
Monday, 2/13 and Tuesday, 2/14/17 

Seattle to Marose 

 

The team gathered at Neil and Alice 

Lanning’s house about 5:30pm.  As the team 

arrived we marked the carry-on luggage 

with white ribbon and loaded it into the van.  

 

 

 

 

Each team mem-

ber was given a 

pillow and blan-

ket for the flights 

and a small pack-

age of wet wipes.  

 

 

 

 

We took a team picture on Lanning’s front 

porch before Coral’s husband, Tom, drove us 

north. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our first stop was at Chris and Katie 

Lanning’s house in Federal Way. They 

provided us a delicious dinner of chicken, 

Chinese salad and rolls. There was a little 

time for visiting and game of Cribbage 

before we loaded up again and headed for the airport.  Kathy stretched out on the 

floor with her feet up. 



 

Another team picture was taken at Chris’s 

house before we piled back into the van to 

go to the airport.  

 

 

We arrived at SeaTac Airport with plenty 

of time before our flight. We were all de-

lighted to find the curb checking was 

open and not too busy. Tom helped us 

unload all the luggage onto the curb.  

 

 

We had made labels with Mike’s phone 

and address on them so we could grab 

the American Airline tags and just slap a 

label on them. It didn’t take long for the 

team to label all the bags, both checked 

and carry-on. They already had USA 

tags and baling twine on them. Now 

they had a Hatian contact tag on them as 

well. 

 

The curb check agent was a super help-

ful guy. He let us use his scales to weigh our checked luggage again and slip in 

hotel toiletries and marbles to bring them up to the 50 pound limit.  We had al-

ready weighed them at home up to 49 pounds. Our tickets were in two groups be-

cause the online ticketing would only let us purchase 6 tickets at a time. Neil 

Lanning, Gina Sterner, Kathy Spencer, Jan Gerber and Coral Terlikowski were in 

one group. Alice Lanning and Doreen Bossart were in the second group.  Neil had 

an American Airlines credit card so his group’s first bag checked free. The second 

bags cost us $40.00 each. We used Neil’s credit card to pay for the second group’s 

bags too and the nice agent let us have the first two bags free for them as well. 

God Spot! 



After unloading all 

the checked bag-

gage we gathered in 

the terminal to re-

group, pass out 

boarding passes and 

make sure everyone 

had all their lug-

gage. Coral bal-

anced herself with a 

pack on both her front and her back and her pillow bag 

in hand. 

 

We headed off to security. Even though we all had Pre-Check on our boarding 

passes, we were late enough in the evening that the Pre-Check gates were closed. 

There was a short line at the regular security post and it took us only a couple of 

minutes to get to the front of the line.  Our boarding passes were marked with an 

“X” so we didn’t have to take off our shoes. Most of us made it through with no 

problem, but Neil and Gina got pulled aside.  Gina had Nutella in her bag and 

Neil had his Kindle. We were surprised about the Kindle because it usually does-

n’t have to come out of the bags. 

 

Finally we were all together again and 

headed off to gate D9. We filled our water 

bottles, charged our devices and relaxed. We 

boarded the flight at 11:45. Some of the 

team gate-checked their large carry-on bags. 

Neil and Alice had the sewing machine and 

graham crackers in theirs so they could not 

gate-check theirs. 

 

 

The flight to Dallas-Fort Worth was a bumpy 

flight most of the way. They still served bev-

erages but it was difficult to sleep – except 

for Jan. She was out for the count. 

 

Kathy made “lips” out of the wrapping from 

her baby bell cheese.  



There was a short turnaround at DFW. One of the gate-checked bags got mis-

placed, but found. One team member left her glasses on the plane. Neil went 

ahead to the next gate to hold the plane while the rest of us got our act together.  

Some of the team took the tram to the next gate, others rode in a cart. We all got 

there just in time for the start of boarding. 

 

In Seattle we had no trouble with the extra bag with the blanket and pillow. The 

“Troll” at DFW could only count to two, so we had to take our blanket and pillow 

out of our bag and tuck them all under our arms. That seemed to satisfy her. They 

went back in the bag on the jet way. It seemed a little pointless especially since 

the plane had plenty of open seats. We could spread out a little and not sit three 

across. 

 

The flight to Ft. Lauderdale was uneventful. Some of the team got a little sleep.  

In Ft. Lauderdale we had time to get some dinner and take a little walk around the 

airport. Then we boarded the final 

flight to Port au Prince, Haiti. 

 

The airport at PAP is very small even 

though it is the capital city and the 

largest city in Haiti. It has one runway 

and no taxiway. The plane lands on 

the runway, turns around at the end 

and taxis back to the terminal.  There 

are only a few gates and two baggage 

claim carousels. American and Jet 

Blue land there now.  

 

 

 

 

The airport in PAP, 

Haiti is a zoo.  We were 

greeted by a couple of 

fearsome beasts.  

 

 

 

 



Our first stop was to pay our “tourist tax”, 

also known as the “white tax” because they 

charge it to white folks. It’s a $10.00 fee 

just to enter the country. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Then we had to fill out immigration papers and go 

through immigration. There were no problems so we 

moved on to pick up our luggage.  

 

 

 

 

It took three carts to hold all the lug-

gage. We all took turns watching the 

carry-on luggage and visiting the rest-

room, then we were ready to move on.  

A persistent porter tried to help Neil 

with his cart, but Neil fended him off. 

He didn’t bother Gina or Kathy with 

their carts. 

 

 

 

 

We had no trouble going through customs with our load. 

They hardly even looked at us. We just turned in the cus-

toms papers we had filled out on the plane and moved on. 

Chery met us just past customs. Neil was still fending off 

the persistent porter, but Chery took care of him. Then 

Chery jumped over to Gina’s cart and she started to fend 

him off until she recognized him from the last trip. 

 

 



Once outside the terminal, we pushed our 

carts across the uneven concrete to Mike’s 

truck. He was there to help load the truck – 

and it was very loaded.  

 

There was barely enough room for Gina 

and Coral to sit in the back. The other five 

of us squeezed into the cab. 

 

 

 

Neil and Alice 

were in the front 

seat with Mike and 

the gear shift. Do-

reen, Kathy and 

Jan were in the sec-

ond seat along with 

a Valentine bou-

quet Mike had pur-

chased for Chris and some shopping he had done in Port au 

Prince.  

 

 

Just outside PAP, Mike was stopped by the police. 

They wanted him to pay for an insurance decal and 

kept pointing to the expired one on the windshield. 

He argued and pointed to the current one on the wind-

shield. They threatened to give him a ticket, he said 

he would take care of it when he got home. After 

some “discussion” they realized he was not going to 

pay them a bribe and let us go. 

 



Mike shared some points about Haiti as we 

drove. This is the winter season, so the 

mangos were not ripe and the coconut 

palms did not have any coconuts. There 

are bananas and plantains. We marveled at 

the crowds of people and luggage on the 

Tap Taps, the Haitian version of a taxi. 

There was one group we followed for 

quite a while waving and drinking some-

thing out of small cups. 

 

Mike bought four 

water bottles for us from a street vendor. As soon as the 

other vendors saw him buying they were all over us. We 

grabbed our bottles and closed the window. He paid 100 

gourdes for the four bottles. He said 66 gourdes equal $1.00 

so that works out to be about $0.38 per bottle. 

 

Once we left PAP and 

began to wind our 

way north, the land-

scape changed. It was very flat with the 

Canal de Saint Marc (Caribbean Sea) to the 

left side of the truck. There were many 

small houses and shops. Many of the indi-

vidual homes were surrounded by a barrier 

of some sort, either a concrete block wall 

or a hedgerow of prickly bushes. Mike said 

this was not as much for protection as to 

define one’s “space”. If you don’t claim 

your property, others will move in on you.  

 

Many homes also had rebar sticking out of 

the roof. He said that if you ask the Hai-

tians, they will tell you it is because they 

might want to build a second story. He’s 

not so sure this is the real reason. 

We stopped in L’Arcahaie at Pastor Na-

than’s old house for dinner.  



Mike parked the truck alongside the 

road and assured us all our worldly be-

longing would be safely guarded. It was 

a leap of faith to walk away, cross the 

busy road, pass through the gate and 

wander down the path to the house. It 

was worth it, though. They served us 

rice and beans, chicken, spicy slaw, let-

tuce and tomatoes, creole sauce, plan-

tains and beet salad. It was served out 

on the porch at a large table with only 

one dim, bare lightbulb around the corner from the table. It was a little hard to see 

what you were eating. Afterwards, those that were brave went around back with 

the aid of cell phone lights, to the “potty”, then it was back to the truck again. 

 

As we passed through Caberet, we no-

ticed vendors alongside the road. This 

was the Caberet Marche or Caberet 

Market. He said it gets much busier on 

the regular market days. 

 

 

The later and darker it got, the more people 

we saw in the streets. The Haitians like to 

sing and celebrate. Even in the truck the 

music was deafening. It’s a wonder anyone 

around here can hear anything! 

 

 

Once we reached Gonaives, we stopped at Mike’s house to pick up the three Sans-

bug tents he had there. His kids met us on the road and we did the “grab and go”. 

Most of us had been up more than 36 hours and we were beat. 

 

 



The road from PAP to Gonaives is all 

paved and pretty nice. It’s a two-lane road 

with shoulders which means three cars 

across plus a few motorcycles weaving in 

and out. The center line, even the double 

yellow center lines, are just so you know 

where the road is. It has nothing to do with 

which side you should drive on. The big 

trucks go down the middle to avoid the pe-

destrian traffic. That means you have to 

pass on the left or the right. Mostly only 

the motorcycles passed on the right. 

 

The road to Marose, however, was not paved and the potholes could swallow a 

bus. Several of the bridges were out so we had to go down to the creek bed and 

around. This is the dry season so we did not have to ford water. Mike used to 

drive a race car, so a few bumps in the road didn’t slow him down much. The 

shifting luggage threatened to bury Gina and Coral.  The rest of us just hung on 

feeling like Mexican Jumping Beans. 

 

At the orphanage, the kids came out to 

greet us and the older boys helped haul in 

our luggage. Neil and Alice and all the 

team bags ended up in one room. The 

rest of the team was in the other room. 

We had to unpack nearly all the luggage 

to find the few items team members had 

checked. Fortunately, there were plenty 

of beds to sort stuff on. We can deal 

with the mess in the morning. 

 

We set up our Sansbug tents and got 

ready for bed. Just as Neil and Alice 

were ready to call it a day, Nathan 

showed up. He visited with Neil for a 

bit, then offered to bring a fan. Finally 

we all got to bed listening to the sound 

of a rooster crowing. It was hot, but the 

bed sure felt good. 


