



  [image: PDF Archive]
  
    

  

  
    	About
	
        Features 
        
          Personal and corporate archive
          Private social network
          Securely receive documents
          Easily share your files
          Online PDF Toolbox
          Permanent QR Codes
        

      
	Premium account
	Contact
	Help
	Sign up
	

  
 Sign in


  



    


  

    
      
        2011 > 
        June > 
        June 28, 2011
      

    


    





    
      DR (PDF)


    

    
      









        File information

Title: Off the Beaten Path
Author: T-dub

  This  PDF 1.5 document has been generated by MicrosoftÂ® Office Word 2007, and  has been sent on pdf-archive.com on 28/06/2011 at 16:55, from IP address 206.222.x.x.
  The current document download page has been viewed 1509 times.

  File size: 1.53 MB (13 pages).

   Privacy: public file
  
 







        
        
          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

          

          [image: ]

        
        


File preview

Off the Beaten Path

Our arrival in the Dominican Republic went

as expected. The flights were long, but fine,

and the Punta Cana airport was an openair, get-off-the-plane-on-the-tarmac kind of

airport. For the Customs going in, once they

figured out we were “American! American!”,

we literally bypassed the entire process,

presumably because possessing U.S.

Passports indicates we already had superior

documentation to anything they required.

We met briefly with an Expedia rep, who led

us to the shuttle we had booked to take us

from the airport to the hotel. This is where

the adventure would begin. It’s nearing

midnight local time (they are two hours

ahead of Texas time), so our drive would be

in the dark. And dark it was. Once we left

the confines of the airport, civilization

The countryside we couldn't see at night.

disappeared quickly. Here we would be

exposed to what can be termed as “Dominican Driving”. It should be mentioned at this point that our

shuttle is a Hyundai bus that’s about ten years old and looks it. This is not a high-performance

machine. That fact, however, did not stop our driver from treating it like one. He seriously either

had the gas pedal to the metal or was slamming on the brakes. It was comical because it was

actually worse on the vehicle and our ride to approach a speed bump at about 65 mph, slam on the

brakes at the last possible second, and then floor it than it would have been for him to just hit the

thing at full speed. It was both exciting and terrifying at the same time.

This all fails to take into account that

the other drivers were as bad if not

worse than our own. Much of the

transportation there is by some form of

motorized bicycle, meaning everything

from scooters to dirtbikes to sport bikes

were out in force. Things would get

really interesting when either one of

them was going faster than we were or

vice versa. Apparently speeding up

within inches of the car in front of you,

flashing the brights on them and

honking while virtually running them

off the road as you passed them was

totally acceptable. This was done both

by and to our shuttle. There was one

time that on a two lane road with no

shoulder whatsoever, we were passing

a dirtbike at the same time another

The best resort was saved for last on the journey.

bus going the other way was doing the

exact same thing. The distance between the two buses was not more than six inches. In other

words, keep all hands and arms inside the vehicle. Stop signs were yield signs at best, as we blew

through a very busy intersection at roughly 35 mph. Who got through an intersection was decided

by who wanted it more. It further appeared that the Dominican government had simply given up

trying to regulate the traffic, as some intersections had rudimentary stoplights that were in complete

disrepair, and were thus of course ignored. Kelsey was grabbing onto my leg and holding for dear

life, but we managed to successfully make it through the 100+ minute trip to our resort. Excellence

Punta Cana is truly the last resort on the road, away from it all, which was part of the appeal for us.

However, the exclusivity carried with it the isolation.



Excellence, Indeed

Upon our arrival at Excellence Punta Cana, it was immediately evident that it was an oasis of sorts,

as the nearest town of any size was 40 miles away. The surrounding country was beautiful, but the

few homes in the area were essentially

third-world. However, luxury awaited us

at the entry gate of Excellence. Marble

everywhere, a jungle/garden, the works.

And the staff wouldn’t let us take our

bags, because they were too busy making

sure we were welcomed with a glass of

champagne. Our relaxation was

immediate. Given that it was well past

midnight at this point, though, we were

exhausted and ready to go to our room.

Wrapped around our door was a

Honeymooners banner to greet us. The

room was everything we hoped it would

be, and then some. Four-poster kingsized bed, giant bathtub, pool view, etc.

And on the bed, two towels arranged as

kissing swans, with rose petals

everywhere. It was a perfect greeting

Bienvenidos a excellence.

for us newlyweds.

We awoke in the morning, well-rested. We met with Andres from Expedia, whose mission was

apparently not to be our concierge, rather to try and sell us excursions. After being shown

everything from dune buggy trips to horseback rides, we finally relented and agreed to an excursion

to swim with the dolphins. Trent, having already done this from scuba diving in the past, wanted

Kelsey to have this experience. So we booked it, scheduling it for Wednesday, two days from then. It

was approaching lunchtime (yes, we slept late and loved it), so we began to get hungry. We

meandered over to the beach, where

they were cooking up lunch on the

grill. Oh, what a lunch it would be.

It was an array of virtually every bit

of seafood imaginable, including

lobster, crab, squid, mussels, and

scallops. And it was tossed into a

delicious sauce of tomato and herb.

Incredible. It tasted every bit as

good as it sounds, if not more so. We

quickly learned that the food was

going to be far superior to what we

were expecting, and that would be

true of virtually everything about

Excellence Punta Cana. We already

knew we had hit a homerun with

this immaculate and simply

breathtaking resort, and this was

only the first half of the first day of

I guess this will do.

our trip of a lifetime.



Taking It All In

We would spend most of the rest of that first day wandering the huge resort. Every inch of it was

attended to, and it showed. It’s one of those places where the photos don’t really do it justice. The

pool snaked its way throughout the entire resort, which was great because it made it easy to find

your own space and not feel a bit crowded. And behind our building was an entirely separate

cascade pool with two separate levels, one flowing as a waterfall of sorts into the other. The amazing

part was that it seemed like few people at

the resort even knew this portion of the

resort existed, to give you an idea of the

expansive nature of the resort. At no point

in the trip would we feel crowded, but this

cascade pool allowed us to truly relax in

quiet when we didn’t feel like socializing

with the other guests. Socializing, however,

would surprisingly prove to be an enjoyable

part of our trip, but we’ll discuss that later.

This day, we were focused on just walking

around in awe at the resort. In doing so, we

managed to work up quite a thirst. I had

heard legends of a drink known as the Coco

Loco, which is a whole coconut that the

bartenders would hack the top off of with a

machete. A mixture of the coconut milk

with a liqueur and some white rum filled it.

It was pretty special.

The cascade pool behind our room.

Needless to say, we were on cloud nine. As the sun began to set and we were both about three or four

Coco Locos in to the day, we heard of a buffet dinner on the beach. It didn’t take too much

convincing from the staff to get us there. As always, we would be far from disappointed. The buffet

consisted of many local foods, far more than

we were even able to try. Some of the

features were plantains, cabrito, roasted pig,

etc., etc. Trent had a bread pudding for

dessert that was incredible, and Kel really

enjoyed her rice pudding as well. We

decided to go back to the room afterwards,

as we hadn’t fully gotten over the jetlag yet.

Also, Trent had scheduled a golf round for

the next day. So we returned to our

beautiful room, relaxed for a bit, and later

ordered some late-night room service just

because we could. As we now began to

expect, even the room service food was

great, with some awfully tasty quesadillas.

We had some glass bottled cokes from the

fridge that were stocked every night to drink

along with the champagne bottle from last

Coco Loco. Love it.

night that came with our Honeymoon

welcome, plus an absolutely great local beer called Presidente that enjoyed almost cult-like status on

the island as a favorite of the staff and locals, and understandably so. Yes, we were being gluttons,

but honestly, how could we not? With our bellies stuffed, we sprawled out on the bed, fully relaxed.

It probably took us all of five minutes to fall asleep after that, which was a terrific way to cap off a

wonderful first day of our trip that would effectively set the tone for our entire honeymoon vacation.



Golfing Roco Ki

Trent had decided to play one good golf course while he was there. Nick Faldo’s Legacy course at a

budding resort development called Roco Ki. Well, “budding” is one way to put it. With the economic

downturn of two years ago, construction at the resort was halted. The golf course itself was only a

year and a half old at this time. So the resort was

being built around the course, and most of the

buildings had only gotten to a structural stage. The

resort itself was a ghost town of sorts. None of the

roads were paved. However, you could see the

potential. The land itself was gorgeous. As such, it

was a bit depressing to know what it should be, as

opposed to what it actually was. And that’s a pretty

fair description of the course as well. While the

design was pretty spectacular, the maintenance was

not where it should be for such a course. Even the

caddy that rode with us lamented this fact, stating

that until the resort is finished, the money isn’t there

to take proper care of the course. It’s not that it

wasn’t a nice course; it certainly was. However, the

Close, but no cigar.

blemishes were impossible to ignore.

Most of the pictures make it look a little better than it was, instead of the other way around, the way

it should have been. Enough on that, though. It was still a good time, and still certainly worth

doing. The only thing consistent about Trent’s

golf game is its inconsistency, and this day was

certainly no exception. Trent struggled with his

driver for much of the outing, which meant that

out-of-bounds was a popular destination for his

golf ball. And yet, he posted four legitimate

pars on the day that were by-the-book. It wasn’t

the toughest course he’s played, but it wasn’t a

pushover, either. It was a long course, though;

well over 7200 yards from the tips. Trent wasn’t

that audacious, though; he played from the gold

tees, second furthest of them all. Still, he did

play from the black tees on 17, because the view

there was

not to be

missed.

What all the holes should have been.

Speaking

of hole 17,

it was what made the whole round worth the price of admission.

It was designed along cliffs, with a panoramic ocean view that

was simply spectacular. To the far left was a lengthy coastline,

slightly to our right was open ocean where our caddy pointed

out some whales off in the distance, and to our far right was the

coastline of the 18th hole. It was definitely a “pause and take it

in” hole. As if it was meant to be so, this would be one of

The end of a fun golf day.

Trent’s pars on the day. For the final hole, our caddy played

along with Trent. We let him use Trent’s clubs, and he hit them

pretty well. He was very nice and helpful, and we had fun with him throughout the round. We both

sent one into the Caribbean off the tee, but ultimately tied the hole with a bogey (mulligan included).

It was fun, but the fear is that Trent may be one of the last to play the course unless construction

resumes sooner rather than later. Here’s hoping they get the funds together so we can visit it again

when it’s the legendary golf course that it has the potential to be.



Return to Paradise

After the golf, we set out to enjoy the rest of our evening. And that we did. We ordered a few

cocktails prior to dinner, appreciating the quiet of the undiscovered cascade pool. Again, relaxation

was pretty instantaneous, especially given that we had the area to ourselves. We wanted to eat a

formal dinner that evening, so we were wearing

nicer clothing, as the restaurants required a dress

code. There would be some offenders of that

dress code during the trip that got away with it,

but neither of us wanted to be that person who

showed up straight off the beach. We briefly

visited some of the shops on the resort, at which

point Trent found a fedora hat to fully complete

his transformation into island mode. This hat was

stylish, as several Dominican locals would offer

compliments on it, but it would betray Trent later.

More on that in a bit. Our first formal dinner

would be at “Agave”, which was the Spanish

restaurant. Kelsey ordered a calamari dish that

would be her favorite of the trip. Trent had some

ceviche and a grilled grouper which was also

Calamari excelente.

excellent. Another fantastic meal.

Each evening, a portion of the staff would put on a bit of entertainment on the main stage. We had

been informed several times that the Michael Jackson show later that evening was not to be missed.

So we arrived there a little early to get a seat up front. Kelsey was not-so-secretly hoping to get

called on stage. Well, that almost happened. Instead, the

staff spotted a guy in a fedora that looked pretty sharp,

assumed he had some rhythm, and it would be Trent who

got called on stage. To dance. For those of you who haven’t

witnessed the atrocity of Trent’s dancing, on a scale of 1 to

10 where 10 is something Trent does really well and 1 is

something he can’t do at all, dancing comes in at about a -1.

In other words, anytime Trent is dancing, go ahead and

take his keys away. And Trent had not had the requisite

alcohol today to even slightly pull this off. Yet here he was,

asked to do his best Michael Jackson impersonation in the

form of dance. It would turn out to be as horrific as you

would imagine. There is absolutely NO video of this

Looking good. For now.

incident, despite what Kelsey may say.

Despite this purest form of embarrassment possible, the evening was enjoyable. Kelsey was

particularly delighted at the humiliation. There was nothing Trent could do about it at that point

except continue to have fun on the honeymoon. With no

pride left, he would soldier on for the duration of the trip,

bravely continuing to wear the fedora even though several

hundred people were probably more likely with it on to

recognize the guy who really, really can’t dance. They

probably should have booed, to be quite honest, but

thankfully, everyone was simply there to have a good time

just as we were, or either just felt too sorry for Trent to even

bring up the horror. The actual dancers during the show

were pretty phenomenal, and it was definitely worth seeing.

As it was nearing midnight following the show, we went to

bed. After all, Kelsey had her excursion to swim with the

dolphins the following day, which would prove to be an

Terrible seat choice. Oh, the humanity. adventure in and of itself.



There Should Be Closer Dolphins

That was a direct quote from Kelsey, and she had a point. Going back to what I mentioned earlier,

there were pros and cons of Excellence’s Punta Cana’s remote location. For one, we had to stop this

time at multiple other resorts, which was fun in terms of reaffirming that ours was by far the best,

but annoying because it took a ton of time. We

had to drive back to near the airport, except with

all the stops thrown in. All told, we were on the

road for about 2 ½ hours. Finally, we got to the

end of an area called Bavaro. It’s the part of the

island known for supposedly having the nicest

beaches, but it’s also resort after resort after

resort. It’s a giant tourist cluster. Well, the

dolphin park was a few miles offshore, and they

brought us there by boat. First, they had an

area with de-teethed sharks in it to swim with.

Kelsey was among the group that stood very

near the platform at almost all times.

Swimming with sharks was apparently not

something she was terribly keen on doing. It

was entertaining for Trent at least.

Your limousine awaits.

The dolphins were the real attraction. Trent knew Kelsey would love the dolphins’ demeanor and

friendliness, and that was indeed the case. She was elated. The dolphins truly are amazing

creatures. Watching Kelsey with the

dolphins made it completely worth the

cost and lengthy drive, as it was one of the

cuter things Trent has seen. Trent tried

to play photographer, but they stuck him

far away to where the pictures didn’t

particularly come out. The photo you see

to your left is one we had to purchase. In

fact, we have a whole CD of photos and

video that they had ready to go as long as

you had the American dollars. We’re glad

we got photos of it, but they’ve got a pretty

slick setup to where it’s designed to sell

you the pictures. Oh well. Seeing Kel’s

face light up every time the dolphins came

by was priceless.

Aww...

As we waited for the bus to return to pick us up, a man with two parrots came by to set up photo

opportunities. Oh, this we weren’t going to miss, as it was Kel’s day with the island wildlife. One of

the parrots actually started to eat her hair during

one photo. Hilarious. Afterwards, they took us to a

choreographed show with trained dolphins and sea

lions. The sea lions mostly slid around and clapped

on cue, but some of the things the dolphins could do

were pretty amazing. It was worth seeing, and was

included free in the trip. However, we began to

worry about time, as we had scheduled a romantic

dinner at 8 p.m. that was included in our

honeymoon package. We would make it back, but it

was closer than it probably had to be or should have

been. Thankfully, we made it with about an hour to

spare for our fancy dinner featuring a special menu

at the French restaurant Chez Isabelle.

The hat is so they don't eat the hair.



Dinner and the Beach

The romantic dinner was very, very nice. Our table was littered with rose petals, and we had a

personalized menu to make it extra special. For an appetizer, we had duck breast that was melt-inyour-mouth tender, followed by a lobster bisque. As a

light treat prior to the entrée, we had an orange

sorbet. For the entrée, Kelsey had the steak

medallions topped with scallops, and I had the salmon

pan-fried in chardonnay. Both were absolutely

delicious. For dessert, a mango parfait with Grand

Marnier. Yes, this was passable for a romantic

dinner. As this was only the first real meal of the day

for us, this would be another late-night room service

order. This time, we requested a bottle of wine to cap

off the evening, and we relaxed with a warm bubble

bath. It was everything an evening of romance should

be, and this was simply included in our stay at no

extra charge. This was representative of our whole

The menu. Our menu.

Excellence experience; the royal treatment.

The next morning was rest and relaxation from two days worth of excursions. We finally ventured

out to the beach and wandered around for a bit. The beach itself was excellent, with soft sand

between our toes. However, we would encounter the one resort gripe of the trip, in that the vendors

on the outskirts of the beaches were overly pushy.

They would literally go out of their way to accost

us on the beach in efforts to direct us to the store

they represented, at which point they would tie

cheap necklaces around us and then try to rip us

off by directing us to purchase overpriced tourist

trap gifts for far more than they were worth. A

little store at the end known as Nancy’s which

was well-reputed by all visitors for good reason

was seemingly the only low-pressure store in the

area. Their prices were reasonable, and their

salesmen/women were friendly. We would later

return there to purchase the vast majority of our

souvenirs. They earned it by being the only

pleasant vendor around. Still, if there was one

complaint about Excellence as a resort, it was that

Nancy's. Trinkets galore.

they allowed the vendors to pester the guests.

Still, we managed to walk the beach and enjoy the coastline. The water there was a gorgeous

turquoise blue, but the waves were a little rough. We didn’t venture out into the heavy surf, but we

were plenty able to enjoy the sea washing up on our

feet. The tide was strong, even on the edge of the beach.

They had the red flag up this day to signify that guests

weren’t to try and brave the surf. It was

understandable, as the risk of drowning out in the

depths seemed to be a very real one. Trent pondered

the surfing in the area, wondering if any thrillseekers

would see the large waves as an opportunity rather

than a concern. For us, it was a non-issue. We had the

ocean to gaze at, and gaze we did, but we had the huge

pools to spend the time at for our swimming leisure.

Excellence had the best of both worlds in terms of what

we wanted. This wasn’t the white sand beach by the

dolphins, but it was deserted (in the good way) and as

Kelsey and the open ocean.

beautiful as anything in the Caribbean.



Santo Domin-gone

Friday was supposed to be our excursion to Santo Domingo that we had booked through Expedia.

We were to leave at 4:30 a.m. So we were up and moving around at 3:15 in the morning. We

dragged ourselves to the hotel lobby by 4:15, ready for a long drive to see the sights of the first colony

of the New World where Columbus had come ashore over 500 years ago. We awaited our shuttle.

4:30 came and went, but we thought little of it, as several shuttles had been a little late. In general,

Dominicans were on Dominican time, meaning that they would get there when they get there. So at

4:45, we were a little concerned, but no huge red flags were up as of yet. At 5:00 a.m. we really

started to get worried and Kelsey went to call Expedia. After some checking, Expedia discovered

that the driver simply forgot to pick us up. They informed us that he was now too far away to turn

around. Needless to say, we were furious. We demanded a refund in full that day. They told us to

meet with Andres, the Expedia rep. After trying to convince us to go on a different excursion instead

and a phone call to their headquarters, he finally refunded our money, reluctantly.

We brushed that off, and decided to make the most of the day. In truth, we were probably all

excursioned-out by that time anyway. We were ready to take it easy, so that’s what we did. After a

much-needed nap, we ventured out. It was pool

time. Trent went to go secure a few floats and

towels, while Kel guarded a bed beside the pool.

We were set at this point. We had waiters

bringing us cocktails as we floated around in the

pool, and had a bed to lay on when we got tired

of that. This is living. We observed a volleyball

game or two, mostly headed up by an aptly

named guy known as Moose, who was a loud,

somewhat obnoxious guy from Boston. Actually,

most of the guests at the resort were from up

north. Yankees and Canadians everywhere.

We had gotten to know and like many of them,

including Moose, as everyone was there to have

a good time and did just that. Eventually, we

joined in on the volleyball. It was plenty of fun,

Taking care of business.

and we put in our activity for the day.

The pool was fantastic. Not far around the corner from us was the swim-up bar. They brought pizza

around to the pool guests as well. This was the kind of lounging that bled all our stress away. I’m

not sure why we hadn’t done more time at

poolside up to this point, but that’s something

we would rectify the next few days. Trent took

a nap on the bed, and apparently was snoring

the day away based on what Kelsey would later

tell him. Yes, naps were becoming common,

especially when waking up early for a nonexcursion. It was easy to slip from laying on a

bed with the ocean breeze blowing in over the

pool to full sleep. They must have put the beds

there for a reason, right? We were determined

to make use of them, and we arguably enjoyed

them as much as anyone on the resort ever has.

Anyway, as we still had the rest of the day free

and were now very well-rested, we scheduled a

couples massage for that evening. We needed to

relax from our hard day of relaxing.

Life is good.



Spaaahhh

This would be the pinnacle of the vacation for Kelsey. She had gone in to this whole vacation

knowing she wanted to make full use of the spa and massages. As such, we scheduled a couples

massage for this evening and a facial for her on the last day of our trip. We showed up for the

couples massage and were directed into

the spa area. They had a cycle for the

guests to go through, which was

essentially alternating between hot and

cold tubs, sauna, and the steam room.

Trent struggled a bit with all the

humidity in the steam room, and

Kelsey struggled with the drier heat of

the sauna. We battled through, and

our bodies were effectively shocked into

relaxation by the end of the cycle. It

was time for our couples massage on

the beach. We headed out with our

masseurs to a hut set up for the

massage. A few moments later, we

were having the knots worked out of

our shoulders and back while listening

to the ocean waves splash on the beach

near us. Things could be worse.

Heaven for Kelsey.

Following the massage, there was a romantic dinner included in the massage package. This would

also be held on the beach. It was a windy evening, but we didn’t mind one bit, as the ocean breeze

was very pleasant. The moonlight over the ocean

was absolutely beautiful, and it made Trent wish he

had a better camera so that could take quality night

pictures. After several failed attempts to capture

the moment in photographic form, Trent chose to

focus on living the moment instead. The dinner

was excellent as always, and the word “romantic”

barely begins to describe the dinner and evening.

For a day that started with a disappointment of an

excursion that was not to be, we sure found a way

to salvage the day. We didn’t really even have to

communicate this to each other, but after such a

terrific day, it was pretty much decided that we

would not be

leaving the

Heart-shaped appetizer.

Excellence

resort for the remainder of the trip. Why waste time going

anywhere else when the resort has everything one could want

and then some? This was about spending time together, after

all; not worrying about some itinerary of what to do and where

to be. In retrospect, perhaps missing the Santo Domingo

excursion was a blessing in disguise given this epiphany,

because the memories that Kelsey and Trent made together on

this improvised day and for the rest of the trip will not be soon

A beachside kiss.

forgotten by either of them.



Living Excellence

The last two days of our vacation were spent at

Excellence doing what we pleased. We swam in

the pool, walked the beach, and had food when

we were hungry and drinks when we were

thirsty. The pictures can tell the tale of what we

were enjoying better than I can, so I’ll let them

do the talking for a bit here.



Blue, the main swim-up bar.



Inside our suite.



The Lobster House.



Kelsey and Trent in the tropical gardens.



Walking the resort.



Hard at work at the main bar on the beach.

Chez Isabelle and Agave restaurants.



Kelsey by the pool.

Entrance to Excellence.



Not sure why Kel isn’t using the bed.

Champagne and fruit for us each day.



The atrium in the hotel lobby.

Cielo, the cascade pool bar.



Beach serenity.

Love.



Flight-mare

Well, the end had finally come. It was time to leave paradise. Our flight was to depart at 8 a.m.,

which meant we needed to be there by 5:30 a.m. to make it through customs. And that meant we

needed to be leaving our resort at 3 a.m. Hooray. We were praying the shuttle Trent had booked

prior to the trip through Expedia would show

up, and thankfully it did, although it was

fashionably late as usual. Still, we were on

pace to be just fine. We got to the airport at

around 5:45, and we waited roughly a halfhour to check our bags. However, we got

through customs fairly easily, and overall, it

didn’t take nearly as much time as we

expected. Things would go sharply downhill

from here. We boarded the plane at around

7:30 a.m. We sat down, and waited. Our

departure time passed. At around 8:15, the

pilot comes on the plane’s loudspeaker to

inform us that some routine maintenance

was being performed on the plane and that

we would depart in 15 minutes. Fine. We

Waiting in Punta Cana airport.

were going to have a two-hour layover in

Miami anyway. No big deal. About twenty or thirty minutes pass. The pilot comes back on the

loudspeaker, telling us that the work has been completed, but that they have to fax some paperwork

over to the FAA prior to takeoff. He tells us we will depart shortly. A few minutes later, we can feel

the plane shaking from underneath. Yeah, they’re still working on the plane. We’re now to about an

hour and a half past our scheduled departure time. Now we’re in real danger of missing our

connecting flight, as is virtually everyone else on the plane. The pilot comes back on the intercom

and says the “paperwork” has to go to Tulsa and that they just haven’t gotten it back yet. This is

met with groans from the increasingly restless

passengers. A little after we pass the twohours-late mark and it becomes evident that we

have missed our connecting flight, they come

over the loudspeaker and tell everyone to deboard the plane. Awesome. They tell us to go

get something to eat courtesy of American

Airlines. Yay! We wait in a long line to buy

two Wendy’s (yes, that Wendy’s, but no, it

wasn’t the same) burgers, fries, and a coke at a

cost of $23.00. As we’re in line, the loudspeaker

in the airport informs us that we may pick up

vouchers for food near our gate and that we will

need to re-board the plane in 15 minutes.

Having already waited in line, we shelled out

the cash ourselves, and shoveled down the

The outside of Punta Cana airport.

burgers quickly to get ready to board the plane.

Roughly a half-hour later, they actually let us resume boarding the plane. Or so we thought. Really,

they just led us outside and told us to stand in line. There was a makeshift band for entertainment

outside. They had a box for tips, but I think they made somewhere around four dollars total, because

this particular crowd wasn’t exactly in a jovial mood. We stand there for about another twenty

minutes or so until they finally let us back on the plane. We soon learn that they can’t find eight

passengers. Oh, joy. The search is on. (Meanwhile, we learn from a furious fellow passenger who

shows up late that the food vouchers didn’t work anywhere in the airport.) After another half-hour,

it’s discovered that 4-5 of those people have just decided to try and catch a different flight later. By

the time that’s sorted out, it’s nearing the four-hours-late mark. (Oh, and the plane was still shaking

from the “completed maintenance” even while we were on board for the second time.) We finally

depart to mock applause from our fellow passengers at 12:15 local time, 255 minutes past our

scheduled departure time.



Flight-mare (cont.)

It’s a 3 ½ hour flight to Miami, but we gain an hour thanks to time zones, and arrive in Miami at a

little past 3 p.m. We get to go through customs again, which is always a good time. Now that we’re

done with that, we get to go through the fun of picking up our checked bags, which are 15 minutes

late, of course. After all that, the final part of this adventure is to go to the “missed your connecting

flight” counter, which is such a happy place. We’re glancing at the flight schedules. There is a flight

to Dallas departing in about 15 minutes. Of course, the line takes longer than that, and we watch

that 4:30 flight switch from boarding to

departed as we stand there helplessly. We see

that there is one more left at 7:35 p.m. which we

figure is filling up fast. We start looking for

other options, perhaps to fly into Houston or

San Antonio or some other Texas city that

might have a flight into Austin. When we

finally reach the counter, we’re told that the

7:35 flight is full, but that we can wait on

standby to maybe luck into a pair of seats. If,

and that’s a big if, that happened, we would

make it into Austin at 1:15 a.m. at the very

earliest. We decide to just stay the night in

Miami. They hand us a voucher for $50 in food

that can only be used at the hotel. (Thankfully,

this one actually would be worth more than the

Worst plane ever.

paper it was printed on.) Our hotel is a

Regency. (Not a Hyatt Regency, just a Regency, whatever that is.) It is a 3-star at best. We’re

exhausted, having been up for a little over 17 hours by this time, in addition to the run-around by

American Airlines. The hotel restaurant doesn’t open until 8 p.m. That’s about 45 minutes away at

this point, and our flight departs at 5 a.m. the following morning. We decide to order room service

instead, in the interest of getting some sleep. Surprisingly, the room service food is actually pretty

good. We fall asleep immediately after eating. We drag ourselves to the shuttle, and zombie our way

onto the plane early the next morning. The Miami to Dallas flight is fortunately uneventful.

However, the Dallas to Austin flight would resume part of the misery that was yesterday’s wonderful

American Airlines experience. We board that flight, only to learn that there aren’t any freaking

pilots. You’ve got to be kidding me. We wait 45 minutes. For the pilots! Not like having anyone to

fly the stupid plane is important, right? How this wasn’t straightened out prior to the departure is

beyond me. By this time, we’ve never wanted to be home so badly in our entire lives. Kelsey’s

father, who graciously agreed to pick us up, was stuck doing laps at the Austin airport. All because

our flight was late. Again. We finally made it home, and the only positive thing we have to say

about the flights home is that we made it back safely.

Still, not even American Airlines could taint an amazing trip. We’re going back; the only question is

when. Overall, our honeymoon was about as close to perfect as it can get. It was the best week of

our lives. There aren’t enough superlatives

to accurately describe the experience, and the

pictures don’t adequately represent the aptly

named Excellence Punta Cana resort. As

lengthy as this is, it barely scratches the

surface of all the little things that made this

the trip of a lifetime for us. In the interest of

brevity, some of them have been left out, but

unfairly so. The couples we met. Domingo,

the saxophone player. Dinner at Spice. The

consistently friendly staff. The concierge desk

that was a continual lifesaver. A book could

be written about the trip. For the time being,

we’ll just have to call this chapter one; the

first chapter of Trent and Kelsey’s wonderful

Until next time, Republica Dominicana.

life together as husband and wife.
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