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The main purpose of this cruise was simply to get out of the house, away, after two years of COVID-related 
isolation.  We’ve been to Alaska a couple of times before, pleasant enough place to visit I suppose, but would 
not otherwise be all that high on our list of repeat vacation destinations.  But an inexpensive, in and out of SF 
Princess cruise, to get away for a time, seemed like just the ticket.  It was first just Susan and me, then Dana 
and Tim Davis decided to join us, then Bonnie and John Landis, then Karen Davis and Marna Ferreira, then 
Kitty and Bill Saul.  Bridge players all, except poor John, who doesn’t know three no trump from Gerber.

We all went through an extraordinarily complicated process, pre-cruise, to prove we were fully vaccinated for 
and not currently suffering from COVID, but we got through it, the last step with the help of a little wine at the 
Sauls’ house two days before the cruise.  And dealing with Princess Cruises’ new cellphone-based “Medallion”
system to sign up for and manage their cruises almost drove Susan and me crazy, but with the help of other 
more technically savvy people in our group, we survived.

We all signed up for the cruise through a travel agency called Zoe’s Cruises, out of Sacramento.  Among other
things, for SF-based cruises, Zoe provides bus transportation to and from our general area and the pier.  So 
on embarkation day, we drove the Sauls down to our bus pickup point in Lodi (with Susan’s daughter Kim 
along to drive our car back home and then come pick us up again on our return).  The Davises and the 
Landises were already there, and when the bus arrived from prior pickup points, there were Karen and Marna 
(who had boarded in Modesto).  With everyone aboard, the bus took us straight to the SF pier.  The check-in 
process went unexpectedly smoothly, and about 4:45 p.m., the ship sailed off – 45 minutes late, which was 
unfortunate, because we had to go inside for our pre-reserved dinner table for 10 at 5:00 p.m. and so couldn’t 
stay outside to watch the ship go under the Golden Gate Bridge.

Our dinners, though, were the highlight of our trip, not because of the food – although it was very good, mostly,
and always flattering to our figures – but because of how much fun we had at the dinner table.  For some 
reason, hard to explain, we seemed to enjoy each other’s company.  The plentiful wine and other spirits may 
have helped. Susan and I, having booked the cruise before everyone else, had received a free drinks package
as a promotion, which gave each of us fifteen free drinks, every day – and we were allowed to use them on 
orders for other people. Plus, Zoe’s gave each pair of our group a free bottle of wine.  Whatever the reason, 
our dinners included lots of laughing, good times.  We are so glad our group expanded the way it did.

The weather was the other important story.  Our first two days were to have been “at sea” days, getting us 
from SF to Icy Point, Alaska.  But we ran into very heavy seas, and gale force headwinds, knocking the ship 
about.  None of us had ever before been on a cruise ship that was buffeted like this one was.  Glassware at an
unattended bar in the 18th deck lounge was sent crashing to the floor.  John Landis was thrown about in his 
stateroom so severely that he badly bruised a rib.  As a result, the ship had to slow down, change course, so it
took us three “at sea” days to get into the Alaska area, and the Icy Point stop was dropped from the cruise.  A 
real tragedy, as I intended to take my first zipline ride there, despite my advanced age.  I’m planning a massive
class action lawsuit against Princess, which should have better control over Mother Nature, for gypping us out 
of our Icy Point stop.

On the other hand, once we got to Alaska, the weather was surprisingly, amazingly lovely. In the days before 
we left home, the weather reports were predicting rain, from light to heavy, for the entire length of our cruise.  
And Tom Wright, who took an Alaska cruise a week earlier, reported rain, rain, rain.  But Sunday in Juneau, 
Monday cruising in Glacier Bay, Tuesday in Ketchikan, Wednesday on Prince Rupert Island (our sole stop in 
Canada), and Thursday and Friday on the trip home, the weather was sunny, reasonably warm, pleasant -- we
were running around in light jackets, even shirt sleeves.  Made up, at least in part, for having missed the Icy 
Point stop.

Most of us attended the evening shows in the ship theater.  One night was a Juilliard-trained lady violinist (and 
a singer), who performed popular music with a backup band, and who I thought was terrific.  Another night was
a comedian/guitarist who opened for many years for the Beach Boys and was great fun.  Our third night was to
have been a dancing/singing production show by the ship’s company, but it was cancelled because of the 
uneven ship movements – in its place there was a performance of ABBA music by one of the ship’s lead 



singers that we thoroughly enjoyed.  Later on we got our dancing/singing production show, called “Colors of 
the World,” which was suitably spectacular, with excellent dancing and singing and amazing special lighting 
and stage production effects. On other nights there was a comedian, and a magician, which were entertaining,
not great.  The last night was a runoff contest by the five winners of the karaoki that had been going on 
throughout the cruise, which sounds lame but was actually quite entertaining – the winner was a young 
woman with an absolutely spectacular soprano voice.  These theater shows beat the hell out of playing 
solitaire on our home computers.

We tried to organize some bridge games, directed by the very excellent bridge director among us, hoping to 
use individual movements that would allow everyone to play with everyone else as partners.  We had trouble 
finding a suitable place to play, however, and in the end, managed to make it happen only a couple of times.  
One obstacle was a feature of the “Medallion” system that allowed us to order food and drinks anytime, from 
anywhere, and have it delivered right where we were at that moment.  One afternoon our effort to get bridge 
going, in the 18th deck lounge, fell completely apart when Dana (and Kitty) got fouled up using the food/drink 
ordering system and somehow managed to order several duplicate deliveries of little sandwiches, “cheesy 
fries,” wine, gin and tonics or martinis (or some such) -- they just kept coming, and coming.  We laughed 
ourselves silly.  And never got around to playing bridge.

Our off-ship activities were somewhat limited, at least for Susan and me.  We didn’t sign up for any cruise-
sponsored excursions.  In Juneau, along with the Davises, we rode a cable car up to a ridge overlooking the 
city/water/mountains, suitably spectacular view – then walked all around the city center, stopped for fish 
sandwiches and beer, visited several shops (so Dana and Tim could buy stuff) – went into an historic bar, 
packed with people, had more beer, an old timer (who used to work on cruise ships) at a microphone telling 
silly jokes – then a long walk back to the ship.  In Ketchikan, again with the Davises, we took a long walk to the
other end of town to order donuts, of all things – huge, cream-filled or icing covered, a meal in the themselves 
– then back through town to the famous whorehouse, which I wanted to tour (but, sadly, Susan wasn’t 
interested) – saw a bald eagle, watched sea otters frolicking in the bay – then back to the ship, leaving the 
Davises to their own devices.  On Prince Rupert Island, we walked around a bit in the town, not anything 
extraordinary to see, back to the ship.  The Sauls took two or three off- the-ship excursions, including a 
dogsled ride, all of which they enjoyed. Karen, obsessed with “Geocaching” (don’t ask), with Marna as her 
assistant, successfully located a “cache,” and recorded the event, at all three stops.  The Landises somehow 
managed to stay out of trouble.

On “at sea” days, we had lots of free time on the ship.  Various of us got together from time to time, drank 
wine, chatted, ate food, drank wine, played a little bridge, or gin rummy, or solitaire, drank wine.  Some went to
interesting informational presentations about the areas we were visiting, the wild life.  Marna and Karen went 
to a couple of art shows, a culinary demonstration, a silly towel-folding-into-animals session (to which they 
inexplicably failed to bring their towels).  Dana, Tim, and others went to a presentation by a guy who stage-
managed, back in the day, for the Beach Boys and Fleetwood Mac.  Marna and Tim did some hot tubbing.  
Marna treated herself to a massage.  All in all, an easy and relaxing time.

Back in San Francisco, we disembarked as scheduled.  Susan’s checked suitcase was misplaced by the crew,
causing us some stress, but we finally located it mixed in with another checkout group’s bags.  The Zoe’s 
Cruises bus on the trip home went first to Modesto, last to Lodi – had we known, we could have arranged to 
be picked up in Modesto rather than Lodi, saved the Modesto-to-Lodi bus ride.  But it was all OK.  Kim was 
there waiting to pick us (and the Sauls) up, as were the Landises’ and the Davises’ rides.  I drove our group 
home.  Piece of cake.

On our next trip, hopefully I’ll figure out how to get suitable internet access, so I can send out notes 
periodically during the trip. 


