
 
 

Bill and Kit’s 2023 Excellent Adventure, Journal #1 
 

What is that feeling when you're driving away from people, and 

they recede on the plain till you see their specks dispersing.  It's the 

too-huge world vaulting us, and it's good-bye. But we lean forward 

to the next crazy venture beneath the skies. 

Jack Kerouac 

 

 

Sunday, December 18, 2022:  Underway at 0630, under cover of darkness and a temperature of 

30 degrees.  Threading our way through the neighborhood, we quickly find Interstate 295 and 

head south toward warmer weather…and our first winter RV trip in over two years!  Kit and I 

dislike leaving family and friends, but it feels good to finally be hauling our plastic box down the 

road on another Excellent Adventure. 

 

We had planned on departing earlier in the month, however a few minor medical and dental 

issues interfered, as well as a number of social activities we desired to participate in.  Then our 

anticipated week of opportunity, when the weather along our predicted route looked promising, 

we were once again delayed… 

 

 
 



…Yep, our predicted coastal rain event, had other ideas.  Oh well, as we used to say at my 

former job when visibility was paramount to a successful engineering event:” We live 

 or die by the weather guy”. 

 

An hour after departure, I pulled into the Kennebunk travel plaza to check that everything was 

normal and none of the eight tires or eight wheel bearings were overly warm.  All checked fine, 

so back on the highway we go at 0722 hours as the winter sun was peeking above the 

Southeastern horizon.  

 

A half hour later found us crossing the New Hampshire border where Kit noticed the temps have 

risen to 36 degrees and there was an absence of snow.  Maybe this is as far south as we need to 

travel!  Naw, we’ve lived in New England long enough to not be fooled by a brief warmup. 

 

Today’s travel was relatively uneventful. We crossed into Massachusetts at 0831, picking up I-

495 which took us to the Mass Pike where we stopped at the Charlton Travel Plaza for breakfast 

sandwiches and some walking around time.  After topping off the fuel tank, both us and the 

truck, we merged back on I-90 West at time 1049 hours than a short10 minutes later found us 

moving over to I-84W and crossing into Connecticut.  Kit noticed the temperature was back to 

30 degrees and there was snow along the highway…more than she had noticed over the past 

several hours.  At 1251 we motored into the State of New York and crossing the Hudson River at 

1324 hours. 

 

 
 

Yep, that’s frozen snow/ice tenaciously hanging onto our truck’s hood. 

 

Looking north up the Hudson River, Kit noticed some dark low hanging clouds on the horizon… 

 



 
 

… hope they stay north! 

 

It was time to pull into a truck stop for fuel and a break, we also picked up some ready to eat 

items for dinner.   

 

At 1428 hours we crossed the Pennsylvania state border.  Then a few minutes later crossed the 

Delaware River and pulled off at Exit-4 in the town of Matamoras where I made our way to the 

Tri-State RV Park for the night.  We’ve logged 374 miles for the day, the temperatures are 

predicted to drop into the mid 20’s, and we are bone tired… 

 

 
 

…goodnight! 

 

 



Monday, December 19, 2022:  Woke, enjoyed coffee and breakfast, and departed Tri-State RV 

Park at 0846…well, we tried to depart!?!?  Both of our trucks rear wheels just spun on the ice.  

However, shifting into four-wheel drive allowed us to motivate out of there. 

 

Found our way back to I-84W, and within an hour, Interstate 8 South…we are now officially 

heading toward warm weather! 

 

I-81 is known as the trucker’s route, and it does have a preponderance of over the road truckers 

hauling all sorts of goods and commodities, along with the occasional interesting load… 

 

 
 

…such as these shiny new helicopters. 

 

Also, Interstate 81 with all the heavy truck traffic, is pretty beat up…especially in the right-hand 

lane.  Which was made evident by the shambles our camper was found in when we pulled into a 

rest area for a break. 

 



 
 

No harm however, a few times each trip our interior get redecorated by the roller coaster tarmac.  

On one trip a number of years ago, that heavy oak table was ripped out of the wood floor and 

found itself sideways alongside the kitchen counter.  It’s now securely bolted with eight ¼ x 1” 

lag screws! 

 

Kit and I seldom travel with the propane tanks on anymore…too many horror stories reported in 

online RV forums.  So, there is no underway refrigerator, hot water, or furnace.  If we have 

anything particularly perishable, and were still in cold country… 

 

 
 

… we just store these items in the trucks bed.  

 

Also, it should be mentioned, the camper’s water system is winterized with potable RV/Marine 

antifreeze, so we carry a few gallon jugs of fresh water for drinking and coffee in the heated cab 

of the truck, and a jug of anti-freeze alongside the commode for flushing…works well.  As long 



as we have electricity for the night, we can overnight very comfortably.  Our Arctic Fox brand 

camper is rated a four-season unit, with heavy insulation, thermo-pane windows, heated holding 

tanks, and a 35,000 BTU heater.    

 

As Kit and I encountered the Pocono Mountains, we noticed heavy bumper to bumper traffic in 

the northbound lanes, for mile upon mile.  Kit checked Waze, which reported the obvious slow 

traffic, but offered no cause?!?! 

 

At 1035, we discovered smooth roads (what a pleasant surprise) and the speed of traffic 

increased, but we also encountered snow flurries.  The temperature is holding at 25 degrees, so 

icing is a possibility which caused us to snuggle up behind a professional trucker and match his 

slower speed…if he exits, so do we. 

 

An hour later, as we dropped elevation, the flurries dissipated, the sun came out, and we started 

seeing green grass alongside the highway…it is looking promising! 

 

Pulled into a Love’s Truck Stop for fuel and a break.  Most modern truck stops have plenty of 

maneuvering room on the automobile side, which we prefer to use leaving the truck lanes for the 

professional truckers.  Also, in the case of the Love’s chain they were thoughtful enough to 

install fuel pumps with a diesel option at every island.  Some Love’s even feature RV specific 

lanes where one can fuel, refill propane, top off freshwater tanks, while dumping the camper’s 

grey and black water holding tanks…very convenient! 

 

At 1245, we pulled into a rest area for a break and to heat up our afternoon mug of coffee on the 

camper’s stove. 

 

 
 

Back underway, and at time 1347 Kit noticed the Welcome to Maryland sign, 10 minutes later 

we crossed the Potomac River and entered West Virginia, 5 minutes after that, crossed into the 

State of Virginia…that’s right, three states in 15 minutes! 

 

Decided to pull into the Virginia Welcome Station to enjoy some walking around time. 

 



 
 

Kit and I enjoyed a pleasant chat with the staff in this very nice and well-appointed welcome 

station.  While reminiscing about our five years living in Virginia Beach, I asked for a couple of 

the “Virginia is For Lovers” stickers. 

 

 
 

For a very nice couple who, as pre-teens, first met in Virginia Beach back in 1976, lost contact… 

but through the power of social media, reconnected a few years ago, and are now a committed 

couple.  Eric and Kim, these are for you!  

  

Nearing 1543 hours, and 345 miles for the day, we pulled into the sparsely populated 

Shenandoah Valley Campground in Mount Jackson, VA for the evening. 

 



 
 

Dinner and some reading/tablet time, then off to bed at 2000… 

 

 
 

…goodnight! 

 

 

Tuesday, December 20, 2022:  Up, coffee, and on the road by 0855 hours.  Made our way back 

to I-81S under sunny skies and a temperature of 25 degrees.  Last night the temps dropped to 17, 

but our furnace kept us comfy. 

 

 

An hour later we pulled off at a rest area to grab some breakfast. 

 



 
 

Historically, our routine on travel days consists of an initial hour or so on the road fueled only by 

coffee, a stop for breakfast, some truck snacks for munching on mid-day, and an early stop for 

the evening where we enjoy a Grab and Go entrée purchased at a previous truck stop.  Which, by 

the way, are surprisingly good and can be healthy…last night we each enjoyed a freshly made 

salad.  

 

Back underway, the day passed quickly with a few stops for rest and/or fuel as the temperatures 

climbed into the 50’s.  At time 1433 hours found us crossing the Tennessee state border, and a 

few minutes later after 286 miles of travel for the day, we pulled into the Rocky Top RV Park in 

Blountsville, Tennessee.  

 

 
 

Decided to leave the road earlier than normal to re-commission the camper’s utility system.  It’s 

predicted to be warm enough to safely do so and we’re getting tired of bathing with handy wipes 

and cooking with bottled water.  So, after draining the systems antifreeze, flushing out all the 



lines, dumping our onboard holding tanks, I filled or 88-gallon freshwater tank with 20 gallons 

of water.  Why so little?  Well, excess water is excess weight, so unless we’re going to be dry 

camping for a week or so, I prefer to carry minimal water onboard. 

 

 
 

Goodnight! 

 

 

Wednesday, December 21, 2022:  It’s been tradition for Kit and I to profile our immediate family 

during the first edition of our journal…so, here you go! 

 

First up, is our first-born… 

 

 
 

… Kim and her gentleman friend Eric. 

 



Next, we have Kim’s son… 

 

 
 

… Joe, and his lady friend Whitney. 

 

Then there’s our son… 

 

 
 

… Joe, with daughter in law Ann, granddaughter Katie and grandson Chris along with our newly 

minted grandson-in-law Brendan.  Congratulations again Katie and Brendan! 

 

Last but certainly not least, there is our youngest daughter… 

 



 
 

… Suzie and husband Kevin, and their offspring, our youngest grands… 

 

 
   

… Jack and Tucker, shown here enjoying the family camp during their summer trip to Maine. 

 

Grandparents are understandably biased…however, we have the best family ever and are very 

proud of them and their numerous accomplishments.  Love you all! 

 

Well, back to today’s adventure.   

 

Kit and I pulled out of Rocky Top RV Park at 0935 under sunny skies and a temperature of 32 

degrees.  Then, wound our way back to I-81 and continued our trek south in search of warmer 

weather.  Within minutes of us heading south, we noticed a dozen or so electric company bucket 

trucks heading north…maybe they know something we don’t!?!? 

 



At this latitude, the terrain is much flatter and our trucks milage figures reflect that…11.6 MPG 

versus our dismal 9.6 MPG up in the Pocono Mountains. 

 

Stopped at a rest area to stretch, grab some breakfast, and fill our coffee cups.   

 

At every stop, I check the temperature of the tires and wheel bearings for any overheating 

indications…all good so far. 

 

Nearing Knoxville, the traffic slowed and eventually stopped.  For a half hour our average speed 

was in the single digits on an Interstate that has a posted 70 MPH speed limit.  Eventually came 

to the scene of the bottleneck…two separate accidents involving two cars each and spaced out 

about a hundred yards from each other.  Come on people, pay attention, and slow down…please!  

Once back up to our desired speed of 60 MPH, we came to the junction of Interstate 75 and 

continued south on that highway.  The air temperature has risen to 52 degrees, and in direct 

sunlight, it felt far higher. 

 

This must be the day for folks to ram into other, only three hours after the last accident, and just 

south of Chattanooga, traffic once again slowed and we were creeping along for about 20 

minutes, until we passed the third two car accident today!?!? 

 

At 1502 hours we barely nipped the border of Georgia, and 5 minutes later were back in 

Tennessee.  Moving over to Interstate 24W, we crossed the Tennessee River, and with 233 miles 

under our belt, decide to pull off the interstate and make our way to one of our favorite 

campgrounds in this region…Marion County Park.  Checking into this sparsely populated 

campground we had our choice of dozens of sites… 

 

 
 

…all with water and electricity, and at only $18.00 per night, a real bargain in this day and age.  

Just for comparison, our fee last night at Rocky-Top was a whopping $72.96! 

 

Some relaxation, a nice meal, and off to slumberland…goodnight   

 

 



Thursday, December 22, 2022:  Up, coffee and on the road at 0855 hours under cloudy skies and 

temps at 46 degrees.  Hopped on I-24E, then merged on I-81S, which led us to Interstate 59 

South.   

 

At 1025 hours we encountered the Alabama state line, and after another 60 minutes, stopped at a 

rest area for a late breakfast and to fill our coffee mugs…then back underway.  No sooner did we 

get back on the road then we came upon another accident that slowed everyone down for about 

35 minutes…this is getting real old real fast!  Ninety minutes after clearing the accident, I 

pointed the rig toward Montgomery, Alabama on I-65 South,  

 

Just north of Montgomery, with 248 miles logged for the day, we pulled into Maxwell AFB for 

an overnight stay. 

 

 
 

I only connected the electrical cable, due to the freezing temperatures.  With mostly empty 

grey/black tank volume, and still have most of the 20 gallons of fresh water I added a few days 

ago we should be all set.   

 

However, a SNAFU developed while extending the main slide out, the largest of the two slides 

which house our dining table and two La-Z-Boy recliners.  Approximately a quarter of the way 

out, I could hear the motor beginning to labor so stopped immediately.  Upon investigation, we 

noticed that the pantry door, which is hidden by the retracted slide, had popped open while 

traveling and impeded the slides travel.  No problem, this has happened in the past, so I hit the 

retract button, closed and locked the pantry door, then proceeded with extending the slide.  Only 

one side of the 16-foot-long room was moving!  My immediate thought was that the nonmoving 

side of the rack and pinion slide mechanism had broken its shear pin.  However, while crawling 

under the camper with flashlight in hand I came across the intact shear pin lying on the 

pavement?!?!  Apparently, after 6 years of travel over some pretty rough roads, the lock nut had 

loosened and dropped off at some point.  Then when I cycled the rocker switch the pinion shaft 

lost its friction grip on the shear pin allowing it to simply fall out.  Realigning the slide room so 

it was an equal distant out on both sides, I was able to reinsert the shear pin and fasten it with a 

¼-20 nut from the can of miscellaneous nuts, bolts, and screws I carry.  

 



Whew, glad that problem was solved!  With the slide partially extended the inner and outer 

gasketing doesn’t make contact which creates an opening around the perimeter of the slide…not 

good in very cold weather it one is trying to keep warm. 

 

Goodnight! 

 

 

Friday, December 23, through Monday, December 26, 2022-Maxwell AFB, Montgomery, AL:  

Well, our one night stay quickly morphed into three days once we checked the weather forecast.  

High winds, and unseasonably cold temperatures, coupled with our previous five consecutive 

days of arduous travel, seemed like reason enough to hunker down, get some rest, and develop a 

travel plan for the future.  

 

Since we were to spend Christmas 2022 here, I dug out the RV Christmas tree and ornaments 

one morning and surprised Kit. 

 

 
 

On Christmas day, Kit and I were thrilled when each of our family units…some in Maine, and 

others in Nevada, took the time to contact us on FaceTime…what a thrill, thanks guys! 

 

The next couple of days produced wacky weather.  In central Alabama the temperatures hovered 

around freezing with overnight lows in the teens!  While at home, on the Coast of Maine, the 

temps were above 50 degrees and overnight it was still above freezing! 

 

We spent most of the three days here relaxing, reading, and catching up on 

correspondence…including this journal.  One day was spent at the base exchange and 

commissary to purchase needed items and fill the camper’s larder.  We also enjoyed our first 

restaurant meal in over a week…which was a treat. 

 

The temperatures here were so extreme that water pipes were freezing all over, with the resultant 

ruptures making life miserable for many locals.  We fared well as our onboard tanks contained 

sufficient water, and the campers furnace kept us toasty warm.  However, we did set the 

thermostat back overnight as we do at home.  We like to sleep in a cool room warmed by each 

other and our Cuddledown (Made in Maine) comforter. 



 

 Well, it was bound to happen, Saturday morning I woke to no water coming out of the 

faucets…rut row!  And Kit arose to this sight…double rut row. 

 

 
 

Yep, with the lowered thermostat, which caused the furnace to cycle less frequently, the pickup 

tube from the onboard water tank froze.  I could hear the rumble of the water pump operating, 

but it’s definitely not designed to pump ice! 

 

A few hours later with the thermostat up, and various access panels opened, combined with 

focused heat on top of the tank… 

 

 
 

… success! 

 



As most US Military bases do, Maxwell has a display area of surplus equipment on static display 

that reflect their history.  One of which was the iconic B-25 Mitchell bomber. 

 

 
 

Introduced in 1941, nearly 10,000 B-25’s were manufactured by the North American company 

for US and allied use during WWII.  The B-25 found fame as the bomber flown by the Doolittle 

Raiders, in which sixteen B-25’s flew from the deck of the USS Hornet and attacked Japan just 

four months after their bombing of Pearl Harbor. 

 

 
 

Capable of carrying a payload of 2,400 pounds over 1,200 miles at a speed of 300 mph, the B-25 

was in service up to 1979 when the Indonesian Air Force retired the last one. 

 

Nestled alongside the B-25 Mitchel is a B-52 Stratofortress…known in the USAF as the BUFF 

(Big Ugly Fat Fella or some other F word). 

 



 
 

This long-range strategic bomber, manufactured by Boing from 1952 to 1962 for a total of 744 

aircraft, has been in continuous use with periodic upgrades, ever since…and are expected to 

serve into the 2050’s.  That’s a 100-year service life, remarkable for any airframe. 

 

 
Wiki Photo 

 

The BUFF is capable of carrying up to 70,000 pounds of weapons, with a range of 8,800 miles, 

and a top speed of 650 MPH. 

 

Later, at the base exchange, I picked up a jug of Military Special dark rum (thoughtfully bottled 

in plastic for the RV’er bouncing down the nations byways) and a six-pack of Coke Zero for my 

occasional evening cocktail.  Back in the camper and realizing that I had neglected to fill the ice 

cube trays, I had the bright idea to put a warm Coke outside and let Mother Nature chill my 

anticipated Rum and Coke ingredients.  But then promptly forgot about it until the next morning.  

 



 
 

Triple rut row! 

 

Please watch for the next chapter of the Continuing Misadventures of Bill and Kit as we continue 

south in the hunt for elusive warmth.  Will we discover it before encountering the Panama Canal 

Zone?   

 

Stay tuned. 

 

 

Kit’s Bit’s: Returning to the RV lifestyle has had a few ups and downs.  First thing we did was 

make up the bed, so, at least we had a decent place to sleep.  Next was procuring a few items of 

food, so we wouldn’t perish.  I have always had the propensity to buy too much food, “just in 

case” we can’t find a grocery store.  This time, I’ve kept things to a bare minimum.  However, 

we did find some canned goods that have been in the camper for nearly 3 YEARS!  We keep 

forgetting about them, so haven’t disposed of them yet.  Fortunately, we’ve been able to camp 

since we left home.  Some years, we’ve had to stay in a motel the first night.  Other than the slide 

having an issue, things have gone well, considering we haven’t been camping in nearly 3 years.        

 


