
September 9, 2021 

Trademark & Remarks 
 

Got up at three in the morning yesterday for the long, journey back to Haiti. The two-hour drive 

was problem free. JetBlue has a new procedure for flights to Haiti. It is no longer possible to 

check-in on-line and print a boarding pass. You must check-in in person so the agent can check 

your covid test before issuing you a boarding pass. Before this procedural change, checking each 

passenger’s negative test result at the gate caused a bit of chaos and delayed the boarding. 

Because I have Mosaic status (earned by traveling lots of miles each year), I can check in a Mosaic 

check-in point. That means no long lines. In fact, yesterday there was no line. When I handed my 

test result and passport to the ticketing agent, she said she remembered me…because of my hat. 

I told her it was my trademark. 
 

 
 

During the boarding process I was surprised to see I was not the only Blanc flying to Haiti. For 

the last year, I was the only Blanc flying to Haiti. Yesterday there was six or seven Blancs on 

board, most of whom were part of a mission team that included a mother and teenage daughter. 

I hoped they would be safe. 
 

The flight landed about ten minutes late. No bad. But there was no available gate for the plane. 

They only have four gates. So, we had to wait 15 minutes until they rolled up portable stairs. We 

actually had to walk on the tarmac a good distance before entering the terminal. A plane from 

France had landed before us…the first flight from France since the beginning of the pandemic. 

Needless to say, immigration was a mob scene.  
 

Robinson (and his gun) was at the airport to greet me and drive me home. During the drive, he 

spoke of the increased violence on the streets, including kidnappings. He assured me they won’t 

kidnap an American. When I got home, Dr. Stephania told me that the gangs kidnapped an 

American earlier in the day. Gulp. When we got close to home, I saw high plumb of black smoke, 

a clear indication that protestors were burning tires to tie traffic into knots. See photos on the next 

page. 
 

 



 

 

This is just a block from Santa Chiara. 
 

Toto, I don’t we are in Florida anymore. 
 

When I entered my apartment on the second floor, I was surprised to see someone set out lunch 

for me. I asked Mimi (Moise’s nanny) if the food was for me. She said that Bency left it for me. 

That was a surprise. I guess the counseling sessions with the psychiatrist are working.  


