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That is the family, a perfect number 
of people to spell out a new year, 
2013.  Did I ever mention that 13 is 
my favorite number? I deserve a 
great year. In fact, this better be 
one-helluva great year for me! Bring 
it on. 2102 was one tough year! The 
first issue of 2013 will be a review of 

the past year and a look ahead. Not 
this issue.

This newsletter is the final one of 
the year 2012 so let me dedicate it 
to my family, whom I went to see for 
the holidays. (Starting Left Top Row) 
Dave, Greg, Jeff, Erin, Jason, Lynn, 
Pauline, Pat. (Starting Left Bottom 

Row) Tj, Mariah, Samantha, Katrina, 
Colin, Lydia, Ella, and Teddy. 

I really need to spend more 
Christmases at home. But what are 
the chances of that? Slim. My life is 
based on teaching and traveling. 

The First Holiday Home Since 2001

THE LEMOINE FAMILY IN 2013. 
THREE GENERATIONS OF FUN.

THE WORST FLIGHT EVER PG.5 A FAMILY CHRISTMAS
MORE THAN I HAVE SPENT ON 

FUEL IN 4 YEARS IN VZ

ST.SOMETIMES



PHOTOS FROM THIS YEAR

1.TJ IS THE NEW PHOTO JOURNALIST WITH HIS 
CAMERA GIFT

2.THE BEAUTIFUL DINNER SETTING AT MOM & 
DAD’S HOUSE

3.SAM WAITS FOR HER TURN TO OPEN

4.JASON AND ERIN OPEN ON THEIR TURN

5.PAULINE AND LYNN ENJOY JUST WATCHING AS 
THEY AWAIT THEIR GIFT OPENING TURNS
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Spending time with Family and 
Green Bay Friends at Christmas 
time is something I rarely do. 
Obviously! First off, my nephews 
and nieces have grown older in my 
absence. TJ was driving everyone 
around, Colin is already famous as 
an entertainer (I wish I could get 
women as easy as either of these 
two). My three golden nieces are all 
Mac-Crazy and smarter than 90% of 
my students. I love spending time 
with Ella and Sam. Some day Teddy 
will rule the world and make it a 
cleaner place. 

The only person in the world that 
works as much as my dad is Jason! 

Jeff has entered the life of Mac and 
will be a great resource for the rest 
of his life. My sisters Erin and Lynn 
worry me with how much stuff they 
are always involved in. (How can 
either of them raise such fantastic 
Lemoines and still accomplish so 
MUCH?)

Mom is recovering enough for me to 
safely travel farther away for a few 
years. Dad is still cleaning the 
garage as his morning past-time 
before he goes to work at 5am. 

As for the extended family, it was 
great to see my extended in-laws. 
Ron is sorely missed.

Thanks to Kappy, I got to spend 
time with his family and win $1600 
to pay off the rental car. He also 
arranged for me to see Tim, Ben 
(&kids), Brogan and his wife, and 
see snow blower technology again.

Snow, Fondue, Packers, $1600, Friends, Family, A 
New “old” Friend, and Lots of Fun!

THE GANG

JANICE & TOM

ANNABELLE (9YEARS)

ELLA & DESSERT

SASCHA - PROFESSIONAL 
INDOOR WETTER

(BELOW) KAPPY CLEARS MY 
RENTAL CAR IN HIS 
DRIVEWAY AFTER A 

POWDERY SNOWFALL. NICE 
GUY



BACK AT LAMBEAU!

This was a real treat. Thanks Mom! 
You sacrificed your ticket so I could 
go.  We played the Titans on 
December 23, 2012 and Whipped 
them 55-7. Don’t ask me who was 
playing the following game. It was a 
vastly different team.

One thing I couldn’t get over was the 
cleanliness of the stadium. 
Everywhere I looked it was clean. 
This is so different than the crazy 
developing countries where I have 
been attending sport matches. Trust 
me, you never want to go into a 
bathroom at a stadium in a 

developing country! I’d rather drop 
my pants at mid-field in front of the 
entire crowd! Truthfully.

The sliced roast beef table really 
threw me for a loop. I guess waiters, 
crystal, and restaurant tables are the 
next step.

I have an idea for the box seats. 
Anyone with children or retired 
people should have the boxes for 
warmth. The rest of us should have 
dibs outside. I miss the old snowy 
days where we slid down the steps 
from top to bottom in our snow suits. 

Heading Back to Green Bay Packers’ 
“Graceland”TOP 10 CHANGES 

(THAT I NOTICED AT LAMBEAU)

10 - More BOX seats 
9 - Less Smoking
8 - No Snow
7 - Posted Fan Behavior
6 - More Expensive Beer 
5 - Thai Noodles and Sliced 
 Roast Beef?
4 - The Fans Seemed less 
 than the usual wild
3 - I had to search for Brats
2 - We left before the end of 

 the game to avoid 
 traffic
1 - I was AT the game



I woke up at 4am and was picked up by 5am. 
Made it to the Barcelona airport in time to wait 
for my 40 minute flight to Porlamar (Margarita 
Island). I had a cachito – jamon y queso with a 
cup of coffee when I found the Conviasa Airlines.  
When I bought the tickets in late August, this 
was the last flight out. Avior to Margarita, 
Conviasa in Margarita to Trinidad.

There are about six gates in the airport. Very 
little is posted. But I did manage to find the 
conviasa desk with 8 people sitting around doing 
nothing. But hey, I was there at 7am for a 3pm 
flight. After a little breakfast I decided to ask one 
of the people at the desk for a little help. 

Obviously, I waited until someone else was up at 
the desk requesting information. That way I 
could listen in and maybe avoid looking like a 
lost gringo. The guy simply said that I was in the 
local part of the airport and I had to go to the 
international airport. That made sense. I just 
hadn’t walked outside or asked. Naturally, there 
are no signs up to help travelers.

I ventured one last question and inquired 
whether I could walk to the international terminal. 
He just laughed and nodded affirmation. Sure 
enough, just fifty yards to the right of the 
entrance was another entrance with a  huge sign 
stating “International Flights”. Silly me.

When I entered the doors, it reminded me of one 
of those close-out strip malls at 8am. There was 
a partition up to hide construction for half of the 
main room. The other room featured one lone 
woman behind an information desk. That’s it. Not 
another soul.  I asked her if this was where the 
3:10 flight to Trinidad was. She said yes, but not 
until about noon.

So I just plopped myself down at a table in the 
far corner and started reading a book. (About 5 
café’ tables were sitting off in a corner because 
the cleaning lady was mopping the large open 
half of the terminal that was not partitioned off for 
construction. I wasn’t surprised. I have no 
expectations for Venezuela anymore. Around 
noon, a group of five people came inside with a 
baggage man hauling their luggage. I went over 
and stood in line with them. 

I sat on the floor in line for an hour before 
everyone was ordered out into the main area 
where the cleaning lady had mopped. The drug 
team set up rolling tables and we all got in line 
again. I was the first here and the last to get into 
the new line. The dude even unwrapped my 
chocolates. As he unwrapped my chocolates, I 
watched as everyone went from the drug table 
line, behind the tables, and into the construction 
area where the construction guys were laying a 
tiled floor. There was a space maybe two people 
wide (not luggage mind you) that was stantioned 
off. 

We all lined up in mixed order, according to who 
got their luggage drug inspected fastest, along 
the stantions and I simply watched four 
construction guys observe one guy laying tile. 
Naturally. As the people finished checking in, 
they had to pass those of us in line with luggage. 
It was a lot of nudging and worming through. Did 
I mention this is only about 40 passengers? 

After getting inspected and ticketed, you go back 
around the drug tables against the grain again, 
and walk to the other corner of the main hall 
where you pay your 215BsF airport tax. By now, 
I had to go to the bathroom and get something to 
drink. So get this, I went out of the international 
“secure” hall and walked back towards the local 
airport 50 yards backtracking. But the sliding 
glass doors said Salir (Exit) and only opened 
from the inside. I passed two exits and further on 
to halfway down the terminal, past two Entradas 
(Entrances) that were roped off, and found 
myself at a line to get into the airport through 
customs. 

Margarita International Airport – Just like everything else Venezuela.

The following play-by-play was written as the trip took place. It kept me busy. Imagine just flying 1 hour but taking all day. Normal.



Nope. I could hold my thirst and 
my bowels rather than stand in 
line for a customs check again. I 
started to walk back. At the final 
Salir, a man was coming out and 
the doors magically opened. No 
one bothered to stop me. Nice 
security. I went to the baño and 
got myself and went to buy an 
icedT. It wasn’t busy at all so I 
just asked the lady at the 
counter. She said no, you have 
to purchase it at the register first. 
Duh. I knew that! I was just trying 
to get around it. Fun. 

 But while I was paying, the lady 
smiles at me, takes a plastic cup 
over to the tea machine, pours a 
tea with no ice, and walks back 
to the counter drinking it herself. 
Bitch!  Whatever. I took my tea 
with a smile and walked back to 
the international terminal again. 
No sooner than 5 minutes after I 
started to type again, one of the 
crew came out and corralled 
everyone over to the customs 
checkpoint. We all lined up again 
and entered through an x-ray 
machine .

The customs guy had a bunch of  
questions for me about my 
passport. He couldn’t find the 
page with my entry on it even 
though I told him it was on page 
“L”. He flipped through two or 
three times before landing on 
page “L”. 

(Note: US passports have numbered 
pages. When you get refills, the refills – 
allowed once before you are required to 
get a new one- are lettered pages.)

Did I mention that throughout 
this entire experience, I couldn’t 
get a beer to wash away the 
heat and stress. The 
gubernatorial elections are today. 
They don’t allow alcohol to be 
sold or served on election days. 

Conviasa – I haven’t left yet, so I 
am still nervous about getting out 
of the country. It’s the only leg of 
5 different flights I am worried 
about. Why? The flight is on 
Conviasa. 

Conviasa was taken over by the 
government a few years back 
and they are not welcome in 
most countries. Something to do 
with lack of safety measures and 
being on time. Hmmm?  

Sitting in the gate area, about to 
board, I am just watching things 
as I wait. I can see the rolling 
steps leading up to the little three 
row plane. A flight attendant has 
been working with a ground 
crewman to clean it up. The 
ground crewman has a big 
plastic garbage bag and the 
attendant goes up and down the 
stairs coming out with small bits 
of trash and re-entering for more. 
Hmmm? I wonder if the pilot has 
ever actually made it to Trinidad 
before?

Finally, we are boarding. But 
they just rolled a table out and 
asked us to line up men in one 
line women in another. Can you 
believe it? They went through all 
of our bags again! And I saw the 
drug dog “coco” going through 
the airplane one last time.

They gave me seat 2B right up 
front. I watched as the two flight 
attendents prepped us. I looked 
around and there were at least 
seven seats open all around 
me.The plane was a Bombadier 
J700. Four seats, maybe 20 
rows. I watched as the flight 
crew dude let two of his friends 
sit up front in the blocked off row 
1. Then two other airline guys sat 
down up front. Hmm. Preferred 
seats for the crew? There was 
no first class, but really?

 I watched the old geezer 
wearing the Convianza Polo start 
to help the flight attendant. I got 
worried when he started messing 
with the door. He didn’t know 
how to close the door. (SO why 
was he fooling with it and why 
didn’t the attendant tell him to 
stop?) He gave up looking for 
the hatch lever, sat down, and 
started filling out flight forms.

 I watched him write 44 
(passengers) 13 (going on to 
Barbados) and 31 (getting off at 
Port of Spain) on 44 copies of 
the same piece of paper. No 
wonder this airplane company is 
so shit. 

As the plane was heading onto 
the runway, I took my passport 
out of my computer bag and 
placed it into my pocket. For the 
first time in my life, especially 
after seeing the old dude trying 
to close the door for the 
attendant, I was actually 
planning for the worst .

If the plane goes down in the 
water and I survive the crash, at 
least my passport will be in my 
pocket if and when a rescue 
team arrives from vz or trini.

The Worst Flight...ever (continued)


