to investigate and as she was climbing the ladder to the bridge, 

she looked up to see a gull or tern flying just a few feet above us. 

.When we looked aft there were about six of them in and over 

our stern and bridge, passing ahead and often diving into the 

water for a fish. They would then swing around and repeat the whole ballet chirping away as they passed over 

in tandem (unless they had a fish in their beak), coming from behind and riding the updraft from our stern. This 

continued for about two miles until we passed under the I-75 Interstate Bridge. We really enjoyed their grace 

and beauty…until one decided to leave us a present.  It hit with a splat just in front of the compass! Although it 

was a beautiful, iridescent color, it was not welcome.  Jane went below for water and paper towels, while I used 

the upper boat hook to discourage any more free-loading.  They should have tried up-drafting on some of the 

power boat a few days ago for real feather ruffler! (I thought later that papa gull probably went home and told 

the wife and kiddies he had made a deposit on a Carver aft cabin.) 

 

Continuing East here was a lot of industrial activity to here that later gave way to nice waterfront homes and 

cottages as we approach the first lock at Olga. The locks here are tiny by Ohio River standards and are 400 feet 

by 56 feet with a lift of only a few feet to accommodate the Gulf of Mexico tides. The lock procedure is the 

same except that the locking request signal is two long and two short blasts or radio request.  (Channel 16 or 

13). Our passage was uneventful, but the Lockmaster told us we were lucky to have missed the last few race 

days. The river had been “wall to wall boats” and he had handled over150 watercraft. We had planned to stay 

over at the small town of La Belle at mile 103 (We were on statute miles again) but there was no room at the 

town dock, a 60 foot Canadian boat and two sail boats took up all the space.  We went on to the Ortona lock 

hoping they wouldn’t be crowded by left-over race fans. I guess most of them were anxious to go home, since 

the lock area was peaceful and quiet. 

 



 111 

A year ago we had trailed “Snoopy” (our small IO runabout) over to the nice 

campground at this lock and we remembered a sheltered cove at the opposite 

side.  We called the lockmaster who told us we could tie up overnight to the 

pilings in that spot. There is a small dock or platform for convenient 

disembarking, and features some inviting grassy banks which make the area a 

pleasant place to spend the late afternoon and evening. 

 

Over the years we have developed a routine for retrieving the runabout at boat ramps. Jane drives and backs 

the RV with the boat trailer while I bring the boat to the ramp. We use our CB radios and I guide her from the 

boat, telling which way to steer so the trailer is lined up with the ramp. We were in this process last year here in 

Ortona Campground when two truck drivers hurried over from the campground to assist this helpless woman 

backing the motor home. They were following her and shouting directions as to which way to “cramp the 

wheel”.  Following my radioed directions, she was totally ignoring their advice when one of them said “Hell, 

Louie, she drives that rig better than you do” and they left. 

 

 A short time later a sailboat flying the Canadian flag tied up behind us. We could see a fruit stand at the 

entrance to the campground, so we stretched our legs over to it and bought some Oranges, Veggies and 

Kumquats which went very well with Chicken and Dumplings for dinner. While Jane was preparing it, I 

changed the oil on the Port Engine.  We were in bed by 9:30 for a tranquil nights sleep. 

 

We got up the following day around eight. The propane stove 

was acting up and we could hardly get any flame from it. 

While it was trying to heat our coffee we listened to the NOAA 

weather forecast to be advised high winds were predicted 

today for Lake Okeechobee. We took our time and only went 

to Moore Haven instead of Clewiston. I started the Starboard 

engine to warm it up for the oil change while we finished 

breakfast. (this is the one that’s tough to get at the filter) No 

spills and about 45 minutes later we went to the campground to 

shower and dump trash. The sailboat was gone when we 

returned.  

 

We eased out of the cove and into the river to lock through the Ortona Lock. We planned to arrive at Moore 

Haven around noon. This section of the canal is generally wooded with occasional farmland or cattle ranches 

along the banks.  There are little or no facilities between the lock and Lake Okeechobee. We didn’t have far to 

go, so we had a nice day with little wind, a calm canal and blue sky’s.  In deference to our questionable engine 

gasket, I kept the speed down to about our design hull speed.  We were interested in seeing a large sailboat 

winter storage area adjacent to the canal. When we arrived at Moore Haven we found plenty of space at the 

town dock. A cruiser was had just come out of the lock ahead after crossing Lake Okeechobee and told we were 

wise not to try the very rough crossing today. 

 

 The maximum depth of the lake is 13 feet and is typically 7 feet along the marked 25 mile diagonal route from 

Clewiston to Port Mayaca. It can really kick up in a high wind. I went over to the Town Hall across the road to 

pay for our dockage and then went to the hardware store for a new propane regulator which I hope will correct 

the stove problem. We got the bikes off the deck and took our tennis racquets over to the school yard court we 

remembered from our last visit here. It’s now a basketball court so we went shopping. It still seems strange to 

see Christmas decorations on Palm trees in warm weather, but it sure is nice to be out of the cold. 

 

It looks like our trip to Clewiston was still on hold. The wind had died down around sundown last night so we 

didn’t have the slap, slap noise, but truck traffic across the nearby bridge made up for it. The route to Clewiston, 

only 12 miles away, is along the southwest rim of the lake and is very well sheltered, but the wind had picked 
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up to 25 MPH again and we didn’t want to go across to Port Mayaca. There’s an alternate sheltered path via the 

lower lake via Lake Harbor, the cut through Torrey Island, up to Pahokee and finally to Port Mayaca., but it 

would be about 45 miles of narrow channel. About nine the sky cleared and the wind dropped to about 15.mph. 

so we decided to go.  The lock was opening and we went through in about fifteen minutes. 

  

MUTINY #18   Another underwater obstruction. 

 
I have gotten sloppy!  I have perfectly useful, functioning, forward-looking sonar just made for shallow water 

canals. I don’t think I’ve turned it on since the Mobile River. We came out of the lock and turned to enter the 

canal around the rim when I felt and hit something. We hadn’t seen anything ahead nor could we see anything 

behind us but the vibration told us we had troubles. I took it slow to the open water at Clewiston where the 

water was reasonably calm. If we hadn’t hit the obstruction we would have taken the diagonal route, but in view 

of the possible engine trouble plus the vibration we chose to continue along the rim. 

 

 We were in no great rush, it was a nice day, and the terrain around the 

lake is interesting.  There is a small lock at the entrance to Clewiston, 

but we’ll continue on along the southern rim of the lake.  This passage 

is well sheltered and is a favorite spot for bass fishermen. There is a 

pretty canal coming into the lake just past Ritter Island. The water is 

calm and we we’re still sheltered from the north east wind.  There’s not 

much vibration at the speed we are traveling, but I’ll have to check and 

repair the damage when we get into the St. Lucie Canal 

 

Past Pahokee we would have been exposed to the full fetch of the north east wind, but the wind had died down 

somewhat. The entrance to Lake Okeechobee from the sheltered canal is somewhat spectacular as it looks like a 

lot of water ahead of you.  The opposite shore is out of sight. The stretch ahead of us was choppy but do-able. 

The lake can be rough in a brisk wind since it is so shallow, but we’re now sheltered by the east bank in today’s 

north east wind. 

 

 The lock at Port Mayaca is mainly for flood control and both 

gates were open so we went right through the open lock 

chamber. We turned into the Saint Lucie portion of the canal 

east toward Indiantown Marina, about ten miles from the lock. 

We arrived after a leisurely transit in late afternoon.  

 

As soon as we tied up to the dock, I got the dive gear and my tools while Jane went to the office and checked us 

in. The boat was in about seven feet of water at the dock, and the bottom wasn’t too mushy, so I had pretty good 

working conditions.  The major problem was visibility of about one foot in the available light. The water here is 

laced with tannic acid and rendering it a cocoa cola color. After I submerged and got oriented, I found that he 

starboard prop had a curl worse than the one I had straightened at Demopolis and I worked on it for about 20 

minutes. I heard a lot of banging on the swim platform. It was Jane. I was just about finished with my repair job, 

so I persisted in my task. As I surfaced there was a large crowd of people on the dock.  Jane was on the swim 

platform still banging with the boat hook. The locals had told her no one goes in the water here there are two 

large resident alligators who have taken two large dogs and some ducks in the past week. I guess my bad luck 

wasn’t all bad, or maybe Jane’s banging had scared them away. It could be that they were just not hungry since 

they generally only eat every few days.  I suppose I could have finished our trip with a spectacular ending, such 

as having been a reptile’s lunch!  I cleaned up, dried off, put my tools and dive gear away and had two Gin and 

Tonics! 
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Friday.  I was up at 6:30 this morning after 

waking up in a cold sweat a couple of times 

thinking of what might have been. We had 

breakfast and checked the chart although we 

were familiar with this part of the St. Lucie 

Canal. We pulled out about 8:30 for the 

fifteen miles to the St. Lucie lock plus the 

remaining fifteen miles to Stuart and the 

Indian River Lagoon. We had a short wait at 

the lock and stopped for 146 gallons of fuel 

at Monterey Marine by Interstate I-90. The 

passage through Stuart is serpentine and 

slow but interesting. After we wound our 

way into the Intracoastal Waterway, I called 

the Vero Beach Municipal Marina for an overnight reservation. They replied that they’d be waiting for us. The 

dockmaster suggested we call them when we got to the A1A Bridge and they would guide us in.   I decided to 

go on plane for the last 32 miles to see if I had done a reasonable job on the prop. The visibility hadn’t been 

good in the Cocoa Cola colored water at Indiantown. There was a little vibration, but not enough to worry 

about. The possible overheating was more of a concern, but the temperature gauge remained green all the way. 

 

At Vero Beach there was a man on the dock with a hand held VHF who welcomed us to the marina, directed us 

to our slip and helped us tie up. It was gratifying to receive such service. I called Gordon and Bobbie Hough 

(My Navy Buddy who we had missed seeing at Albany last July) who were wintering in their Grand Isles 

Condo. They came over and we had a great reunion and a late birthday celebration for Jane at Mr. Manatees 

Restaurant. We chatted reminisced about old times in Chicago and brought each other up-to-date on the 

activities of the past many years. 

 

Saturday, December 4, 1993.  The 

river was calm and the day was 

beautiful as all boating days should 

be.  The first thing I did after 

breakfast was to check the starboard 

reservoir of the fresh water cooling 

system. It was half full, so we still 

have a serious leak somewhere and 

there is no sign of water in the bilge. I 

refilled it and we made the trip to 

Melbourne on plane to see if the leak 

would repeat itself. We pulled into 

Melbourne Harbor to call Dave and 

found out the Cocoa Village Craft 

Fair was today. Convinced that we 

could get a ride home, we took our 

time traveling the last few miles to 

Whitley Marine. Suzie wasn’t there and they hadn’t set up a slip for us but Charlie found a spot we could have 

until we could get our permanent slip. We walked a couple of blocks to Cocoa Village and found Irv and 

Shirley Stenner pursuing her hobby, a booth at the fair. They closed shop and came over to the boat for a 

homecoming toast 

 Our good neighbors, the Stenners, drove us home. I turned on the water, the hot water heater, and started the 

refrigerator. Dave and Patti had a homecoming dinner waiting for us. This was probably a fitting climax to our 

journey! 
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 It has been an experience if a lifetime and we often wonder how we managed it. As we reflect on it now, after 

65 years of marriage we believe it strengthened our bond and reinforced the belief in each other’s talents and 

resilience! 

 

We had been gone almost three quarters of a year, 33 weeks or 206 days. We had covered 3,598 miles, used 

5,981 gallons of gas and had enriched Marinas and anchorages by $2,256. The cost of engine, hull, and 

propeller repairs was $30,659 with oil changes totaling $350.  Repairs of our Marine Head, Refrigerator, 

Water heater, and Stove came to $263 plus $1,706 for Propane to operate the latter. Our gasoline donations for 

the use of “courtesy“cars were only $140.  Our Guest Log indicated that we had enjoyed 102 visitors and had 

met literally hundreds of wonderful people and fellow boaters. 
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EPILOGUE 
 
THE ENGINE PROBLEMS 

 

After our return to Florida things with the Brass Ring were different. We used it for various excursion and. trips 

to the cape with friends, visitors or relatives. The performance has not been the same and our continuing battle 

with the Insurance Company (Boat US) and PCA was a constant headache. It took slightly over a year to finally 

resolve the problems, finally replace both engines (again) and sell the “Ring”. We had made over 100 phone 

calls, twenty or thirty letters and Documents. Boat US finally sent an adjustor who reviewer all of our log 

books, receipts, and journals.  He visited most of the marinas who serviced the engines and concluded that most 

“did something, but none had done enough”. We actually picketed PCM at the Miami Boat Show 

And wound up on a first name, almost friendly relationship with the President and Warrantee Manager. During 

one of our conferences Jane asked the President if he would have sent his mother with us had we attempted the 

Gulf Crossing. His answer was “No”. She then asked the Warrantee Manager if we would have made it across, 

given the weather and engine conditions.  His answer was also “No”.  

 

The final resolution was the PCM would replace one engine and repair the other at no cost to us! I don’t know 

who picked up the tab, Boat US or PCM, but it was finally over and we could now sell the Brass Ring which we 

decided was too much boat for us here in FL!  We took the “Ring” to Coastal Marine on Merritt Island who 

specialized in this sort of engine change.  

  

The redeeming feature of our whole Boat Show was that we had discovered a beautiful Regal 233 manufactured 

in Orlando. The engine headache was over, the “Ring” was sellable and we could consider the purchase of the 

233.  We went to Orlando to Boat Tree, the Regal Dealer, to discuss the purchase of this newer, smaller, and 

more reliable craft. Joe Pozo, the owner, operates the largest boat and Regal Dealership in FL. He has a great 

staff, organization and facility and had just opened a branch in Melbourne!.  This is another story! 

 

SALE OF THE BRASS RING 

 

I had always thought that Carnival Bunco artists and used car salesmen were the most disreputable marketers. 

They are mere amateurs compared to Used Boat salesmen! The persons we hired to sell the boat were a couple 

of slime balls, liars, cheaters and con men.  Joe Poso had apparently hired a fellow from Puerto Rico and former 

Regal employee as manager of the new Melbourne enterprise. He was as misled as we were. His name was *** 

**** and when we met him he said “I can sell your boat for you”. This seemed like a great idea since we would 

have the resources and contacts of Boat Tree as well as liaison to Regal!  We quickly signed a three month 

contract with him to later find, in small print, he was the boat sales dealer, not Boat Tree! He later introduced us 

to his associate ++++  +++++, who, as we later determined, had a reputation for 

shady deals throughout the treasure coast.  Together they painted a picture of 

multiple contacts and probably a quick sale at our requested price.   

 

The Brass Ring was now ready, complete with new engines, so we moved it to 

a small marina just across the street from the Boat Tree new office, and 

arranged for a three month slip rental. During the next two weeks, with 

numerous ads in newspapers, boating magazines and flyers resulted in only one 

potential client who was intrigued by the boat, but balked at our requested price. Almost every day our 

“brokers” would call about a “red hot” buyer who wanted a sea trial. For some reason all of them fell through, 

but never without an elaborate excuse.  Three or four were from a free loading group who apparently made a 

hobby of going on free week-end rides on “for sale” boats. 
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After almost two months of almost no sales activity we had pretty much “had it”. One incident I remember 

vividly was midway in the second month.  Our new Regal was almost finished and we were about own two 

boats. Jane and I were going to Clearwater for the week end, so I called *** and told him not to schedule any 

sea trials, since we had always been a party to them. When we returned on Monday, we stopped by the slip to 

see if everything was OK. Something appeared strange with the mooring lines.  After almost 8 months we had 

developed a particular sequence of mooring. Now the spring line was above the bow line with only ½ turn 

around the cleat and one half hitch.  Upon entering we noticed the helm chair was not in its usual spot, and, 

after close inspection, we discerned numerous “glass rings” on the coffee table and dash. There was a strong 

aroma of beer along with a few more spill marks when we opened the bridge cover.  I went below and retrieved 

my log book in which I religiously make entries of almost everything . There was no current entry!  I then 

checked the engine hour meters to find 10 more hours than in the last entry.  The flo-scan confirmed that about 

15 gallons of gas had been consumed.  I was livid! 

 

I called *** with no answer and then called ++++ and asked who had taken the boat without our permission. 

He sounded as if he knew nothing about the incident, but after a few moments of silence he said that   

A “rich roofing contractor from Merritt Island” had called him and was “very interested in the Ring and that the 

price was right,” but that he “had to leave for Texas for a couple of weeks”.  Not wanting to lose a sale, he 

agreed to take him on a short run.  I asked to explain why the engine hour meter and flo-scan both indicated a 

prolonged cruise and that all the “glass ring” marks on the coffee table in the salon and on and bridge showed 

evidence of a number of occupants.  Silence.  I then said “bring me the boat and ignition keys NOW… we’re 

finished! Both “salesmen” objected, saying they had two weeks left on our contract. I replied that if they find a 

buyer in that time, I’ll honor it. 

 

By now, we had two boats, the “Ring” and the new Regal, waiting final outfitting. I contacted the persons who 

had made the first (and only) offer and said we would consider it and invited them to a sea trial along with a 

surveyor if they wish. The “Ring’ performed beautifully and they seemed to fall in love with it. To make a long 

story short, a subsequent hull survey revealed a number of small problems such as two blisters, broken or rusted 

hose clamps, navigation light out, our-of-date flares, leaking stuffing boxes, etc.  We closed the deal although at 

a considerable monetary loss.  As far as I know they took the Brass Ring to Northern FL where they changed its 

name to “LITTLE FUN”!  A few years later I received I received a phone call from a man who had purchased 

Little Fun, damaged in a hurricane in GA, who had traced it to us.  He was in the process of moving it to 

Mexico and was curious as to its history. We chatted for over an hour, I sent him some pictures, and, as far as I 

know, it has retired to Mexico. 

 

 


