
The Chronicles of Judith’s Trip to Madagascar 09/25/10 
 

Please note that any typing errors are due to Jerry as he has done the 
typing.  Any grammatical errors are just because they occurred. 

 
Saturday, September 25, 2010 
 
Guess what? I’m going again – to the last place I ever thought I would go back 
to.  Madagascar!  Jerry has a 2 ½ month assignment there so I thought it was 
better to be with him instead of apart, especially being senior citizens in our 
twilight years.  Life is too short! 
 
Our adventure started at 4:00 PM on Saturday afternoon when we said our good 
bye’s to Allison and Greg and left our home in Battle Ground, Indiana, hopped in 
our rental car and drove down to Indianapolis to fly up to O’ Hare in Chicago.  It 
was a nice short flight, not to be compared to the longer flights that were coming 
up next. 
 
Once in O’ Hare we had to go to the International Terminal, which was naturally 
on the other end of the airport.  So off we trotted (no we didn’t take an electric 
cart).  Finally, after what seemed like 2 miles of hiking we found a United Red 
Carpet Lounge, which was near our gate.  Jerry settled in with a Glenlivet and I 
had a Chardonnay while we waited two hours before we left for Frankfort, 
Germany. 
 
Ten forty- five P.M. we board our plane.  This trip to Madagascar was not like the 
first trip I went on which was 1st class.  This time it was economy.  Now I know 
what the back of the plane looks like.  I really mean the back of the plane as our 
seats were in the last row – 46A and 46B.  Oh, whoa is me!  All in all, it wasn’t 
too bad.  The drinks and meals were free and surprisingly good.  We had our 
own movie screen with each seat and began settling down in our little nest.  One 
lady across the aisle from us, who was our age, (ok, a few years younger) was 
going to Vienna and then biking to Bucharest.  That lady was really in shape for 
her age. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
Another adventure / experience. 
Allison / Greg who are taking care of our home. 
God’s presence in our lives. 
 
Sunday, September 26, 2010 
 
Nine and one - half hours later we arrive in Frankfort.  I pry myself out of my seat, 
stand on wobbly legs and swollen feet and proceed to deplane, only to discover 
there is no jet way. We had to walk down about 30 steps to the waiting bus 
below.  I said to myself, “I can do this!”  So I gather my carry-on (the largest one 



they allow) and with my large purse thrown over my shoulder I surprisingly get to 
the awaiting bus below.  Yes, I was the last one on the bus.   
 
Nothing is going in our favor.  The gate to Johannesburg seemed like another 
million miles away.  Again, off we trot to find our gate and the closest lounge.  
This time we hit pay dirt because we were told we could have access to the 
Senator’s lounge, which was their top lounge.  Thank you! Thank you! Thank 
you!  It was fabulous!!  The buffet was set up with lots of good German food, 
salads, pastas, deserts, etc.  They also had an open bar with every drink 
imaginable.  So we settled in for nine hours before our next flight departs for a 
ten and one half hour flight to Johannesburg.  About 10:30 PM (it is still Sunday) 
we proceed to our gate and much to our amazement we were on a double 
decker Air Bus, A380-800.  This time we were in seats row 63 H and J on the 
upper deck, which wasn’t so bad as we were near the front of the plane and near 
the toilets.  Jerry graciously took the middle seat so I could have the aisle seat.  
Our seat partner was a German lady now living in Cape Town.  She was a born 
again Christian (Messianic Jew) and quite a witness for Christ and spreading the 
Gospel.  There were many lively discussions on the flight. 
 
We are ready for take off.  Jerry always times how long it takes from the start of 
the roll out until the plane rotates and the wheels leave the ground. This took 42 
seconds, the longest roll out he remembers.   
 
Things to be thankful for: 
Lounge privileges. 
Witnessing for Christ. 
To travel with my Husband 
 
Monday, September 27, 2010 
 
Hurray! Johannesburg!!  Jerry always wanted to take me to South Africa.  Well, 
here I am – in the airport.  I can now say I set foot in South Africa. 
 
Here we go again!  No power carts – just my wobbly legs and swollen feet.  
Walk! Walk! Walk!  We have only one hour before we leave for Madagascar.  At 
the transfer desk we received our boarding passes and are told to go to “the lady 
with glasses.”  After ten minutes of fiddling around she said, “ We have to get 
going!”  Off she takes, with us in tow, pushing aside others in the security line so 
we could catch our plane.  We didn’t dare look at the upset people that were 
waiting their turn in line.  Once through Security, the race began.  She said, “ 
Now we run!”  I tried, but I wasn’t very fast on my wobbly legs and swollen feet.  I 
told her, “ I am seventy years old! Give me a break!”  She finally takes my carry 
on and she and Jerry take off.  Long story short, I finally meet up with the two of 
them with a red face, out of breath and wondering how I ran / walked ¾ of a mile.  
Only by the grace of God. 
 



Again, we boarded a crowded bus to take us out to the plane.  If I would have 
known that we would have to stand on the bus for ten minutes before we left for 
the plane, I wouldn’t have shouted “ Excusez - moi! Pardon moi “ when pushing 
past the people.  I must have sounded like a crazy woman. 
 
At last we board the puddle jumper for the last leg of our journey.  Only two and a 
half hours of flying time.   
 
At last, Madagascar!  By this time my feet were swollen more then before, and all 
I wanted to do was get to the Carlton Hotel and take a shower.  First things first.  
We had to go through immigration, show our passport / visa and finally retrieve 
our luggage.  We waited and waited and then waited some more.  Yes, you got it! 
No luggage!!  Jerry made out the baggage claim forms and then we made our 
way out into the waiting area where two mechanics that will be working with Jerry 
met us.  Also, the Carlton Hotel Shuttle was there to take us to our long awaited 
rooms, shower and bed.   
 
The shuttle ride to the Carlton was very nice.  The driver remembered us from 
past visits and he made us feel very welcome.  We were the only two people on 
the shuttle.  The driver was really nice; gave us each a serviette (damp towel) to 
cool us off and offered us water that he retrieved for us from a small refrigerator, 
which was installed in the front of the shuttle.  Mind you, this is not an up-to-date 
shuttle van, but we found this all very touching in a third world country.  It just 
goes to prove that even small efforts can make another person feel better. 
 
The ride to the Carlton was just as I remembered when I left three years ago.  
Rice fields, zebu (oxen), clothes drying on the ground, little shops, each one on 
top of another and lots of cars and people.   
 
The most impressive part of the ride was our new American Embassy, which was 
completed last year.  We’ve seen American Embassies in many other countries, 
but this one was very modern and huge.  Thank you for your tax dollars.  
 
Finally, we arrived at the Carlton.  The same doormen and reception personnel 
greeted us.  By this time we were not feeling very clean and probably not 
smelling very clean (boy, did I ever go through perfume in the past 48 hours).  
Also, I am not used to seeing Jerry with a two and a half day beard growth.  Our 
rooms, shower and bed seemed like heaven.  
 
Jerry got a second wind after he cleaned up so off to Shop Rite (Super Market) to 
buy a few necessities.  By this time I was hobbling on my swelling feet so I opted 
to stay at the Carlton.  Jerry said it was just like before.  Beggars were asking for 
money and just kept following him.  The beggars were grown ups and children 
down to the age of two.  Very sad, indeed.   
 



After hand shakes from the same dinning staff that we remembered from our last 
trip, we had a lovely dinner at one of the Carlton’s restaurants. Finally off to bed, 
lying down and not sitting up like on the airplane. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
Clean clothes to change into every day. 
A bed to sleep in, not on the ground as many people do here. 
Three meals a day.  
 
Tuesday, September 28, 2010 
 
A clean bed and a good nights sleep of 10 hours did wonders for me.  Since I 
didn’t have a nightgown, I used the bathrobe that the Carlton provided.  The robe 
was a waffle weave material so when I woke up in the morning I looked like a 
waffle with little dents all over my body.  
 
Today, I am hanging around the Carlton and getting familiar with my 
surroundings once again.  Jerry leaves every morning at 7:30 AM and comes 
back to the Carlton for lunch and then returns in the evening at 6:00 PM.  I get to 
see him more then I do when we are back in Indiana.  After relaxing with a class 
of wine and a glass of scotch, we are off to dinner.   
 
Each night we come back to our room and find the bed pulled down and 
chocolate and mints laid out for us.  
 
I feel so blessed, but so guilty when I look out of the window of our room and 
realize there are so many people that are out there that don’t have these 
blessings. 
 
Guess what, we still have not received our luggage.  We have now been wearing 
the same clothes for 4 days.  At least we have soap and water to shower and the 
Carlton provided Jerry with a shaving kit and both of us with toothbrushes. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
To be able to call home every day to see how everything is going at the house. 
A wonderful staff at the Carlton. 
For having the blessings of being born in America. 
 
Wednesday, September 29, 2010 
 
What a surprise I had when I woke up this morning!  I looked down at my feet 
and (Voila!) I could see the bones and veins in my feet and my toes did not look 
like tiny Vienna sausages. Oh, my feet, they looked so good!   
 



Today is the day our luggage arrives.  Hurray!  Our clothes are beginning to look 
like rumpled rags.  When Jerry arrived with luggage in tow, I had all to due to 
stop from grabbing them from him.  It seemed like Christmas when I unpacked. 
 
Clean Clothes!  I feel much better. 
 
I am adjusting very well to our “petite maison.”  Once we get “la chambre” in 
order and working, we will be fine.  We are now on our troisieme (third) 
refrigerator, (refrigerateur), Let’s hope it works. The vent for the heat/cooling 
rattles a lot so I hope it doesn’t get worse.  At least there are no rats like the hotel 
in Majunga on our last trip together, only a few mosquitoes.  Thank God for the 
malaria pills we take each Monday.  We don’t forget to take our pills on Monday 
because M is for Monday our Malaria pill day.    
 
Dinner tonight was with Tantaley and Nita.  Tantaley was our driver when we 
were here three years ago.  Nita is his fiancée.  Dinner was at the VillaVanille 
where they cook every dish (from hors-d’oeuvres to entrée) with vanilla.  
Madagascar is known for very high quality vanilla, so you must realize we had a 
most magnificent dinner.  I made my first shopping purchase here; a bundle of 
vanilla beans in a bamboo enclosed case. A great price for what they call  
“Madagascar Gold.” 
 
Going back to the hotel, we were stopped by the police. It was like going back 
three years ago when Jerry and Steve Sappington were stopped coming from the 
same restaurant and had to talk their way out of being taken to jail because they 
did not have their passports with them.  This time however, we had Tantaley and 
Nita and they talked us right out of the problem.  It helps when you can speak 
Malagasy or French.  
 
Jerry has an international cell phone, so whenever any one calls him or we call to 
the States it is as if you were calling Indiana.  This has proved very helpful as 
Allison can keep us up dated on our mail and on what is going on around the 
house. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
Cell phones 
I can afford to buy my food and not have to beg for it. 
Realizing God has blessed me richly 
 
Thursday, September 30, 2010 
 
I can now say I am settled in at the Carlton.  I’m being very spoiled, as I have no 
laundry to do, beds to make or meals to prepare.  I am afraid I will get fat and 
happy for the next two months.  
 



Each day the staff puts a plate of fresh fruit in our room, along with a variety of 
tea and coffee.  Today, they brought fresh flowers.  The Carleton surely makes 
one feel at home. 
 
Today for lunch we shared a Pizza.  The ground meat was zebu (oxen).  I don’t 
believe I will eat ground hamburger while I am here.  I know, I know, it is mind 
over matter. 
 
When Jerry got back to the Carlton after work we went to Score, the supper 
market, to buy a few items for the room.  Jerry had me sit in the front seat with 
the driver.  Wrong choice!  The traffic here is worse then any other place I have 
every lived or visited.  I must have driven the driver nuts!  I finally had to sit on my 
hands and bite my tongue because my hands would automatically fly up in the air 
and many different sounds were coming out of my mouth.  I truly believe the 
traffic has tripled since I was here three years ago. 
 
Antananarivo, the Capitol has over 2 million people and they are everywhere. As 
far as living conditions there are a few nice areas, but these areas are within the 
poorest regions.  I saw so many young children without shoes or clean clothes 
while tagging behind their Mother, who was either begging or selling a few 
measly pieces of fruit or vegetables.  This made me very unhappy and I just 
wanted to jump out of the car and give the children a hug and wipe their runny 
noses.  Please pray for these people. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
 
Food in my stomach and shoes on my feet. 
All of the staff at the Carlton that make me feel at home and put up with my poor 
French. 
The Christians that I am meeting and I hope to help. 
 
Friday, October 1, 2010 
 
Jerry has been filling me in on what has been going on at the shop.  Things are 
really difficult.  Most of the tools that were bought to support the program have 
disappeared (stolen) and all they have left is basic hand tools.  They did finally 
get one air impact wrench that helps speed up some of the work.  They are 
basically taking the complete engine apart and rebuilding it.  Many of the parts 
are very heavy and require special lifting devices.  Jerry is worried about some of 
the slings that are used to lift the parts, as OSHA in America would not allow 
them.  They have used old fan belts to lift some very heavy parts.  Needless to 
stay, he tries to keep well away from these heavy lifts.  
 
The work crew is really trying to move things along and do things as quickly and 
safely as possible.  It is just that there is not much here to work with.  The original 
agreement was that the men would work 6 days a week and only have Sunday 



off.  They all got together and decided that they would work 12 hour days from 
Monday to Friday but they wanted to have Saturday and Sunday off.  That is fine 
with us, as we like to have the weekends off so that we can see more of the area 
and the culture.   
 
Penske and U-Haul could make a million here.  If only the people could afford it.  
Most everything is transported on carts pulled by one person and if very heavy 
pushed by one or two people.  The carts, approximately 4 feet by 8 feet, carry 
anything from up to 15- 50-gallon oil drums to 10 to 15 100-pound bags of grain.  
These are all transported down the road with heavy traffic and pedestrians all 
over.  It is a policeman’s nightmare!  Oh, yes, I have to mention there are no 
stoplights and very few stop signs.  It may take you 10 to 15 minutes to get 
through a round- about when the traffic is heavy.  I never know when to expect 
Jerry as the traffic is worse then rush hour in LA, Chicago or New York.  
 
Today Deborah, who I have gotten to know, brought our fruit plate.  She is very 
pregnant and also has two small daughters at home.  Anyhow, she is a Christian 
and I was able to give her some Sunday school material from our church in 
Lafayette along with pencils and crayons for her daughters.  She was so 
appreciative.  I had to write a note that I gave her these items so she could take 
them out of the hotel. 
 
Tomorrow, we are off to the market to buy what ever!  Need anything? 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
 
Gourmet meals I hope to learn to prepare.   
Our driver. 
Sunday School material from Grace Lutheran Church in Lafayette, Indiana. 
 
Saturday October 2, 2010 
 
It has been one week since we left Indiana, only 8 and ½ weeks to go until we 
are back in America.  
 
We slept in - felt wonderful!  While our room was being cleaned we treated 
ourselves to a cappuccino and two pieces of pastry from the French Patisserie 
downstairs.  Best petit dejeunier (breakfast) I have had since Switzerland.   Then 
we roamed outside the hotel and found the pool and the fitness center both of 
which I start to use on Monday.  
 
In the afternoon our driver took us to the market.  As expected, the market was a 
zoo!  The minute our driver left us off, people were pulling at us and asking us to 
buy.  We stuck to our plan, knowing what we wanted and were ready to bargain.  
An hour was about all we could take, especially Jerry.  At another time we will 
explore the rest of the market.  I am really pleased with myself, as my bargaining 



powers are still good.  I came back to the hotel, pleased with my purchases and 
the prices I paid for them. 
 
Besides cutting my intake of ground zebu meat I ‘m also cutting down on my 
intake of riz (rice).  Seeing zebu out in the rice paddies fertilizing the plants really 
turned me off.  Oh, I know that pooh-pooh makes plants grow, but again it is this 
mind over matter reasoning that I have.  In that line of thought I definitely will not 
eat anything from the stalls along the road. 
 
I didn’t realize that Madagascar (The Big Island) is the forth largest in the world.  
At 578,000 square kilometers it is almost one and one half the size of France.  
There are 17,000,000 people in Madagascar, half of whom are under the age of 
20 years.  Composed of 18 different ethnic groups, the island is a good example 
of how people can live together in harmony; Chinese, French, Comorians, Indo-
Pakistanis and European all live here on good terms.  All nationalities should get 
along so well. 
 
And so I wish you all bonne nuit (French)/tafandria mandry (Malagasy)= good 
night. 
 
Things to be thankful for: 
My health 
The delicious ethnic foods that we have tried. 
The harmony in this country with the many ethnic groups. 
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