
Amtrak to Fort Lauderdale 
3/1/2012 – Overcast most of the way 
 
When we awoke just before 7 am, we were at the 
Jacksonville, Florida station, stopped just long enough 
to let off/take on passengers. It would be more accurate 
to say the 10th time I awoke – maybe more for me - and 
the 5th time for Dale. Our first experience sleeping in a 
roomette on the train didn’t include a lot of sleep. We 
had anticipated that stopping at a half-dozen stations 
along the way at night might interrupt sound sleep. We 
had anticipated the “rockin’ ‘n rollin’ ”. We wouldn’t have 
guessed in a million years that the movement back-and-
forth, up-and-down, side-to-side, over, under, around, 
and through, punctuated with train-like – i.e., not gentle -  
stops at the stations and tiny sleeping quarters might be 
a factor not conducive to a good nights sleep! But, we 
reminded ourselves, everything is a learning experience 
and we’ll be better prepared next time, e.g., on our trip 
home in a month. This was the only part of traveling on 
the train we might call a negative, but as it’s inherent in 
the situation and not caused by controllable factors, we 
call it a surprise.  
 
We played the shuffle-in/shuffle-out of the roomette 
game (for privacy and because, with the beds down, 
there’s enough standing room for only one person) so 
each of us could get dressed and get ready for the day.   
We each live alone and never have to deal with anyone 
else in the morning, so we adapted as needed - good to 
keep a sense of humor and a bundle of patience at 
times like this. It didn’t take long before we were ready 
to head to the dining car for breakfast. 
 
Meals are included in the cost of sleepers. In the dining 
car, food is cooked onboard, not “nuked”. The French 
Toast is a railroad tradition (so I’ve read), so I ordered 
that with turkey sausage and orange juice. Dale ordered 
a cheese omelet, pork sausage, raisin toast and grits 
(for variety, not to be a good ol’ southern boy!). Both 
were adequate in terms of quality and quantity, nothing 
to rave about, nothing to complain about. Service was 
good.  
 
I would have preferred a table by ourselves but there 
aren’t any 2-person tables – all seat 4 people. Half-way 
through the meal, a single (as in one) man sat with us, 
and fortunately, wasn’t horribly weird, just a little too 
talkative for me first thing in the morning. Dale carries 
the conversation well so it’s barely noticeable that I don’t 
(that early in the a.m.). 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
The roomette was already made up for the day (beds up, 
seats and table restored) when we got back. We watched the 
scenery for awhile and played a game of Yahtzee. Dale 
decided to go to the lounge car but I was content in the little 
cocoon of our roomette.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
I finished up yesterday’s blog then lost everything I 
had just written when Norton kicked in to “reconfigure 
updates” (this trip is the first time I’ve used my netbook 
for online access; Norton is newly added and a little 
demanding right now – it seems to download updates 
when the computer is shut down and install them next 
time it’s started up and I had clicked the “remind me in 
an hour” option). Shortly after that, I got the “low 
battery” notification. That’s when I remembered that, in 
the last minute rush to get everything packed, I had 
put the power cord in the bag with the Dremmel tool – 
which was in the checked bags. Dang!  
 
No wi-fi on this train for uploading anyway (there is on 
most Amtrak trains).  
 
Plans to work on our various hobbies, which require 
fine detail control of the supplies, had already been 
abandoned due to the movement of the train. Now 
there was time to fill. 
 
Dale came back with a diet soda from the snack car 
for me ($2 for a soda and a cup of ice on this train) 
and at noon we headed to the dining car for lunch, 
famished from all the active sitting around we did this 
morning . Dale had the Angus Steak Burger, I had 
the Fresh Made Sandwich, which was “griddle pressed 
Cuban style roast pork, Swiss cheese, mustard, ham, 
pickles, lettuce and tomatoes” served with yucca 
(cassava) chips. Sounded great, didn’t really live up to 
its description - looked more like sliced lunch meat and 
there was no ham but lots of mustard! And the 
cassava chips looked an awful lot like Dale’s regular 
ol’ potato chips, so I asked about that. The server said 
“Oh, you want the cassava chips? They don’t taste 
good.” Don’cha just love someone else telling you 
what you will like?  (And I thought they were just 

fine.) 
 

Dale in the daytime version of the roomette. 
This picture shows the whole width of it. 



Back in the roomette, we chatted, watched the scenery and people boarding and leaving the train at each stop 
and otherwise passed the time. Most passengers people got off the train in Orlando – that stop was just before 
lunch time so the dining car was pretty empty while we were there. 
 
This particular train route, the Silver Star, includes a branch off to the west to 
Tampa, where it does a 3-point turn before continuing back to the southbound 
route. Funny thing happened… when backing up during the second of the 3 parts 
of the turn, a hose to the horn control at the back of the train broke. Normally, one 
of the two conductors assists the engineer by standing at the back of the train and 
blowing the horn as they approach intersections, but because the hose was broken, the train had to stop 
before every intersection along that portion of the turn while the conductor monitored traffic and safety. Cost us 
40 minutes, which would make us late to Fort Lauderdale. Once fully turned around, we were on our way 
again. 
 
Shortly before 2 pm, we passed through Winter Haven, FL and reminisced about visiting Legoland during its 
Grand Opening last October with my cousin and her granddaughter who live near there. Dale is a Lego 
aficionado.  
 
When we got to Delray Beach , we started putting everything away and packing up because Fort Lauderdale 
was less than a half hour away. We got there at 6 pm, waited less than 5 minutes minutes for our luggage, 
then took a taxi to the Marriott Courtyard, Fort Lauderdale Beach. 
 
We had intended to eat dinner at the Bubba Gump Shrimp Company, which is in front of the Marriott but when 

I saw a notice in the room that Bubba’s delivers to the hotel room, I suggested we do that. Dale was fine with 
that, admitting that, he, too, was too tired to go out. We ordered salad, coconut shrimp and a dessert they call 
Hook, Line and Sinker; it’s actually 3 desserts: Cinnamon Raisin Bread Pudding, Chocolate Chip Cookies, and 
Strawberry Shortcake. Good but too much, even though we shared one dessert. 
 
Time to get some much needed sleep. A quick shower and to bed, with dreams of boarding the Statendam 
tomorrow for our 4-week Panama Canal trip. 
 


