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The Captain continues to run ahead of schedule. We were supposed to arrive at 08:00 and I was on 

deck at 07:30 to capture the “docking”. The landing stage was already down. There was no wharf or 

jetty, just a bit of concrete ramp. The boat was simply grounded and the landing stage manoeuvred 

to best fit the situation. No normal boat could have landed here.

It was hot, humid and hazy with banks of fog/mist hovering in windless areas.

I had a sinful breakfast of two fried eggs, bacon and sausage. I have been so good and departure day 

breakfast on Aug 22nd will be early and rushed.

At 08:04 the Union Pacific chugged by on its way to St Louis on the north bank. The first box car 

was marked as Canadian Pacific. This reminded me that rivers and railroads go together all over the 

world for the simple reason that the 1% grade that a railway requires is just about that of most rivers,

rapids and waterfalls excluded.

The first one in the Chester area was John McFerron in 1816 and he operated a ferry. He later 

represented the area as the first State Senator after Illinois was admitted to the Union. But the town 

of Chester itself was founded by Samuel Smith in 1829. His wife was a native of Chester, England 

and she bestowed the name.

Chester’s chief commodity in the early days was castor oil, which was used as a lubricant. It lost its 

important as the petroleum industry developed. Castor Oil – Olive Oil – Pop Eye. I am getting ahead

of myself.

Given the distances and the heat I decided to take the HOHO and got a 08:30 ticket.

The first stop was the Cohen House, which dates from 1853. The glass came from France. The 

Cohen’s came from Europe, he from Germany and she from Bohemia. They had ten kids. Bud Cohen

was the last resident. As a bachelor he was worth $7 million which he bequeathed to all sorts of local

social programmes. He left the house to the County.

The house has a commanding view over the river onto the flats that used to flood right out to the 

Missouri Bluffs about ten miles away. It was very tranquil and once again got me reflecting on how 

restful this trip has been.



The local guide had a cute story. She had worked in municipal government and one day a hamburger

chain called requesting census data. The company would not establish an outlet for any town under 

6,000 people. So she gave the census figure of 8,500, failing to mention that 3,300 were locked up 

in the local penitentiary or mental hospital and they were not going to eat any burgers. The burger 

chain built and survived.

She also told us that Chester had electricity before Chicago.

The second stop was the town of Chester up on the top of the hill. At the main intersection is The 

Memorial Parkette to Popeye creator Elzie Segar. In the Spinach Can, located in the old Opera 

House where Segar worked, is the international headquarters of the Popeye Fan Club. It is also a 

souvenir shop for all things Popeye. I bought a T-shirt to emphasize my bulging muscles. Barnaby 

and Bucky got their photos taken with Popeye and Olive Oil.

As we waited for the HOHO, a never-ending stream of huge trucks roared through the main 

intersection. There are 300 of them and they were hauling coal from three local coal mines. If it ain’t

coal it is popcorn because this area produces 80% of the microwavable popcorn sold in America.

The third stop was the Randolph County Courthouse. We had to put our bags through an X-ray 

machine and did wonder if Bucky and Barnaby would survive being fried. There was a sign on the 

front door saying, “No Solicitors”. I pointed out to the guard that in Britain solicitors are lawyers – 

she got a chuckle out of that. The fifth floor has a great 360 degree panorama.

Our last stop was the Visitor Centre. There was a plaque about the flood of 1993. Over 1,000 of the 

1,300 levees breached or overtopped. Homes in the plain were flooded to their second floor 

windows. Nearly 50,000 homes were lost and 52 people died. The Chester bridge was closed for 68 

days.

By noon the temperature was officially 90 F.

At 13:00 we picked up the starboard landing stage and the Steamcoaches sailed away to St Louis.

I had a superb Kentucky Burgoo soup for lunch..

At 13:30 I went to a lecture on steamboat racing. Since steam boats are not exactly drag racers, this 

is an esoteric sport that plays out in slow motion.

We had a trivia quiz on river lore at 14:30 hrs. I got 15 out of 20 which I thought was OK for a 



foreigner. The winner got 17 right.

The French Fiddler from the previous evenings musical coverage of Lewis and Clark gave a lecture 

on how much the environment was changed by the sweep westward following the Lewis and Clarke 

expedition.

The Captain held a Farewell Cocktail at 17:15 and it was drowned out by the Jazz Ensemble.

I had a delicious meat loaf for supper as we entered a much narrower portion of the river with a fast 

current. We were following a huge tow and there was no space to pass. We were making forward 

progress at about 3 mph. I certainly felt for the Lewis and Clark crew – that would have been a tough

haul upstream.

The final show at 20:15 was Dixie by the AQ Ensemble. I went to the first number, ear plugs 

inserted, and then departed. I listened to the rest of the show from my cabin – it was that loud. I 

have a theory that the louder the show, the worse the capability of the artists.

I packed my bag and placed it outside my cabin before retiring.
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