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Sunday, Mother’s Day, May 13, 2001, my two precious grandsons, Kohlson and Kyle Doty, sons
of Kahil and Kimmy Doty, were Baptized in the Methodist Church. On the next day, about 1:30
P.M., I left my son’s family to catch a 2:50 P.M. flight on Delta from the Richmond, VA airport,
which is about 20 minutes by car from their house.  My sister Vera, who had a much later flight,
remained behind for a few more hours visit.

 My destination was Porto, Portugal. I felt my usual anxiety about missing flights and
losing luggage, especially on international flights. When I miss a flight, I momentarily think how
relieved and thankful I will be if that flight should, God forbid, crash. Then the opposing thought
comes…what if the flight I missed arrives safely and the one I had to switch to crashes, should I
also be thankful? With that thought, the whole roulette-wheel logic of crashes and missed flights
terminates abruptly without further speculation. I shot up a brief prayer and thank you and
resigned myself to accept whatever fate befell me. Air travel is always stressful for me. While I
do not have an inordinate fear of dying in a crash, the thought does pass through my mind on
takeoff and landing and during violent turbulence. I do not like airports with its crowds, poor
food, long queues, and offensive security. So, when I also assured myself that I would gracefully
accept whatever minor slings and arrows befell me, I realized I might be opening myself to a
tough test.

I arrived with about 50 minutes to gas up the rent-a-car, return the rent-a-car, check
luggage, get boarding pass and walk to the terminal. The first two agenda items went smoothly.
The long walk from the Richmond rent-a-car parking lot to the terminal, with me lugging two
heavy bags, one on wheels, a toolbox full of robots and a heavy laptop computer bag loaded with
extra books presented a physical challenge. After several rest pauses and a misdirection that cost
me about 5 minutes, I at last encountered a long queue at the Delta Desk. Since there was only
about 20 minutes to flight time, my anxiety level shot up. With as low profile as possible, I
cautiously slipped ahead of the line, feeling many pairs of resentful, hostile eyes drilling laser
holes in my back. I peered around the ticked agent to get a view of the Departure Screen for my
flight. DELAYED.

There is “delayed” and then there is “DELAYED”. My connection to Paris in Atlanta
gave me only an hour leeway. If my Richmond-to-Atlanta flight was delayed more than 30
minutes, I would not be able to make my connection, and timely baggage transfer would be
problematical. Quickly I went to the United Airlines desk, interrupted a young women who was
busy doing something on the computer at a closed position. I gave her this helpless old-man-in-
trouble look. For this gambit to work, the young woman must love her Daddy. She paused, “Just
a moment”, then, “Can I help you.” As best I could, without being hysterical or over dramatic or
too assertive, I conveyed my anxiety about making my Paris connection. The rumor was that the
plane for the Richmond-Atlanta flight was still in Atlanta, more than 1 hour away. She
immediately took pity and checked American Airline flights since United had none to Paris. She
reserved a Swiss Air flight that would take me to Paris and thence to Porto.



“You will have to get the Delta Desk to change the ticket,” as she said this she pointed to
an attractive, redheaded, female Delta agent in the “First Class” line.

“Should I bypass the line and approach her immediately?”
“Wait,” she said. She left her position and went to the redhead. I waited as she explained

the situation to the Delta agent. On return she told me, “The Delta agent has you tickets and will
work on it. Standby to get her attention and she will do the ticket transfer.”

Feeling relieved I went to the back of the short Delta First Class line. After waiting
several minutes, it was my turn. The redhead was even more attractive up close, blue eyes and
pleasing shape, about 45 years old. She cast a sympathetic eye towards me and began to arrange
my flight schedule. From her body language I could see that all was more or less routine. My
anxiety waned. She made the scheduled change and then called for approval from her supervisor.
On the phone her body language changed.

“Oh, Oh,” I thought. “Trouble.” She frowned. My anxiety shot up. She argued my case to
her supervisor. What delight! She was really trying to help a customer, a service not as common
as it was 30 years ago. Hanging up the phone she told me the bad news. Her supervisor would
not allow the change.

 “Can you delay my departure by one day.”
“ No.” Trying to hang on to my resolution, I was firm but not ugly nor demanding.
Stress creased her forehead. She called her supervisor again. Another discussion ensued.

She hung up the phone with concern still on her face. She held out some hope, “My supervisor
says he is trying to find a flight for you.” Translated, “Delta does not want to loose the fare.”

“Great!” I think with exasperation, but I say aloud, “Thank you.” I stand aside while she
serves other customers in First Class. I have taken a lot of time and I know the First Class
passengers must be annoyed. A few minutes later, the call comes through. The redhead nods, but
she is not too happy with what she hears. I know I will not be either.

“We have a flight schedule for you. You will fly the delayed flight to Atlanta and take a
Delta flight from Atlanta to London and then from London to Porto on British Airways.
Unfortunately, we cannot write your British Airways portion of the ticket. When you arrive at
Gatwick in London, go to the British Airways desk and have them write up the ticket to Porto.
We cannot do it here. ”

I am relieved until I find out that the delayed flight is scheduled to depart Richmond at 6
P.M. and the London connection leaves Atlanta at 8:15 P.M. The flight to Atlanta takes about 1.5
hours, or so I had been informed at the time. This does not leaving much room for error. I call
Kahil and tell him my schedule change. I will be arriving in Porto around 2:50 P.M. May 15 and
not at 11:00 A.M. as originally scheduled.

The redhead then gives me a conspiratorial look, “I am going to upgrade your
transatlantic flight to Business Class. Don’t tell my supervisor.” This makes me happy. Business
class will make the long flight across the Atlantic quite tolerable. God is good.

“Contact Luis and Aamir by email about my new arrival time. You have the email
addresses, don’t you?”

“Yes. Since your flight is delayed, you will have time to see your sister Vera at the
airport. We are bringing her around 5 P.M.”

“Great. I will be on the lookout for her.”
I do meet Vera. She has a snack. I am not hungry, but she lets me eat off of her plate. The

chicken strips taste good. Maybe I am just a bit hungry. Vera sees me off as my flight boards
about 6:30 P.M.



After several trips to the desk expressing my anxiety in a concerned pleasant way about
the increasing lateness of the flight, I meet the unknown supervisor, about 5’7”, nice looking,
well proportioned man, sandy brown hair and brown eyes, in his early 40s. A few minutes later,
as I queue up for boarding. He takes me aside. “Dr. Doty, I apologize for the long wait. I am
going to upgrade your Richmond to Atlanta flight to First Class.”

“Thank you, I appreciate that,” I said, while thinking I am going to have to spend the
night in Atlanta because, by my calculations, there is no way I am going to make the connection
to London.

The plane actually takes off about 6:40 P.M. The pilot says flight time is slightly more
than an hour. I will not make the connection. No Way! The supervisor may have saved Delta
some money, but, in the end, I will not meet my schedule.

We arrive in Atlanta at 8 P.M. I have 15 minutes to get to my plane from Terminal C to
Terminal E about ½ mile away! Accepting my fate and the upcoming hassles, I gathered up my
carryon luggage and began to debark from the plane. Over the P.A. system I hear my name
called.

“Dr. Doty, Please see the Delta Agent as you exit the plane. The Agent had a special title,
“Operations” or some such. I did not catch it. As soon as I stepped out of the plane onto the
jetway, I saw a concerned agent obviously looking for someone.

“I am Dr. Doty.”
“Please come this way.” We immediately exited the jetway door near the plane door and

descended the steal stairway. Below a car and an attractive black, female chauffeur, about 50
years old, awaited with a broad pleasant smile. The car is called a “widget”. At least that is what
I thought I heard her say on her walkie-talkie. The chauffeur whisked me away to my connecting
flight. She said the passenger just before me was Cecily Tyson, the famous black movie actress
who is now in her 70s.

“Did you know that Cecily Tyson was married to Miles Davis?”
“No,” I said. The chauffeur talked about the Tyson-Davis marriage, information she had

just received from the source, as we sped to my gate in the “widget”, dodging airplanes, baggage
carts and other service vehicles on the way. All the way, I struggled not to gloat over the VIP
treatment being given me. God is good.

Another agent met me at the plane, right in front of the huge jet turbine with its spiral
markings and gaping orifice.  We mounted the steal steps on the jetway and entered the plane. A
diminutive stewardess asked, “Dr. Doty?”

“Yes.” My relief was obvious with the release of a long, pent-up, sigh.
“Welcome aboard.”  She said with a broad smile.
As I stowed my bright yellow toolbox full of Mekatronix robots and my laptop computer,

a small man with several stewardesses and a few others came to my side attracted considerable
public attention.

“Dr. Doty, we are so sorry for the inconvenience and hope your flight will be a pleasant
one. Is there anything else we can do for you?”

I smiled. “Thank you very much. Everyone has been so helpful and kind. I appreciate all
the effort you have gone through to make this trip a pleasant one.” After all I have heard and
experienced of late about airline etiquette, or lack thereof, my thanks were genuine. I really do
not know or understand why Delta spent so much time and energy in my case. The Cosmic One
certainly has a flair for the dramatic.



Business Class is posh. As soon as I sat down, the stewardesses began waiting hand-and-
foot on me and the other Business Class passengers. Feeding and watering began immediately
and did not stop until three hours later. In the meantime, I watched the movie, “The Gift” on my
own private video display unit. My flight “companion”, a young women sitting next to me,
probably in her late 30’s unavoidably displays two expensive rings on her hands. One, a
substantially bejeweled diamond wedding band and, on the right hand, a large emerald
surrounded by diamonds. While ostentatious, the rings were not overbearing and went well with
her beautiful hands. Another woman once told me that you can tell what a woman considers to
be her best features by the way she dresses. A woman with beautiful hands will wear expensive
rings to attract attention to that asset. A woman with slender legs will wear dresses that show
them to effect. And so on.

Joslyn, a Gator, graduated from UF in Business. She lives in Orlando, FL with her
husband, an Engineer with Pratt and Whitney, and 14-year-old son. She took up writing Banking
software upon graduation, learning it on the job. She is charming, lively, and extremely bright
and obviously has climbed fairly high up on the corporate ladder and is assuredly well paid.

I had to ask Joslyn to show me how to operate the many buttons and switches on the seat.
A little lesson in humility to compensate for the pride arising from the VIP treatment!

The trip passed quickly. Arriving in London, I proceeded directly to the British Airways
(BA) desk, precisely following the instructions given to me by Edwina, the redhead, and her
supervisor. I had yet to convert my ticket from Paris-to-Porto on Air France to London-to-Porto
on British Airways. The British invented the queue and have the process down to perfection. I
dutifully entered the long queue. No problem, it was about 10 A.M. local time and I had more
than 2.5 hours before the Porto flight. Plenty of time to get a ticket changed. When my turn
came, I explained that I needed a ticket changed. The BA ticket agent, without hesitationsyllable,
replied, “Sir, we cannot do that until Delta gives the “ok” for the change.”

“How do I do that?”
“Go to the Delta desk to your right.” Another queue!
“But in the U.S. they told me to come here.”
“I an sorry, but Delta must sign off on the ticket first.”
“Ok,” I said a bit ruefully. The BA agent was so sure and kind I dutifully joined the Delta

queue. Fortunately, an agent at the end of the Delta queue had the duty to screen the queue to
determine if you should be in that particular queue or not. A service I wished the much longer
BA queue had provided me minutes before.

“Sir,” the Delta queue screening agent began, “what do you need?” I expained.
“We cannot do that change, here, you must go upstairs to get the ticket changed at the

ticket counter there in Zone C.” She hands me back the offending ticket and pointed me to my
right. As I walked a few steps, I encountered a balding gentleman of late 50s who stops me,

“Your boarding pass, please.”
“I do not have a boarding pass.”
“I am sorry, sir, you cannot pass.”
“I do not understand. BA tells me to go to Delta, Delta tells me to go upstairs to get my

ticket changed, but you will not let me change my ticket because I do not have a boarding pass,
but I cannot get a boarding pass until I change my ticket!”

“I am indeed sorry, sir, but you cannot pass.”
“What! If you do not let me pass I am stuck here forever. I cannot go forward, because I

do not have a boarding pass, but I cannot get a boarding pass because I cannot go forward. I am



in a “Catch-22” situation.” My logic did not move him. I even think he knew what “Catch-22”
meant.

“Sir, you will never get past here without a boarding pass,” he says politely and without
threat, but with strong emphasis on “never”, displaying a bulldog determination with set teeth
and narrowed eyes.

God bless me, I did not get angry. The situation was just too funny. I have read about
such bureaucratic impasses, but have never been in one so obviously silly. I just stood there
blocking the queue. Yes, I was in another queue! Not moving, not arguing my case any further,
just standing there. I was not being clever, I was too stunned to move! As the line grew larger
behind me, the petty bureaucrat realized he had to do something, so he phoned for his supervisor
to deal with the situation. Clearly, this situation was just too difficult for him to handle. Perhaps
the remarkable fact about British bureaucrats is that they do not deviate, even by epsilon, from
their directives.

“Sir, please step aside here until my supervisor comes.” I acknowledged his request by
moving silently aside. About five minutes later, a rather large, middle-aged supervisor, about
6’4”, but no potbelly, approached me. His subordinate pointed to me, but before he could say
anything, I quickly explained the situation to the supervisor. I swear I detected a suppressed grin.

“Go ahead,” he said with a casual wave. I did not look at his subordinate’s response to
this almost cavalier breaking of the rules. So relieved that I could continue my ticket quest, it did
not even occur to me to cast a triumphant look back!

As I passed through the security screen, I forgot a gray plastic bag I had picked up on the
plane to carry odds and ends. I would see that bag again, however.

Upstairs, I looked around for Zone C and a Delta ticket counter. Nothing but shops and
people milling about. No signs to guide me to the ticket counters. Desperately, I did the unmanly
thing and sought information from at the information booth. Yes, another queue, but short.

“Sir, the ticketing booths are not here and you cannot get to them from here,” while
saying this, she pointed towards a set of about 6 large, windowed double doors that lead into a
vast forbidden-to-me area of the Notrh terminal. The doors were marked with no-entry signs.
Somehow, I had to pass through a forbidden zone to complete my quest.

“What do I do?” I said to her, finding myself, for the second time in the span of 10
minute, caught in another “Catch-22” situation. “Unbelievable”, I thought.

“Use that phone over there on the far end of the counter and ask for a Delta agent to come
and get you.”

I made the call. About five minutes later a pretty, young Italian girl, in her early twenties,
came to rescue me. I tried to make casual conversation in Italian, but she would have none of it. I
assumed she was in the United Kingdom to work and learn English. In typical Italian flare, she
walked me past all the guards and agents, waving me through and smiling prettily at them. They
all knew her, both the men and the women. It made me think that this has happened before…

Finally, we reach the Delta ticket desk in Zone C at the other end of the North Terminal.
No queue!

“May I help you?” queried a middle-aged blond female with a kind face.
I explained my situation.
“No, problem, I will just stamp this ticket and ok it and all you have to do is take it to the

BA ticket agent in Zone F.” Thereupon she stamped the ticket, marked it with ciphers and
signature and handed it back to me.



“Careful, the ink is wet.” Too late. I had already inked my thumb and had made a nice
thumb print. At least they will know it is my ticket, I thought.

At the BA ticket counter I joined yet another queue to wait my turn. The agent, a pretty
young English women, beckoned me to the far end of the counter. She did not have a friendly
face. I handed her the ticket.

“I cannot change this ticket,” she says to me gruffly. “It is too difficult. Delta is supposed
to do that. Take this to the Delta desk.”

“But I just came from there. Delta signed off on the ticket and told me to come here for
you to issue me the change. They stated that only you can issue the new one,” The third “Catch-
2”, and so soon after the first two! Absurdity had reached Kaufkaesque proportions.

“Delta does not know what they are doing,” and with that the BA agent began spouting
all the rules and regulations that prevented her from doing what I asked.

“Look,” I said, my voice even, but clearly filled with tension, “this is absurd. Delta tells
me to come here and you tell me to go back there.”

“Sir, I cannot make the change. It is too complicated.” Whereupon she again started
spouting a series of rules and regulations proving she neither had the authority or slightest
inclination to help me. So there.

I am thinking, “Lady, I am a passenger, I haven’t got the slightest ideas about your rules
or turf battles with Delta. Just resolve the issue please so I can continue my journey. It is not as if
I am asking for the Moon or to cheat anyone.”

She must have read my thoughts as I silently stood before her. She abruptly got up and
retired to a back room. After about five minutes, she came out, sat before me, and in about 1
minute made the ‘impossibly difficult’ ticket change. While engaged in this mind numbing
challenge, she continued to harangue me all about the rules and continued to justify her refusal to
change the ticket earlier. All sorts of rules were being trashed and probably the world of order
would surely descend into chaos for such blatant infractions. I kept my peace. I didn’t care what
New World Order would result from her infractions. I happily awaited my ticket.

Ticket in hand I hurried to another queue to get my boarding pass. At this point I believed
I had passed all the hurdles. Then I remembered my gray plastic bag. Better get the boarding
pass before returning to the security station. So I went to check in.

“Do you have any luggage, sir”
“No.” Unbelieving that I had come from the U.S. with no luggage and was going to

Portugal with no luggage, raised the agents eyebrows and increased her suspicion.
“Well, yes, I have luggage, but it has already been routed to Porto. Would you like to see

the baggage claim tickets?”
“Yes, please. Thank you,” as I handed the stubs to her.
 She scanned them in and I thought, “This is great, with all the changes it is good that BA

will have a tag on my luggage.” Aloud, “ I am glad you asked, now my luggage will be in your
system and that will reduces the chances of them getting lost.” She acknowledged with a nod of
her head and a little smile, but said nothing.

Armed with my boarding pass I went through a security screen and then backtracked to
the first security screen that had initially stopped me. They hailed me as soon as I appeared on
the scene. I was amazed that they had remembered which passenger had left the bag. Fortunately,
the contents were easily observed. Had they not been, and after the unorthodox manner in which
I had passed that checkpoint, I am sure I would have had to open up all the bags contents for
inspection and a cautious going over.



Bag, boarding pass, yellow toolbox and laptop in hand I proceeded to my gate at last. The
trip to Porto was thankfully uneventful. I had a whole row of seats to myself, on both sides of the
aisle. My final set of anxiety producing questions, would Pedro Fonseca and Aamir be waiting
on me? Did they get Kahil’s email message in time? Would my baggage make it with me?

I somehow ended up being the very last passenger to get through passport control. This
always seems to happen to me in Porto. Also, my baggage always seems to be the last on the
carrousel. This time, since the passenger list was short, all the baggage was out. Mine was not
there.

Oh, well.


