
 
 

Bill and Kit’s 2023 Excellent Adventure, Journal #10 
 

Through travel, you discover a new aspect of your 

personality. You discover things which you wouldn’t in 

the confines of your home. 

Imtiaz Ali 
 

 

Monday, February 13, 2023:  Kit and I departed Cajun Heritage RV Park at 1105 under sunny 

skies and a temperature of 67 degrees.  Back on our old friend, Interstate Ten (hey, that rhymes) 

we once again pointed the rig easterly. 

 

Enjoyed an uneventful day of travel on I-10, and later around noon I-12 East.  At 1335 we rolled 

into the town of Covington, Louisiana and the welcoming dooryard of our dear friends and 1965 

era Key West neighbors. 

 

 
 



Always gracious with their time and electricity (note yellow cord) their beautiful home on the 

north shore of Lake Pontchartrain sits on a large lot with an ample circular driveway…perfect for 

dooryard surfing. 

 

As always Eileen, and her faithful sidekick Molly, enthusiastically greeted us with their typical 

southern hospitality. 

 

 
 

However, sadly her husband and our dear friend Johnny, had passed away a few years ago when 

Covid had us pinned down.  After expressing our condolences, and shedding a few tears, Kit and I 

asked to pay our respects to Johnny at the family’s crypt… 

 



 
 

…where he joined their daughter Lisa who had predeceased him. 

 

Then, as a symbolic gesture the three of us paid a visit to one of Johnny’s favorite restaurants. 

 

 
 

A local favorite where over the years we’ve all enjoyed many great Louisiana meals. 

 



 
From the Archives Circa 2019. 

With the symbolism of an empty chair at our table, and the overwhelming sense that Johnny’s 

spirit… 

 

 
 

…we dove into plates of the best fried clams in the world accompanied with endless glasses of 

Louisiana Sweet-tea!   

 

Back at the ranch, while enjoying the pleasant company, Kit and I were able to help Eileen with a 

few home maintenance projects… 

 



 
 

… and in getting her new laptop and printer up and running. 

 

Johnny was a woodworker, as am I.  Over the years, we’ve spent countless hours in his very well-

equipped workshop, talking woodworking and spinning the occasional sea stories from our 

combined 43 years of Navy service. 

 

 
 

 Johnny’s standalone shop is four times the size of my basement woodshop and, in addition to 

woodworking, he also enjoyed collecting fine tools!  Johnny possessed multiple quantities of 

every tool known to man and took meticulous care of them all.  Eileen graciously allowed me to 



select a few tools from Johnny’s collection to add to my own…which I was thrilled and honored 

to do.  

 

While I kept busy with projects, Kit and Eileen spent hours enjoying each other’s company while 

Molly, a true lap dog, took a liking to Kit… 

 

 
 

… who enjoyed cuddling the little ball of fur. 

 

 

Toward the end of our stay, another visit to Pontchartrain Po-Boy was in order. 

 



 
 

This time we enjoyed the fried catfish which was equally as good as their fried oysters. 

 

And in honor of Mardi Gras… 

 

 
 

…a traditional King Cake was in order.   

 

You will notice the cake is sprinkled with sugar granules in the three traditional Mardi Gras 

colors of purple which signifies justice, green being for faith, and gold representing power.   



Steeped in Cajun Catholic tradition, the King Cake is traditionally baked with a small fava bean 

within to represent the Christ child.  Whoever is served the piece containing the bean is blessed 

and usually wins a token prize.  In more modern times, a small plastic figurine has replaced the 

fava bean and is placed in the cake box, residing within view.  You may have noticed this figurine 

located on the right side of the inner ring of cake in the above photo which Kit was awarded and 

plans to place in her wall hung printer tray back home. 

 

Kit, Eileen, and I spent countless hours reminiscing about our early Key West days, and the many 

times we stopped by their Covington home on our westward journey during past Excellent 

Adventure RV trips. 

 

We also relived Eileen and Johnny’s own RV trip up to visit us in Maine a number of years ago 

traveling with two of their granddaughters.  Where we were delighted park their RV in our 

dooryard and proudly show them around our adopted home state.  During a stay at the family 

camp, Johnny took great pleasure in being able to hang onto the tube attached to our speeding 

boat… 

  

 
 

…while I tried earnestly to pitch him into the lake. 

 

During these walks down memory lane, some of those photos evoked sadness in us all that 

Johnny was no longer physically present. 

 



 
 

We miss you, Johnny. 

 

Eileen possesses a wonderful sense of humor; however, she often grimaces…  

 

 
 

…at my rather bizarre sense of humor, especially if a prank or play on words is involved. 

 

Goodbye for now Eileen, thanks for the hospitality, and for the 57 years of friendship!  We love 

you!!! 

 



 

Saturday, February 18, 2023:  Departed Covington at 0727 hours under sunny skies and a chilly 

temperature of 32 degrees.  Hopped back on I-12 heading easterly, then I-10 East crossing into 

Mississippi by 0800.  An hour later we took a break at an interstate rest area for breakfast, then 

back on the road at 0942… 

 

 
 

…crossing over the Alabama state line 15 minutes later heading into the City of Mobile. 

 

At this point the interstate drops down into a half mile long tunnel…  

 

 



 

…crossing 40 feet below the Mobile River, before connecting to the 7 ½ mile Jubilee Parkway 

that spans the rest of Mobile Bay.   

 

Continuing east, Kit and I were surprised to find a Buc-ee’s this far from its home state of Texas.   

 

 
 

So, we just had to pay a visit for inexpensive diesel fuel and a couple of delicious, chopped 

brisket sandwiches. 

 

Back under way, we crossed our third state line of the day and rolled into the panhandle of Florida 

at 1135 hours.  Then left the interstate and meandered southeasterly on various state roads to the 

gulf town of Pensacola and our stop for the evening…Oak Grove Military Campground on the 

Naval Air Station. 

 



 
 

Arriving at 1215 hours, we were lucky to bag the last remaining campsite and backed in for a 

brief overnight stay. 

 

We enjoyed a walk about the park, and…  

 

 
  

…strolling out on the sugar sand beach fronting Pensacola Bay. 

 



Kit and I agree that this campground is amongst our top five favorite military parks in the nation.  

Over the years, we have spent up to a week here relaxing, seeing the sights which include the US 

Navy Aviation Museum, and visiting folks who have retired in the wonderful corner of Florida. 

 

The Pensacola Beach faces due south, so there are ample opportunities to capture incredible 

sunset photos… 

 

 
 

…across the sand dunes sprinkled with sea oats and pine trees, or… 

 

 
 



…to the west as the sun bids farewell to Florida.   

 

Goodnight! 

 

 

Sunday, February 19, 2023: Oak Grove Campground, NAS Pensacola: 

 

 
 

Good morning! 

 

Up, walked the beach, enjoyed a leisurely breakfast and back on the road at 1025 under sunny 

skies and a temperature 0f 69 degrees.  

 

Found our way back to Interstate 10 and continued east.  Following a halt at a Love’s Truck Stop 

for fuel and a break, we were back underway by 1315 hours.  At 1656, we headed south on 

Interstate 75, and 45 minutes later pulled into Travelers RV Park… 

 



 
 

… where we set up for the evening. 

 

Shortly after arriving, another camper pulled in next door… 

 

 
 

…and a rather unique rig it was!  The vintage Mallard trailer was pulled by a homemade hybrid 

4X4 vehicle with a late model Pontiac body attached.  The young family of four were on their 

way from Colorado to southern Florida for new jobs, and a better life.  The young children were 

clean and well mannered, and the parents were friendly as well. 

 



Viewing this family on their trip of faith, reminded me of Kit and I when, as teenagers in June 

1965, we left our childhood home of San Diego in an aging station wagon that contained all our 

meager possessions, and embarked on a similar trip to Key West, Florida.  We turned out OK and 

we wish the same for these young migrants. 

 

 

Monday, February 20, 2023:  Departed Travelers RV Park at 1008 hours under cloudy skies, and 

a temperature of 66 degrees.  Back on I-75 South Kit mentioned that our food stores were getting 

low, and that a stop at a Walmart Superstore was in order…um, instead of “in order” make that 

“ordered”.  So, following 30 minutes of “discussion” I pulled the rig off the interstate near 

Gainesville and made my way to the mother-store.   

 

While Kit engaged in some long overdue shopping and retail therapy, I took advantage of the 

hiatus to check the truck and trailers tire pressures, torqued the wheel lug nuts, rebuild the trucks 

engine, complete a number of laps around the massive parking lot, work on this journal for a 

while, and develop a plan for world peace.  Two and a half hours later, kit was spotted across the 

parking pulling a train of shopping carts while clutching her smoldering credit card.  And that’s 

the truth! 

 

Back underway at 1252, we made tracks toward Dade City, Florida and arrived at Country Aire 

Estates, a 55+ mobile home park that has a few sites for us nomadic travelers.  We enjoyed 

staying here four years ago, and found the inhabitants, many from Maine, to be friendly, 

welcoming, and tolerant of our quirky way of snow birding.   

 

However, the main (or is it Maine) attraction to this park is that dear friends from upta Maine are 

spending the winter here! 

 

 
 

Looking forward to a very pleasant, and active two weeks visiting with Jeff and Catherine!  So, 

stay tuned for the excellent (mis) adventures of four Maine friends terrorizing Florida snowbird 

country! 



 

 

Kit’s Bit’s: Oh Boy!  He’s after me again for going to Walmart.  He forgets that we have to eat!  

Besides, wandering around the store provides a bit of exercise and rest for my ears.  Now, who 

might be going overboard on talking??  Seems it runs in his family.        

   


