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I have put together some travel tips that I have learned over the years.  Now keep in mind that 
many of these will only work in Asia... But I am all about trying new things wherever we go.   I will 
also try to share some funny stories – because with 3 kids and lots of travel, you know I have 
them.

Basically when we travel here’s what we do...
1) make sure you have plenty of stuff in your carry-ons.  Our carry on suitcase is usually stuffed 
full of books because it is rare to have someone weigh your carry-on... But they sure do weigh 
your suitcases these days.  I always have plenty of coloring books, snacks, favorite toys (nothing 
too big obviously), change of clothes for the kids – and for Steve and I if it is a longer flight, 
benadryl... In case all the things I brought to do aren’t working.  (We haven’t had to sedate yet, 
but you have to be prepared).  Oh, and as you will find out from my story below... Always bring a 
big trash bag in the carry-on.  Those silly air sickness bag, can’t contain the serious stuff.  Oh, 
and pack plenty of wipes.  This is very important.
OH – and don’t bother bringing anything for yourself to do – because man, when would a mom & 
dad have time to read a book on the plane, or listen to your iPod.  Hardly.
2) bring your kids favorite beverages.  When the airlines started this silly no drinks rule, I didn’t 
listen.  I don’t bring stuff for me, but as long as it is in a kids cup, they will usually let it through.  I 
think only once or twice have had I to pour their drink out.  That’s not bad.  So now I ALWAYS 
take their drinks – sometimes even a box of juice or chocolate milk, and it almost always is fine.  
You never know unless you try!
3) talk up the ‘adventure’ of travel.  I think one of the reasons our kids love to travel so much is 
that we make it such an exciting adventure.  We talk for days beforehand about what we will see, 
or discover.  They are usually very ready by the time we travel.
4) we talk about ‘the lady’ or ‘the man’.  We have high expectations for our kids when we are 
traveling... Even higher than normal.  We expect them to stay VERY close to us and to behave 
well.  When we feel they are getting a bit wild and crazy, as kids can do, we tell them about some 
random lady or man who will tell them to settle down.  I know this sounds weird, but it works.  
Our kids don’t want some stranger coming up to them and telling them to calm down so this 
works.  We tell them “you need to calm down, or you need to stay close to mommy & daddy, or 
that lady is going to come and talk to you”.  This always works.
5) allow plenty of time at the airport.  It is extremely rare that we spend less than 3 hours at an 
airport.  The exception to this being the airport closest to us... It is beyond small.  You can’t even 
check your luggage in until about 1 hour before the flight takes off, so there is no point in getting 
there early.  But at a normal airport we usually allow 3 hours.  We get checked in as soon as we 
can, then we play.  We find a place to eat, we go to Starbucks and let the kids share a fun drink.  
We find an open area that Steve can play chase with them.  We just try to have fun and chill a 
bit... Oh – and yea, wear them out before the flight.
6) always have a plan.  Whenever we are standing in a line, or getting onto or off the plane, we 
talk about it.  We discuss and just confirm who will carry what bag or child or whose hands we 
will hold.  We make sure we have it all figured out before it is our turn to move.  It really makes 
things go smooth.
7) don’t be rushed.  This goes along with getting to the airport 3 hours early.  Most of the time, we 
let everyone get off the plane first and then we get our stuff together for us to get off.  With 3 
small kids, who like to touch each seat as they walk off, and like to talk to each and every person 
along the way – it is just easier to be the last ones off.  Because we have come to terms with the 
fact that we can’t do anything quickly anymore, we are okay with being last.
OH – and NO TIGHT LAYOVERS.  We never do shorter than a 3 hour layover.  Yep, back to the 3 
hour rule.  Getting the kids off an airplane after a flight and then expecting them to run with you to 
catch the next plane, that doesn’t always work.  
8) THIS IS MY BIG ONE... Never be afraid to ask for help or favors.  We started doing this off and 
on when we had Elizabeth – if she was not in the best mood, or if we really needed to hurry.  Now 
we do it at every single line we come to.  Basically we walk into the airport and look at the lines at 
the check-in counter.  If they are long, I get the look on my face – the worn out, frazzled mom 
look (I am good at that look), and I approach someone important at the desks.  I tell them that we 
are traveling with 3 small children and could she help us check in.  (Translate:  can we cut in line, 
pleaseeeee).  At the check in counter, this works about 80% of the time.  The other 20%, the 
person smiles at us, and points to the end of the line that we were trying to avoid.  No problem.  
That’s the same line we would have been in anyway.  Immigration is next.  We truly do have a 
100% success rate when asking to ‘cut in line’ at immigration.  If you will look at the lines, there is 
almost always one that says “courtesy line”.  That’s what we use.  I always find someone in 
charge and ask their permission first, but we have always had sympathetic smiles and a ‘yes, 
please go ahead’ answer.  Nice.  We have also been ushered into the ‘staff only’ lines, and the 
‘diplomat’ lines.  All because we asked.
Then comes security.  Our success rate in the security line is about 85%.  Many times though, 
even if we aren’t put straight through, we get in a shorter line that moves quickly.
The same goes for after the flight – at immigration after the flight, we also have a 100% success 
rate, of asking for a shorter line and being told ‘of course, please come this way’.  Just a side 
note... I do think it is important for my kids to learn to wait and to have patience and that they 
aren’t the center of everything... But sometimes the airport before a long flight is not the time for 
the lesson.  Also, our kids have only ever seen us ask for help.  We never take it upon ourselves 
to cut, and we would never lie to get ahead.  We just ask.  Very simple.
8) use your kids.  They are cute, they are loud.  Airport people want your kids to be happy, just as 
much as you do.  I once heard someone say that if you are in a sticky situation at an airport, just 
pinch your kids and make them cry – people will move you right along.  We haven’t ever had to 
try that method yet.  One method that we do use - say, if our suitcases are overweight (that 
happens a lot), Steve will stick Nate up on the check-in counter and make him say HI and blow 
kisses to the lady (all 3 kids have had to take their turns being the charming child).  This works 
most of the time when we have overweight luggage.  In fact, I don’t think we have had to pay for 
overweight luggage in years.  Maybe 3 years and 11 months to be exact.  
9) plan on having fun.  Traveling, especially where we live, is VERY stressful.  Not my favorite.  But 
we go in with our plan and we have fun.  We laugh a lot.  If I suspect that Steve is uptight or 
stressed, we talk about it.  The biggest thing I struggle with on travel day is that I stay up too late 
packing and then I am on the grouchy side the next day.  But I am working on this – getting 
plenty of sleep the night before.  We really do our best to keep things fun for the kids.  We try to 
make it a fun family play date.
10) redefine success.  Success is if you eventually make it to where you want to go.  Perhaps 
there will be a 1-2 day delay on your flight.  Perhaps you will have to sit at the airport for 15 hours, 
waiting.  Perhaps your kids will get sick all over you.  Perhaps a suitcase breaks, or everything 
that could go wrong does.  As long as you eventually make it to your destination, you were 
successful.  

So now, onto the stories...
The first one I will share was on our trip home from Indonesia just a few weeks ago.  We were at 
the beach for the week and we had a 2-6 hour drive ahead of us.  (Nobody was completely sure 
how long it was going to take due to possible traffic.)  So, we left with enough time in case it took 
all 6 possible hours.  It was a good thing as the drive lasted for 5.5 hours.  The drive between our 
place on the beach and the airport in Jakarta was 99% mountainous, windy roads.  Sounds 
beautiful right?  It was.  For the first 14 minutes.  14 minutes was when I started not feeling my 
best.  I rolled down my window, stuck my head out and breathed in some mountain air.  I was 
going to be fine.  That was not the case for my kids.  
I had tried my best to plan ahead.  I knew that we would be getting the kids out of bed at 6:15am 
so we could be on the road by 6:30.  I knew they would be hungry and thirsty, so I had all their 
favorite morning beverages ready for our trip.  Once we were on the road for a few minutes I 
pulled out chocolate milk for the girls and a bottle for Nate.  Everyone was excited and sat back 
to enjoy.  Well, I guess I haven’t been on mountain roads very much recently because I forgot all 
about carsickness.  It started with Anna.  Steve looked at her and said “wow Anna you are not 
looking so good”.  We moved her to the other window so her head could hang out too.  Fresh air 
usually helps.  Before we could even talk about Anna not feeling good, Nate made the first move 
and lost all 8oz of his bottle on me.  My clean clothes and my shoes. MY SHOES.  Eww.  
Elizabeth, who was sitting next to Nate made the next move, and proceeded to lose her 
chocolate milk all over my clothes as well.  I know I was seriously stinky at that moment.  I 
couldn’t do too much being in the backseat of a car with 1 child on my lap who was still losing a 
bit more of last nights dinner, but I managed to find a plastic bag, which also managed to have a 
hole, so that did no good.  We sat there for a moment, Steve and I both choosing to deal with the 
situation with laughter.  (That should be one of my travel tips - laughter).  We were at the mercy of 
the driver... Whenever he felt it was a good time to pull over.  We drove for about 30 more 
minutes and then we pulled into a really small town.  The kind of town that has probably not seen 
many foreigners.  Anna was still looking pretty bad and still had her head out the window like a 
dog.  All of a sudden we rolled to a stop and there, on Anna’s side of the car, were about 8 
Indonesian men.  They were all staring at Anna with their eyes big – just getting a look at the 
pretty foreign girl with white blond hair.  Then to really give them something to talk about, Anna 
chose that moment to lose her chocolate milk.  Steve said he will never forget the moment those 
men saw Anna throw up out the window – how far their jaws dropped to the floor.  Priceless.
So there we were – 3 kids had just thrown up, mom and dad are really nasty, and we can’t tell the 
driver (who doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak any Bahasa Indonesian (except for ‘thank 
you’ and ‘go for a walk’).  So he kept on driving.  Finally about 30 minutes after Anna’s incident, 
he pulled over and we were able to get out of the filthy car.  We found a hose and tried to clean 
off the floorboard of his car.  It did help!  We decided that we would open up all our suitcases so 
we could try to get some clean clothes.  The only problem was that after not having laundry for a 
week while we were on the beach, we were completely out of clean clothes.  But really, anything 
was cleaner than our throw up clothes, so we changed into only a little bit dirty clothes.  I truly did 
feel much better!
We continued on our journey and made it to the airport for our 4.5 hour flight.  Once we arrived in 
Hong Kong I gave the washing machine a good workout, and by the morning, we had really clean 
clothes and life was good again.  

I think one of the classic stories for our family, was when Elizabeth was 9 months old.  It was one 
of those things that when it was happening it seemed so overwhelming.  But we only had 1 child, 
so now it seems so easy.  Elizabeth had the runs.  The kind that was out of her diaper before we 
even realized what had happened.  We were aware of the urgency of it and we decided to 
prepare ahead.  Good thing.  We had been staying in Hong Kong and were traveling back to our 
home in China.  I had 3 changes of clothes in my carry on bag and tons of diapers.  But the 
biggest thing that Steve and I had on us were trash bags.  We had 2 in the carry on suitcase, 1 in 
my hand purse, and 1 in Steve’s pocket.  The plan was as soon as we suspect that Elizabeth’s 
diaper was being filled, we would open up a trash bag and put her inside... From the tummy 
down.  That was the only way we knew to contain her.  No, there was no danger to her.  We 
hadn’t even gotten on the plane, when our plan was called into action.  The flight we were taking 
was one of those that doesn’t get a tarmac.  We had to board a bus and then from the bus climb 
the stairs into the plane.  Well, we had been on the bus, Elizabeth was in the Baby Bjorn strapped 
onto me, when I realized that she has THE WORST timing ever.  I quickly unstrapped her and 
hollared for Steve to open his bag.  Just as he was getting the bag out, our bus stopped in front 
of our airplane.  As people started pushing their way off the bus (this is Asia), we opened the trash 
bag and started to deposit the dirty side of Elizabeth into it.  I grabbed her middle, to keep the 
trash bag on tight and proceeded to climb the stairs going up to the plane.  Once inside the plane 
I explained to the flight attendant that I need to take my daughter to the restroom immediately.  I 
think it was the trash bag, or maybe once again, my frazzled mom look, but she let me go, even 
as the plane was getting ready to leave.  I was thankful for every one of the outfits that we packed 
for Elizabeth that trip.  Sure it was only a 2 hour flight... But it sure did feel longer than that with all 
the clean-up I did.
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I have put together some travel tips that I have learned over the years.  Now keep in mind that 
many of these will only work in Asia... But I am all about trying new things wherever we go.   I will 
also try to share some funny stories – because with 3 kids and lots of travel, you know I have 
them.

Basically when we travel here’s what we do...
1) make sure you have plenty of stuff in your carry-ons.  Our carry on suitcase is usually stuffed 
full of books because it is rare to have someone weigh your carry-on... But they sure do weigh 
your suitcases these days.  I always have plenty of coloring books, snacks, favorite toys (nothing 
too big obviously), change of clothes for the kids – and for Steve and I if it is a longer flight, 
benadryl... In case all the things I brought to do aren’t working.  (We haven’t had to sedate yet, 
but you have to be prepared).  Oh, and as you will find out from my story below... Always bring a 
big trash bag in the carry-on.  Those silly air sickness bag, can’t contain the serious stuff.  Oh, 
and pack plenty of wipes.  This is very important.
OH – and don’t bother bringing anything for yourself to do – because man, when would a mom & 
dad have time to read a book on the plane, or listen to your iPod.  Hardly.
2) bring your kids favorite beverages.  When the airlines started this silly no drinks rule, I didn’t 
listen.  I don’t bring stuff for me, but as long as it is in a kids cup, they will usually let it through.  I 
think only once or twice have had I to pour their drink out.  That’s not bad.  So now I ALWAYS 
take their drinks – sometimes even a box of juice or chocolate milk, and it almost always is fine.  
You never know unless you try!
3) talk up the ‘adventure’ of travel.  I think one of the reasons our kids love to travel so much is 
that we make it such an exciting adventure.  We talk for days beforehand about what we will see, 
or discover.  They are usually very ready by the time we travel.
4) we talk about ‘the lady’ or ‘the man’.  We have high expectations for our kids when we are 
traveling... Even higher than normal.  We expect them to stay VERY close to us and to behave 
well.  When we feel they are getting a bit wild and crazy, as kids can do, we tell them about some 
random lady or man who will tell them to settle down.  I know this sounds weird, but it works.  
Our kids don’t want some stranger coming up to them and telling them to calm down so this 
works.  We tell them “you need to calm down, or you need to stay close to mommy & daddy, or 
that lady is going to come and talk to you”.  This always works.
5) allow plenty of time at the airport.  It is extremely rare that we spend less than 3 hours at an 
airport.  The exception to this being the airport closest to us... It is beyond small.  You can’t even 
check your luggage in until about 1 hour before the flight takes off, so there is no point in getting 
there early.  But at a normal airport we usually allow 3 hours.  We get checked in as soon as we 
can, then we play.  We find a place to eat, we go to Starbucks and let the kids share a fun drink.  
We find an open area that Steve can play chase with them.  We just try to have fun and chill a 
bit... Oh – and yea, wear them out before the flight.
6) always have a plan.  Whenever we are standing in a line, or getting onto or off the plane, we 
talk about it.  We discuss and just confirm who will carry what bag or child or whose hands we 
will hold.  We make sure we have it all figured out before it is our turn to move.  It really makes 
things go smooth.
7) don’t be rushed.  This goes along with getting to the airport 3 hours early.  Most of the time, we 
let everyone get off the plane first and then we get our stuff together for us to get off.  With 3 
small kids, who like to touch each seat as they walk off, and like to talk to each and every person 
along the way – it is just easier to be the last ones off.  Because we have come to terms with the 
fact that we can’t do anything quickly anymore, we are okay with being last.
OH – and NO TIGHT LAYOVERS.  We never do shorter than a 3 hour layover.  Yep, back to the 3 
hour rule.  Getting the kids off an airplane after a flight and then expecting them to run with you to 
catch the next plane, that doesn’t always work.  
8) THIS IS MY BIG ONE... Never be afraid to ask for help or favors.  We started doing this off and 
on when we had Elizabeth – if she was not in the best mood, or if we really needed to hurry.  Now 
we do it at every single line we come to.  Basically we walk into the airport and look at the lines at 
the check-in counter.  If they are long, I get the look on my face – the worn out, frazzled mom 
look (I am good at that look), and I approach someone important at the desks.  I tell them that we 
are traveling with 3 small children and could she help us check in.  (Translate:  can we cut in line, 
pleaseeeee).  At the check in counter, this works about 80% of the time.  The other 20%, the 
person smiles at us, and points to the end of the line that we were trying to avoid.  No problem.  
That’s the same line we would have been in anyway.  Immigration is next.  We truly do have a 
100% success rate when asking to ‘cut in line’ at immigration.  If you will look at the lines, there is 
almost always one that says “courtesy line”.  That’s what we use.  I always find someone in 
charge and ask their permission first, but we have always had sympathetic smiles and a ‘yes, 
please go ahead’ answer.  Nice.  We have also been ushered into the ‘staff only’ lines, and the 
‘diplomat’ lines.  All because we asked.
Then comes security.  Our success rate in the security line is about 85%.  Many times though, 
even if we aren’t put straight through, we get in a shorter line that moves quickly.
The same goes for after the flight – at immigration after the flight, we also have a 100% success 
rate, of asking for a shorter line and being told ‘of course, please come this way’.  Just a side 
note... I do think it is important for my kids to learn to wait and to have patience and that they 
aren’t the center of everything... But sometimes the airport before a long flight is not the time for 
the lesson.  Also, our kids have only ever seen us ask for help.  We never take it upon ourselves 
to cut, and we would never lie to get ahead.  We just ask.  Very simple.
8) use your kids.  They are cute, they are loud.  Airport people want your kids to be happy, just as 
much as you do.  I once heard someone say that if you are in a sticky situation at an airport, just 
pinch your kids and make them cry – people will move you right along.  We haven’t ever had to 
try that method yet.  One method that we do use - say, if our suitcases are overweight (that 
happens a lot), Steve will stick Nate up on the check-in counter and make him say HI and blow 
kisses to the lady (all 3 kids have had to take their turns being the charming child).  This works 
most of the time when we have overweight luggage.  In fact, I don’t think we have had to pay for 
overweight luggage in years.  Maybe 3 years and 11 months to be exact.  
9) plan on having fun.  Traveling, especially where we live, is VERY stressful.  Not my favorite.  But 
we go in with our plan and we have fun.  We laugh a lot.  If I suspect that Steve is uptight or 
stressed, we talk about it.  The biggest thing I struggle with on travel day is that I stay up too late 
packing and then I am on the grouchy side the next day.  But I am working on this – getting 
plenty of sleep the night before.  We really do our best to keep things fun for the kids.  We try to 
make it a fun family play date.
10) redefine success.  Success is if you eventually make it to where you want to go.  Perhaps 
there will be a 1-2 day delay on your flight.  Perhaps you will have to sit at the airport for 15 hours, 
waiting.  Perhaps your kids will get sick all over you.  Perhaps a suitcase breaks, or everything 
that could go wrong does.  As long as you eventually make it to your destination, you were 
successful.  

So now, onto the stories...
The first one I will share was on our trip home from Indonesia just a few weeks ago.  We were at 
the beach for the week and we had a 2-6 hour drive ahead of us.  (Nobody was completely sure 
how long it was going to take due to possible traffic.)  So, we left with enough time in case it took 
all 6 possible hours.  It was a good thing as the drive lasted for 5.5 hours.  The drive between our 
place on the beach and the airport in Jakarta was 99% mountainous, windy roads.  Sounds 
beautiful right?  It was.  For the first 14 minutes.  14 minutes was when I started not feeling my 
best.  I rolled down my window, stuck my head out and breathed in some mountain air.  I was 
going to be fine.  That was not the case for my kids.  
I had tried my best to plan ahead.  I knew that we would be getting the kids out of bed at 6:15am 
so we could be on the road by 6:30.  I knew they would be hungry and thirsty, so I had all their 
favorite morning beverages ready for our trip.  Once we were on the road for a few minutes I 
pulled out chocolate milk for the girls and a bottle for Nate.  Everyone was excited and sat back 
to enjoy.  Well, I guess I haven’t been on mountain roads very much recently because I forgot all 
about carsickness.  It started with Anna.  Steve looked at her and said “wow Anna you are not 
looking so good”.  We moved her to the other window so her head could hang out too.  Fresh air 
usually helps.  Before we could even talk about Anna not feeling good, Nate made the first move 
and lost all 8oz of his bottle on me.  My clean clothes and my shoes. MY SHOES.  Eww.  
Elizabeth, who was sitting next to Nate made the next move, and proceeded to lose her 
chocolate milk all over my clothes as well.  I know I was seriously stinky at that moment.  I 
couldn’t do too much being in the backseat of a car with 1 child on my lap who was still losing a 
bit more of last nights dinner, but I managed to find a plastic bag, which also managed to have a 
hole, so that did no good.  We sat there for a moment, Steve and I both choosing to deal with the 
situation with laughter.  (That should be one of my travel tips - laughter).  We were at the mercy of 
the driver... Whenever he felt it was a good time to pull over.  We drove for about 30 more 
minutes and then we pulled into a really small town.  The kind of town that has probably not seen 
many foreigners.  Anna was still looking pretty bad and still had her head out the window like a 
dog.  All of a sudden we rolled to a stop and there, on Anna’s side of the car, were about 8 
Indonesian men.  They were all staring at Anna with their eyes big – just getting a look at the 
pretty foreign girl with white blond hair.  Then to really give them something to talk about, Anna 
chose that moment to lose her chocolate milk.  Steve said he will never forget the moment those 
men saw Anna throw up out the window – how far their jaws dropped to the floor.  Priceless.
So there we were – 3 kids had just thrown up, mom and dad are really nasty, and we can’t tell the 
driver (who doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak any Bahasa Indonesian (except for ‘thank 
you’ and ‘go for a walk’).  So he kept on driving.  Finally about 30 minutes after Anna’s incident, 
he pulled over and we were able to get out of the filthy car.  We found a hose and tried to clean 
off the floorboard of his car.  It did help!  We decided that we would open up all our suitcases so 
we could try to get some clean clothes.  The only problem was that after not having laundry for a 
week while we were on the beach, we were completely out of clean clothes.  But really, anything 
was cleaner than our throw up clothes, so we changed into only a little bit dirty clothes.  I truly did 
feel much better!
We continued on our journey and made it to the airport for our 4.5 hour flight.  Once we arrived in 
Hong Kong I gave the washing machine a good workout, and by the morning, we had really clean 
clothes and life was good again.  

I think one of the classic stories for our family, was when Elizabeth was 9 months old.  It was one 
of those things that when it was happening it seemed so overwhelming.  But we only had 1 child, 
so now it seems so easy.  Elizabeth had the runs.  The kind that was out of her diaper before we 
even realized what had happened.  We were aware of the urgency of it and we decided to 
prepare ahead.  Good thing.  We had been staying in Hong Kong and were traveling back to our 
home in China.  I had 3 changes of clothes in my carry on bag and tons of diapers.  But the 
biggest thing that Steve and I had on us were trash bags.  We had 2 in the carry on suitcase, 1 in 
my hand purse, and 1 in Steve’s pocket.  The plan was as soon as we suspect that Elizabeth’s 
diaper was being filled, we would open up a trash bag and put her inside... From the tummy 
down.  That was the only way we knew to contain her.  No, there was no danger to her.  We 
hadn’t even gotten on the plane, when our plan was called into action.  The flight we were taking 
was one of those that doesn’t get a tarmac.  We had to board a bus and then from the bus climb 
the stairs into the plane.  Well, we had been on the bus, Elizabeth was in the Baby Bjorn strapped 
onto me, when I realized that she has THE WORST timing ever.  I quickly unstrapped her and 
hollared for Steve to open his bag.  Just as he was getting the bag out, our bus stopped in front 
of our airplane.  As people started pushing their way off the bus (this is Asia), we opened the trash 
bag and started to deposit the dirty side of Elizabeth into it.  I grabbed her middle, to keep the 
trash bag on tight and proceeded to climb the stairs going up to the plane.  Once inside the plane 
I explained to the flight attendant that I need to take my daughter to the restroom immediately.  I 
think it was the trash bag, or maybe once again, my frazzled mom look, but she let me go, even 
as the plane was getting ready to leave.  I was thankful for every one of the outfits that we packed 
for Elizabeth that trip.  Sure it was only a 2 hour flight... But it sure did feel longer than that with all 
the clean-up I did.



I have put together some travel tips that I have learned over the years.  Now keep in mind that 
many of these will only work in Asia... But I am all about trying new things wherever we go.   I will 
also try to share some funny stories – because with 3 kids and lots of travel, you know I have 
them.

Basically when we travel here’s what we do...
1) make sure you have plenty of stuff in your carry-ons.  Our carry on suitcase is usually stuffed 
full of books because it is rare to have someone weigh your carry-on... But they sure do weigh 
your suitcases these days.  I always have plenty of coloring books, snacks, favorite toys (nothing 
too big obviously), change of clothes for the kids – and for Steve and I if it is a longer flight, 
benadryl... In case all the things I brought to do aren’t working.  (We haven’t had to sedate yet, 
but you have to be prepared).  Oh, and as you will find out from my story below... Always bring a 
big trash bag in the carry-on.  Those silly air sickness bag, can’t contain the serious stuff.  Oh, 
and pack plenty of wipes.  This is very important.
OH – and don’t bother bringing anything for yourself to do – because man, when would a mom & 
dad have time to read a book on the plane, or listen to your iPod.  Hardly.
2) bring your kids favorite beverages.  When the airlines started this silly no drinks rule, I didn’t 
listen.  I don’t bring stuff for me, but as long as it is in a kids cup, they will usually let it through.  I 
think only once or twice have had I to pour their drink out.  That’s not bad.  So now I ALWAYS 
take their drinks – sometimes even a box of juice or chocolate milk, and it almost always is fine.  
You never know unless you try!
3) talk up the ‘adventure’ of travel.  I think one of the reasons our kids love to travel so much is 
that we make it such an exciting adventure.  We talk for days beforehand about what we will see, 
or discover.  They are usually very ready by the time we travel.
4) we talk about ‘the lady’ or ‘the man’.  We have high expectations for our kids when we are 
traveling... Even higher than normal.  We expect them to stay VERY close to us and to behave 
well.  When we feel they are getting a bit wild and crazy, as kids can do, we tell them about some 
random lady or man who will tell them to settle down.  I know this sounds weird, but it works.  
Our kids don’t want some stranger coming up to them and telling them to calm down so this 
works.  We tell them “you need to calm down, or you need to stay close to mommy & daddy, or 
that lady is going to come and talk to you”.  This always works.
5) allow plenty of time at the airport.  It is extremely rare that we spend less than 3 hours at an 
airport.  The exception to this being the airport closest to us... It is beyond small.  You can’t even 
check your luggage in until about 1 hour before the flight takes off, so there is no point in getting 
there early.  But at a normal airport we usually allow 3 hours.  We get checked in as soon as we 
can, then we play.  We find a place to eat, we go to Starbucks and let the kids share a fun drink.  
We find an open area that Steve can play chase with them.  We just try to have fun and chill a 
bit... Oh – and yea, wear them out before the flight.
6) always have a plan.  Whenever we are standing in a line, or getting onto or off the plane, we 
talk about it.  We discuss and just confirm who will carry what bag or child or whose hands we 
will hold.  We make sure we have it all figured out before it is our turn to move.  It really makes 
things go smooth.
7) don’t be rushed.  This goes along with getting to the airport 3 hours early.  Most of the time, we 
let everyone get off the plane first and then we get our stuff together for us to get off.  With 3 
small kids, who like to touch each seat as they walk off, and like to talk to each and every person 
along the way – it is just easier to be the last ones off.  Because we have come to terms with the 
fact that we can’t do anything quickly anymore, we are okay with being last.
OH – and NO TIGHT LAYOVERS.  We never do shorter than a 3 hour layover.  Yep, back to the 3 
hour rule.  Getting the kids off an airplane after a flight and then expecting them to run with you to 
catch the next plane, that doesn’t always work.  
8) THIS IS MY BIG ONE... Never be afraid to ask for help or favors.  We started doing this off and 
on when we had Elizabeth – if she was not in the best mood, or if we really needed to hurry.  Now 
we do it at every single line we come to.  Basically we walk into the airport and look at the lines at 
the check-in counter.  If they are long, I get the look on my face – the worn out, frazzled mom 
look (I am good at that look), and I approach someone important at the desks.  I tell them that we 
are traveling with 3 small children and could she help us check in.  (Translate:  can we cut in line, 
pleaseeeee).  At the check in counter, this works about 80% of the time.  The other 20%, the 
person smiles at us, and points to the end of the line that we were trying to avoid.  No problem.  
That’s the same line we would have been in anyway.  Immigration is next.  We truly do have a 
100% success rate when asking to ‘cut in line’ at immigration.  If you will look at the lines, there is 
almost always one that says “courtesy line”.  That’s what we use.  I always find someone in 
charge and ask their permission first, but we have always had sympathetic smiles and a ‘yes, 
please go ahead’ answer.  Nice.  We have also been ushered into the ‘staff only’ lines, and the 
‘diplomat’ lines.  All because we asked.
Then comes security.  Our success rate in the security line is about 85%.  Many times though, 
even if we aren’t put straight through, we get in a shorter line that moves quickly.
The same goes for after the flight – at immigration after the flight, we also have a 100% success 
rate, of asking for a shorter line and being told ‘of course, please come this way’.  Just a side 
note... I do think it is important for my kids to learn to wait and to have patience and that they 
aren’t the center of everything... But sometimes the airport before a long flight is not the time for 
the lesson.  Also, our kids have only ever seen us ask for help.  We never take it upon ourselves 
to cut, and we would never lie to get ahead.  We just ask.  Very simple.
8) use your kids.  They are cute, they are loud.  Airport people want your kids to be happy, just as 
much as you do.  I once heard someone say that if you are in a sticky situation at an airport, just 
pinch your kids and make them cry – people will move you right along.  We haven’t ever had to 
try that method yet.  One method that we do use - say, if our suitcases are overweight (that 
happens a lot), Steve will stick Nate up on the check-in counter and make him say HI and blow 
kisses to the lady (all 3 kids have had to take their turns being the charming child).  This works 
most of the time when we have overweight luggage.  In fact, I don’t think we have had to pay for 
overweight luggage in years.  Maybe 3 years and 11 months to be exact.  
9) plan on having fun.  Traveling, especially where we live, is VERY stressful.  Not my favorite.  But 
we go in with our plan and we have fun.  We laugh a lot.  If I suspect that Steve is uptight or 
stressed, we talk about it.  The biggest thing I struggle with on travel day is that I stay up too late 
packing and then I am on the grouchy side the next day.  But I am working on this – getting 
plenty of sleep the night before.  We really do our best to keep things fun for the kids.  We try to 
make it a fun family play date.
10) redefine success.  Success is if you eventually make it to where you want to go.  Perhaps 
there will be a 1-2 day delay on your flight.  Perhaps you will have to sit at the airport for 15 hours, 
waiting.  Perhaps your kids will get sick all over you.  Perhaps a suitcase breaks, or everything 
that could go wrong does.  As long as you eventually make it to your destination, you were 
successful.  

So now, onto the stories...
The first one I will share was on our trip home from Indonesia just a few weeks ago.  We were at 
the beach for the week and we had a 2-6 hour drive ahead of us.  (Nobody was completely sure 
how long it was going to take due to possible traffic.)  So, we left with enough time in case it took 
all 6 possible hours.  It was a good thing as the drive lasted for 5.5 hours.  The drive between our 
place on the beach and the airport in Jakarta was 99% mountainous, windy roads.  Sounds 
beautiful right?  It was.  For the first 14 minutes.  14 minutes was when I started not feeling my 
best.  I rolled down my window, stuck my head out and breathed in some mountain air.  I was 
going to be fine.  That was not the case for my kids.  
I had tried my best to plan ahead.  I knew that we would be getting the kids out of bed at 6:15am 
so we could be on the road by 6:30.  I knew they would be hungry and thirsty, so I had all their 
favorite morning beverages ready for our trip.  Once we were on the road for a few minutes I 
pulled out chocolate milk for the girls and a bottle for Nate.  Everyone was excited and sat back 
to enjoy.  Well, I guess I haven’t been on mountain roads very much recently because I forgot all 
about carsickness.  It started with Anna.  Steve looked at her and said “wow Anna you are not 
looking so good”.  We moved her to the other window so her head could hang out too.  Fresh air 
usually helps.  Before we could even talk about Anna not feeling good, Nate made the first move 
and lost all 8oz of his bottle on me.  My clean clothes and my shoes. MY SHOES.  Eww.  
Elizabeth, who was sitting next to Nate made the next move, and proceeded to lose her 
chocolate milk all over my clothes as well.  I know I was seriously stinky at that moment.  I 
couldn’t do too much being in the backseat of a car with 1 child on my lap who was still losing a 
bit more of last nights dinner, but I managed to find a plastic bag, which also managed to have a 
hole, so that did no good.  We sat there for a moment, Steve and I both choosing to deal with the 
situation with laughter.  (That should be one of my travel tips - laughter).  We were at the mercy of 
the driver... Whenever he felt it was a good time to pull over.  We drove for about 30 more 
minutes and then we pulled into a really small town.  The kind of town that has probably not seen 
many foreigners.  Anna was still looking pretty bad and still had her head out the window like a 
dog.  All of a sudden we rolled to a stop and there, on Anna’s side of the car, were about 8 
Indonesian men.  They were all staring at Anna with their eyes big – just getting a look at the 
pretty foreign girl with white blond hair.  Then to really give them something to talk about, Anna 
chose that moment to lose her chocolate milk.  Steve said he will never forget the moment those 
men saw Anna throw up out the window – how far their jaws dropped to the floor.  Priceless.
So there we were – 3 kids had just thrown up, mom and dad are really nasty, and we can’t tell the 
driver (who doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak any Bahasa Indonesian (except for ‘thank 
you’ and ‘go for a walk’).  So he kept on driving.  Finally about 30 minutes after Anna’s incident, 
he pulled over and we were able to get out of the filthy car.  We found a hose and tried to clean 
off the floorboard of his car.  It did help!  We decided that we would open up all our suitcases so 
we could try to get some clean clothes.  The only problem was that after not having laundry for a 
week while we were on the beach, we were completely out of clean clothes.  But really, anything 
was cleaner than our throw up clothes, so we changed into only a little bit dirty clothes.  I truly did 
feel much better!
We continued on our journey and made it to the airport for our 4.5 hour flight.  Once we arrived in 
Hong Kong I gave the washing machine a good workout, and by the morning, we had really clean 
clothes and life was good again.  

I think one of the classic stories for our family, was when Elizabeth was 9 months old.  It was one 
of those things that when it was happening it seemed so overwhelming.  But we only had 1 child, 
so now it seems so easy.  Elizabeth had the runs.  The kind that was out of her diaper before we 
even realized what had happened.  We were aware of the urgency of it and we decided to 
prepare ahead.  Good thing.  We had been staying in Hong Kong and were traveling back to our 
home in China.  I had 3 changes of clothes in my carry on bag and tons of diapers.  But the 
biggest thing that Steve and I had on us were trash bags.  We had 2 in the carry on suitcase, 1 in 
my hand purse, and 1 in Steve’s pocket.  The plan was as soon as we suspect that Elizabeth’s 
diaper was being filled, we would open up a trash bag and put her inside... From the tummy 
down.  That was the only way we knew to contain her.  No, there was no danger to her.  We 
hadn’t even gotten on the plane, when our plan was called into action.  The flight we were taking 
was one of those that doesn’t get a tarmac.  We had to board a bus and then from the bus climb 
the stairs into the plane.  Well, we had been on the bus, Elizabeth was in the Baby Bjorn strapped 
onto me, when I realized that she has THE WORST timing ever.  I quickly unstrapped her and 
hollared for Steve to open his bag.  Just as he was getting the bag out, our bus stopped in front 
of our airplane.  As people started pushing their way off the bus (this is Asia), we opened the trash 
bag and started to deposit the dirty side of Elizabeth into it.  I grabbed her middle, to keep the 
trash bag on tight and proceeded to climb the stairs going up to the plane.  Once inside the plane 
I explained to the flight attendant that I need to take my daughter to the restroom immediately.  I 
think it was the trash bag, or maybe once again, my frazzled mom look, but she let me go, even 
as the plane was getting ready to leave.  I was thankful for every one of the outfits that we packed 
for Elizabeth that trip.  Sure it was only a 2 hour flight... But it sure did feel longer than that with all 
the clean-up I did.



I have put together some travel tips that I have learned over the years.  Now keep in mind that 
many of these will only work in Asia... But I am all about trying new things wherever we go.   I will 
also try to share some funny stories – because with 3 kids and lots of travel, you know I have 
them.

Basically when we travel here’s what we do...
1) make sure you have plenty of stuff in your carry-ons.  Our carry on suitcase is usually stuffed 
full of books because it is rare to have someone weigh your carry-on... But they sure do weigh 
your suitcases these days.  I always have plenty of coloring books, snacks, favorite toys (nothing 
too big obviously), change of clothes for the kids – and for Steve and I if it is a longer flight, 
benadryl... In case all the things I brought to do aren’t working.  (We haven’t had to sedate yet, 
but you have to be prepared).  Oh, and as you will find out from my story below... Always bring a 
big trash bag in the carry-on.  Those silly air sickness bag, can’t contain the serious stuff.  Oh, 
and pack plenty of wipes.  This is very important.
OH – and don’t bother bringing anything for yourself to do – because man, when would a mom & 
dad have time to read a book on the plane, or listen to your iPod.  Hardly.
2) bring your kids favorite beverages.  When the airlines started this silly no drinks rule, I didn’t 
listen.  I don’t bring stuff for me, but as long as it is in a kids cup, they will usually let it through.  I 
think only once or twice have had I to pour their drink out.  That’s not bad.  So now I ALWAYS 
take their drinks – sometimes even a box of juice or chocolate milk, and it almost always is fine.  
You never know unless you try!
3) talk up the ‘adventure’ of travel.  I think one of the reasons our kids love to travel so much is 
that we make it such an exciting adventure.  We talk for days beforehand about what we will see, 
or discover.  They are usually very ready by the time we travel.
4) we talk about ‘the lady’ or ‘the man’.  We have high expectations for our kids when we are 
traveling... Even higher than normal.  We expect them to stay VERY close to us and to behave 
well.  When we feel they are getting a bit wild and crazy, as kids can do, we tell them about some 
random lady or man who will tell them to settle down.  I know this sounds weird, but it works.  
Our kids don’t want some stranger coming up to them and telling them to calm down so this 
works.  We tell them “you need to calm down, or you need to stay close to mommy & daddy, or 
that lady is going to come and talk to you”.  This always works.
5) allow plenty of time at the airport.  It is extremely rare that we spend less than 3 hours at an 
airport.  The exception to this being the airport closest to us... It is beyond small.  You can’t even 
check your luggage in until about 1 hour before the flight takes off, so there is no point in getting 
there early.  But at a normal airport we usually allow 3 hours.  We get checked in as soon as we 
can, then we play.  We find a place to eat, we go to Starbucks and let the kids share a fun drink.  
We find an open area that Steve can play chase with them.  We just try to have fun and chill a 
bit... Oh – and yea, wear them out before the flight.
6) always have a plan.  Whenever we are standing in a line, or getting onto or off the plane, we 
talk about it.  We discuss and just confirm who will carry what bag or child or whose hands we 
will hold.  We make sure we have it all figured out before it is our turn to move.  It really makes 
things go smooth.
7) don’t be rushed.  This goes along with getting to the airport 3 hours early.  Most of the time, we 
let everyone get off the plane first and then we get our stuff together for us to get off.  With 3 
small kids, who like to touch each seat as they walk off, and like to talk to each and every person 
along the way – it is just easier to be the last ones off.  Because we have come to terms with the 
fact that we can’t do anything quickly anymore, we are okay with being last.
OH – and NO TIGHT LAYOVERS.  We never do shorter than a 3 hour layover.  Yep, back to the 3 
hour rule.  Getting the kids off an airplane after a flight and then expecting them to run with you to 
catch the next plane, that doesn’t always work.  
8) THIS IS MY BIG ONE... Never be afraid to ask for help or favors.  We started doing this off and 
on when we had Elizabeth – if she was not in the best mood, or if we really needed to hurry.  Now 
we do it at every single line we come to.  Basically we walk into the airport and look at the lines at 
the check-in counter.  If they are long, I get the look on my face – the worn out, frazzled mom 
look (I am good at that look), and I approach someone important at the desks.  I tell them that we 
are traveling with 3 small children and could she help us check in.  (Translate:  can we cut in line, 
pleaseeeee).  At the check in counter, this works about 80% of the time.  The other 20%, the 
person smiles at us, and points to the end of the line that we were trying to avoid.  No problem.  
That’s the same line we would have been in anyway.  Immigration is next.  We truly do have a 
100% success rate when asking to ‘cut in line’ at immigration.  If you will look at the lines, there is 
almost always one that says “courtesy line”.  That’s what we use.  I always find someone in 
charge and ask their permission first, but we have always had sympathetic smiles and a ‘yes, 
please go ahead’ answer.  Nice.  We have also been ushered into the ‘staff only’ lines, and the 
‘diplomat’ lines.  All because we asked.
Then comes security.  Our success rate in the security line is about 85%.  Many times though, 
even if we aren’t put straight through, we get in a shorter line that moves quickly.
The same goes for after the flight – at immigration after the flight, we also have a 100% success 
rate, of asking for a shorter line and being told ‘of course, please come this way’.  Just a side 
note... I do think it is important for my kids to learn to wait and to have patience and that they 
aren’t the center of everything... But sometimes the airport before a long flight is not the time for 
the lesson.  Also, our kids have only ever seen us ask for help.  We never take it upon ourselves 
to cut, and we would never lie to get ahead.  We just ask.  Very simple.
8) use your kids.  They are cute, they are loud.  Airport people want your kids to be happy, just as 
much as you do.  I once heard someone say that if you are in a sticky situation at an airport, just 
pinch your kids and make them cry – people will move you right along.  We haven’t ever had to 
try that method yet.  One method that we do use - say, if our suitcases are overweight (that 
happens a lot), Steve will stick Nate up on the check-in counter and make him say HI and blow 
kisses to the lady (all 3 kids have had to take their turns being the charming child).  This works 
most of the time when we have overweight luggage.  In fact, I don’t think we have had to pay for 
overweight luggage in years.  Maybe 3 years and 11 months to be exact.  
9) plan on having fun.  Traveling, especially where we live, is VERY stressful.  Not my favorite.  But 
we go in with our plan and we have fun.  We laugh a lot.  If I suspect that Steve is uptight or 
stressed, we talk about it.  The biggest thing I struggle with on travel day is that I stay up too late 
packing and then I am on the grouchy side the next day.  But I am working on this – getting 
plenty of sleep the night before.  We really do our best to keep things fun for the kids.  We try to 
make it a fun family play date.
10) redefine success.  Success is if you eventually make it to where you want to go.  Perhaps 
there will be a 1-2 day delay on your flight.  Perhaps you will have to sit at the airport for 15 hours, 
waiting.  Perhaps your kids will get sick all over you.  Perhaps a suitcase breaks, or everything 
that could go wrong does.  As long as you eventually make it to your destination, you were 
successful.  

So now, onto the stories...
The first one I will share was on our trip home from Indonesia just a few weeks ago.  We were at 
the beach for the week and we had a 2-6 hour drive ahead of us.  (Nobody was completely sure 
how long it was going to take due to possible traffic.)  So, we left with enough time in case it took 
all 6 possible hours.  It was a good thing as the drive lasted for 5.5 hours.  The drive between our 
place on the beach and the airport in Jakarta was 99% mountainous, windy roads.  Sounds 
beautiful right?  It was.  For the first 14 minutes.  14 minutes was when I started not feeling my 
best.  I rolled down my window, stuck my head out and breathed in some mountain air.  I was 
going to be fine.  That was not the case for my kids.  
I had tried my best to plan ahead.  I knew that we would be getting the kids out of bed at 6:15am 
so we could be on the road by 6:30.  I knew they would be hungry and thirsty, so I had all their 
favorite morning beverages ready for our trip.  Once we were on the road for a few minutes I 
pulled out chocolate milk for the girls and a bottle for Nate.  Everyone was excited and sat back 
to enjoy.  Well, I guess I haven’t been on mountain roads very much recently because I forgot all 
about carsickness.  It started with Anna.  Steve looked at her and said “wow Anna you are not 
looking so good”.  We moved her to the other window so her head could hang out too.  Fresh air 
usually helps.  Before we could even talk about Anna not feeling good, Nate made the first move 
and lost all 8oz of his bottle on me.  My clean clothes and my shoes. MY SHOES.  Eww.  
Elizabeth, who was sitting next to Nate made the next move, and proceeded to lose her 
chocolate milk all over my clothes as well.  I know I was seriously stinky at that moment.  I 
couldn’t do too much being in the backseat of a car with 1 child on my lap who was still losing a 
bit more of last nights dinner, but I managed to find a plastic bag, which also managed to have a 
hole, so that did no good.  We sat there for a moment, Steve and I both choosing to deal with the 
situation with laughter.  (That should be one of my travel tips - laughter).  We were at the mercy of 
the driver... Whenever he felt it was a good time to pull over.  We drove for about 30 more 
minutes and then we pulled into a really small town.  The kind of town that has probably not seen 
many foreigners.  Anna was still looking pretty bad and still had her head out the window like a 
dog.  All of a sudden we rolled to a stop and there, on Anna’s side of the car, were about 8 
Indonesian men.  They were all staring at Anna with their eyes big – just getting a look at the 
pretty foreign girl with white blond hair.  Then to really give them something to talk about, Anna 
chose that moment to lose her chocolate milk.  Steve said he will never forget the moment those 
men saw Anna throw up out the window – how far their jaws dropped to the floor.  Priceless.
So there we were – 3 kids had just thrown up, mom and dad are really nasty, and we can’t tell the 
driver (who doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak any Bahasa Indonesian (except for ‘thank 
you’ and ‘go for a walk’).  So he kept on driving.  Finally about 30 minutes after Anna’s incident, 
he pulled over and we were able to get out of the filthy car.  We found a hose and tried to clean 
off the floorboard of his car.  It did help!  We decided that we would open up all our suitcases so 
we could try to get some clean clothes.  The only problem was that after not having laundry for a 
week while we were on the beach, we were completely out of clean clothes.  But really, anything 
was cleaner than our throw up clothes, so we changed into only a little bit dirty clothes.  I truly did 
feel much better!
We continued on our journey and made it to the airport for our 4.5 hour flight.  Once we arrived in 
Hong Kong I gave the washing machine a good workout, and by the morning, we had really clean 
clothes and life was good again.  

I think one of the classic stories for our family, was when Elizabeth was 9 months old.  It was one 
of those things that when it was happening it seemed so overwhelming.  But we only had 1 child, 
so now it seems so easy.  Elizabeth had the runs.  The kind that was out of her diaper before we 
even realized what had happened.  We were aware of the urgency of it and we decided to 
prepare ahead.  Good thing.  We had been staying in Hong Kong and were traveling back to our 
home in China.  I had 3 changes of clothes in my carry on bag and tons of diapers.  But the 
biggest thing that Steve and I had on us were trash bags.  We had 2 in the carry on suitcase, 1 in 
my hand purse, and 1 in Steve’s pocket.  The plan was as soon as we suspect that Elizabeth’s 
diaper was being filled, we would open up a trash bag and put her inside... From the tummy 
down.  That was the only way we knew to contain her.  No, there was no danger to her.  We 
hadn’t even gotten on the plane, when our plan was called into action.  The flight we were taking 
was one of those that doesn’t get a tarmac.  We had to board a bus and then from the bus climb 
the stairs into the plane.  Well, we had been on the bus, Elizabeth was in the Baby Bjorn strapped 
onto me, when I realized that she has THE WORST timing ever.  I quickly unstrapped her and 
hollared for Steve to open his bag.  Just as he was getting the bag out, our bus stopped in front 
of our airplane.  As people started pushing their way off the bus (this is Asia), we opened the trash 
bag and started to deposit the dirty side of Elizabeth into it.  I grabbed her middle, to keep the 
trash bag on tight and proceeded to climb the stairs going up to the plane.  Once inside the plane 
I explained to the flight attendant that I need to take my daughter to the restroom immediately.  I 
think it was the trash bag, or maybe once again, my frazzled mom look, but she let me go, even 
as the plane was getting ready to leave.  I was thankful for every one of the outfits that we packed 
for Elizabeth that trip.  Sure it was only a 2 hour flight... But it sure did feel longer than that with all 
the clean-up I did.

7 Comments 

Kellie

Amen and amen! Having three kids definitely has a way of helping you out in many situations
and yet creating more stress in others! I laughed and said "me too" through your whole blog! At
least we NEVER have a dull moment though - right?
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I have put together some travel tips that I have learned over the years.  Now keep in mind that 
many of these will only work in Asia... But I am all about trying new things wherever we go.   I will 
also try to share some funny stories – because with 3 kids and lots of travel, you know I have 
them.

Basically when we travel here’s what we do...
1) make sure you have plenty of stuff in your carry-ons.  Our carry on suitcase is usually stuffed 
full of books because it is rare to have someone weigh your carry-on... But they sure do weigh 
your suitcases these days.  I always have plenty of coloring books, snacks, favorite toys (nothing 
too big obviously), change of clothes for the kids – and for Steve and I if it is a longer flight, 
benadryl... In case all the things I brought to do aren’t working.  (We haven’t had to sedate yet, 
but you have to be prepared).  Oh, and as you will find out from my story below... Always bring a 
big trash bag in the carry-on.  Those silly air sickness bag, can’t contain the serious stuff.  Oh, 
and pack plenty of wipes.  This is very important.
OH – and don’t bother bringing anything for yourself to do – because man, when would a mom & 
dad have time to read a book on the plane, or listen to your iPod.  Hardly.
2) bring your kids favorite beverages.  When the airlines started this silly no drinks rule, I didn’t 
listen.  I don’t bring stuff for me, but as long as it is in a kids cup, they will usually let it through.  I 
think only once or twice have had I to pour their drink out.  That’s not bad.  So now I ALWAYS 
take their drinks – sometimes even a box of juice or chocolate milk, and it almost always is fine.  
You never know unless you try!
3) talk up the ‘adventure’ of travel.  I think one of the reasons our kids love to travel so much is 
that we make it such an exciting adventure.  We talk for days beforehand about what we will see, 
or discover.  They are usually very ready by the time we travel.
4) we talk about ‘the lady’ or ‘the man’.  We have high expectations for our kids when we are 
traveling... Even higher than normal.  We expect them to stay VERY close to us and to behave 
well.  When we feel they are getting a bit wild and crazy, as kids can do, we tell them about some 
random lady or man who will tell them to settle down.  I know this sounds weird, but it works.  
Our kids don’t want some stranger coming up to them and telling them to calm down so this 
works.  We tell them “you need to calm down, or you need to stay close to mommy & daddy, or 
that lady is going to come and talk to you”.  This always works.
5) allow plenty of time at the airport.  It is extremely rare that we spend less than 3 hours at an 
airport.  The exception to this being the airport closest to us... It is beyond small.  You can’t even 
check your luggage in until about 1 hour before the flight takes off, so there is no point in getting 
there early.  But at a normal airport we usually allow 3 hours.  We get checked in as soon as we 
can, then we play.  We find a place to eat, we go to Starbucks and let the kids share a fun drink.  
We find an open area that Steve can play chase with them.  We just try to have fun and chill a 
bit... Oh – and yea, wear them out before the flight.
6) always have a plan.  Whenever we are standing in a line, or getting onto or off the plane, we 
talk about it.  We discuss and just confirm who will carry what bag or child or whose hands we 
will hold.  We make sure we have it all figured out before it is our turn to move.  It really makes 
things go smooth.
7) don’t be rushed.  This goes along with getting to the airport 3 hours early.  Most of the time, we 
let everyone get off the plane first and then we get our stuff together for us to get off.  With 3 
small kids, who like to touch each seat as they walk off, and like to talk to each and every person 
along the way – it is just easier to be the last ones off.  Because we have come to terms with the 
fact that we can’t do anything quickly anymore, we are okay with being last.
OH – and NO TIGHT LAYOVERS.  We never do shorter than a 3 hour layover.  Yep, back to the 3 
hour rule.  Getting the kids off an airplane after a flight and then expecting them to run with you to 
catch the next plane, that doesn’t always work.  
8) THIS IS MY BIG ONE... Never be afraid to ask for help or favors.  We started doing this off and 
on when we had Elizabeth – if she was not in the best mood, or if we really needed to hurry.  Now 
we do it at every single line we come to.  Basically we walk into the airport and look at the lines at 
the check-in counter.  If they are long, I get the look on my face – the worn out, frazzled mom 
look (I am good at that look), and I approach someone important at the desks.  I tell them that we 
are traveling with 3 small children and could she help us check in.  (Translate:  can we cut in line, 
pleaseeeee).  At the check in counter, this works about 80% of the time.  The other 20%, the 
person smiles at us, and points to the end of the line that we were trying to avoid.  No problem.  
That’s the same line we would have been in anyway.  Immigration is next.  We truly do have a 
100% success rate when asking to ‘cut in line’ at immigration.  If you will look at the lines, there is 
almost always one that says “courtesy line”.  That’s what we use.  I always find someone in 
charge and ask their permission first, but we have always had sympathetic smiles and a ‘yes, 
please go ahead’ answer.  Nice.  We have also been ushered into the ‘staff only’ lines, and the 
‘diplomat’ lines.  All because we asked.
Then comes security.  Our success rate in the security line is about 85%.  Many times though, 
even if we aren’t put straight through, we get in a shorter line that moves quickly.
The same goes for after the flight – at immigration after the flight, we also have a 100% success 
rate, of asking for a shorter line and being told ‘of course, please come this way’.  Just a side 
note... I do think it is important for my kids to learn to wait and to have patience and that they 
aren’t the center of everything... But sometimes the airport before a long flight is not the time for 
the lesson.  Also, our kids have only ever seen us ask for help.  We never take it upon ourselves 
to cut, and we would never lie to get ahead.  We just ask.  Very simple.
8) use your kids.  They are cute, they are loud.  Airport people want your kids to be happy, just as 
much as you do.  I once heard someone say that if you are in a sticky situation at an airport, just 
pinch your kids and make them cry – people will move you right along.  We haven’t ever had to 
try that method yet.  One method that we do use - say, if our suitcases are overweight (that 
happens a lot), Steve will stick Nate up on the check-in counter and make him say HI and blow 
kisses to the lady (all 3 kids have had to take their turns being the charming child).  This works 
most of the time when we have overweight luggage.  In fact, I don’t think we have had to pay for 
overweight luggage in years.  Maybe 3 years and 11 months to be exact.  
9) plan on having fun.  Traveling, especially where we live, is VERY stressful.  Not my favorite.  But 
we go in with our plan and we have fun.  We laugh a lot.  If I suspect that Steve is uptight or 
stressed, we talk about it.  The biggest thing I struggle with on travel day is that I stay up too late 
packing and then I am on the grouchy side the next day.  But I am working on this – getting 
plenty of sleep the night before.  We really do our best to keep things fun for the kids.  We try to 
make it a fun family play date.
10) redefine success.  Success is if you eventually make it to where you want to go.  Perhaps 
there will be a 1-2 day delay on your flight.  Perhaps you will have to sit at the airport for 15 hours, 
waiting.  Perhaps your kids will get sick all over you.  Perhaps a suitcase breaks, or everything 
that could go wrong does.  As long as you eventually make it to your destination, you were 
successful.  

So now, onto the stories...
The first one I will share was on our trip home from Indonesia just a few weeks ago.  We were at 
the beach for the week and we had a 2-6 hour drive ahead of us.  (Nobody was completely sure 
how long it was going to take due to possible traffic.)  So, we left with enough time in case it took 
all 6 possible hours.  It was a good thing as the drive lasted for 5.5 hours.  The drive between our 
place on the beach and the airport in Jakarta was 99% mountainous, windy roads.  Sounds 
beautiful right?  It was.  For the first 14 minutes.  14 minutes was when I started not feeling my 
best.  I rolled down my window, stuck my head out and breathed in some mountain air.  I was 
going to be fine.  That was not the case for my kids.  
I had tried my best to plan ahead.  I knew that we would be getting the kids out of bed at 6:15am 
so we could be on the road by 6:30.  I knew they would be hungry and thirsty, so I had all their 
favorite morning beverages ready for our trip.  Once we were on the road for a few minutes I 
pulled out chocolate milk for the girls and a bottle for Nate.  Everyone was excited and sat back 
to enjoy.  Well, I guess I haven’t been on mountain roads very much recently because I forgot all 
about carsickness.  It started with Anna.  Steve looked at her and said “wow Anna you are not 
looking so good”.  We moved her to the other window so her head could hang out too.  Fresh air 
usually helps.  Before we could even talk about Anna not feeling good, Nate made the first move 
and lost all 8oz of his bottle on me.  My clean clothes and my shoes. MY SHOES.  Eww.  
Elizabeth, who was sitting next to Nate made the next move, and proceeded to lose her 
chocolate milk all over my clothes as well.  I know I was seriously stinky at that moment.  I 
couldn’t do too much being in the backseat of a car with 1 child on my lap who was still losing a 
bit more of last nights dinner, but I managed to find a plastic bag, which also managed to have a 
hole, so that did no good.  We sat there for a moment, Steve and I both choosing to deal with the 
situation with laughter.  (That should be one of my travel tips - laughter).  We were at the mercy of 
the driver... Whenever he felt it was a good time to pull over.  We drove for about 30 more 
minutes and then we pulled into a really small town.  The kind of town that has probably not seen 
many foreigners.  Anna was still looking pretty bad and still had her head out the window like a 
dog.  All of a sudden we rolled to a stop and there, on Anna’s side of the car, were about 8 
Indonesian men.  They were all staring at Anna with their eyes big – just getting a look at the 
pretty foreign girl with white blond hair.  Then to really give them something to talk about, Anna 
chose that moment to lose her chocolate milk.  Steve said he will never forget the moment those 
men saw Anna throw up out the window – how far their jaws dropped to the floor.  Priceless.
So there we were – 3 kids had just thrown up, mom and dad are really nasty, and we can’t tell the 
driver (who doesn’t speak English and we don’t speak any Bahasa Indonesian (except for ‘thank 
you’ and ‘go for a walk’).  So he kept on driving.  Finally about 30 minutes after Anna’s incident, 
he pulled over and we were able to get out of the filthy car.  We found a hose and tried to clean 
off the floorboard of his car.  It did help!  We decided that we would open up all our suitcases so 
we could try to get some clean clothes.  The only problem was that after not having laundry for a 
week while we were on the beach, we were completely out of clean clothes.  But really, anything 
was cleaner than our throw up clothes, so we changed into only a little bit dirty clothes.  I truly did 
feel much better!
We continued on our journey and made it to the airport for our 4.5 hour flight.  Once we arrived in 
Hong Kong I gave the washing machine a good workout, and by the morning, we had really clean 
clothes and life was good again.  

I think one of the classic stories for our family, was when Elizabeth was 9 months old.  It was one 
of those things that when it was happening it seemed so overwhelming.  But we only had 1 child, 
so now it seems so easy.  Elizabeth had the runs.  The kind that was out of her diaper before we 
even realized what had happened.  We were aware of the urgency of it and we decided to 
prepare ahead.  Good thing.  We had been staying in Hong Kong and were traveling back to our 
home in China.  I had 3 changes of clothes in my carry on bag and tons of diapers.  But the 
biggest thing that Steve and I had on us were trash bags.  We had 2 in the carry on suitcase, 1 in 
my hand purse, and 1 in Steve’s pocket.  The plan was as soon as we suspect that Elizabeth’s 
diaper was being filled, we would open up a trash bag and put her inside... From the tummy 
down.  That was the only way we knew to contain her.  No, there was no danger to her.  We 
hadn’t even gotten on the plane, when our plan was called into action.  The flight we were taking 
was one of those that doesn’t get a tarmac.  We had to board a bus and then from the bus climb 
the stairs into the plane.  Well, we had been on the bus, Elizabeth was in the Baby Bjorn strapped 
onto me, when I realized that she has THE WORST timing ever.  I quickly unstrapped her and 
hollared for Steve to open his bag.  Just as he was getting the bag out, our bus stopped in front 
of our airplane.  As people started pushing their way off the bus (this is Asia), we opened the trash 
bag and started to deposit the dirty side of Elizabeth into it.  I grabbed her middle, to keep the 
trash bag on tight and proceeded to climb the stairs going up to the plane.  Once inside the plane 
I explained to the flight attendant that I need to take my daughter to the restroom immediately.  I 
think it was the trash bag, or maybe once again, my frazzled mom look, but she let me go, even 
as the plane was getting ready to leave.  I was thankful for every one of the outfits that we packed 
for Elizabeth that trip.  Sure it was only a 2 hour flight... But it sure did feel longer than that with all 
the clean-up I did.

least we NEVER have a dull moment though - right?

Wednesday, March 4, 2009 - 06:39 AM

Steve

all of our best stories revolve around bodily functions...
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Jennifer S

Oh my gosh! What travel stories you have... I love your tips and you are right, some of those
wouldn't work in the US except on the rare occasion. People here would be all put out if the kids
got to jump in front of those business class people.
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Susan

I am sorry, but I laughed hard all the way through this. I do feel your pain,embarassment and
grossness, since I have had similar gross experiences with my boys. I did feel bad for laughing
though. I wish we could skip airport lines here, but then we'd be tarred and feathered for sure.
Americans are all about, "ME ME ME!", unfortunately. I wish #4 would work on my boys, but
they don't care at all who talks to them and in what way. I think we are having some behavioral
issues lately and am glad we have decided to drive to FL in two weeks instead of fly. Maybe
you can do a blog on how to pack for a family of 5 so we can have some hints! You are the
master travelers- We are not worthy!!!!!!
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Virginia

Erica, first I want you to print off this list and laminate it for us so we can study it before we
have kids. Second, you are hilarious and really should write a book about all of your parenting
experiences especially since you are raising them in another country! I would buy it for sure! :-) 
And third,I am not about to let Michael read this blog, if he does we will forever be childless!
Help! I sould send him over there as soon as we get pregnant and call it "Webel Boot Camp"!
He'd die! Great stories, i laughed out loud thru the whole thing at work!
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Mom Susan

Oh my goodness!  You certainly have the experience - and all this knowledge after less than 4
years with children!  I agree with Virginia, you need to write a book!  You keep me laughing -
and I am so glad you and Steve have such a great sense of humor through all of this - you are the
best parents!
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Anonymous

Add a comment now works after changing the server!
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