Caribbean Days 8 and 9
According to our itinerary we were supposed to come into Houston at 7 a.m. on Sunday morning and begin disembarking at 8 a.m. We have a flight home in the p.m., and planned to catch the bus – Princess provided – from the dock.  Last night was foggy and the captain said he thought we’d be arriving late into Houston.  

Late is an understatement.  We anchored about 4 hours from Houston at 3 a.m. and haven’t moved at all since then.  It is now nearly 6 p.m. on Sunday.  We cancelled and re-booked our plane reservations, made a reservation at the airport Marriott, just in case we actually move. But the news has all been discouraging.  The captain said we could be here for “days”.  I hope not! Our luggage is packed and gone somewhere in storage so we’ll be foraging for pajamas and other things to wear tomorrow.  The ship seems adequately stocked for food, so no one is starving and the crew has planned activities for those of us on board. We’re a full ship load and this has to be very challenging all the way around.

The fog lifted a bit late in the day and there were a large number of ships in our situation.  We could see fifteen ships fairly close by.  Looks like a ship graveyard out of a sci-fi movie!

We were close enough to land to pick up the AT&T cell signal, and called our kids and our neighbor who’s taking in our paper and mail.  Ironically, this seems like the perfect ending to what really turned out to be a truly unfortunate trip.  Rethinking cruises.  Rethinking Princess. Longing for my bed.
---------------------

So the ship eventually made it to the Houston dock early Monday morning, and we left the ship around 9 a.m.  We were able to book a 4 p.m. flight from Houston to Dulles.  But then it turned out that the incoming flight was going to be four hours late.  So we got a connection through Atlanta and got to Dulles around 9:15 p.m., and finally got home before 11 p.m.
