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When I traveled to Columbus Ohio the last 
week of June for the National Federation of 
State Poetry Societies convention, everything 
seemed to go wrong. It was my first flying trip 
since the pandemic started, and I was 
uneasy, but as president of the Oregon Poetry 
Association and also a prizewinner in one of 
their contests, I felt I should skip the Zoom 
option and show up in person.  
 
The convention itself was a dream. The hotel 
was beautiful, the food was fantastic, and I 
made many new friends. I learned a lot, too. I 
even won the centerpiece at our table on the 

night I read my prizewinning poem. 
 
But getting there and back was not so easy. I prayed before each leg of the trip that it would 
be safe and stress-free, but it seemed like God wasn’t listening. I experienced late flights, rides 
that didn’t show up, an extra-security inspection at the Portland airport, and days when I 
couldn’t even get loaves and fishes to eat because there wasn’t time and they only gave us 
pretzels on the plane.  
 
Going east, I had to change planes in Dallas. Heading west, we stopped in Charlotte, North 
Carolina, where our plane kept getting delayed longer and longer until it seemed like we would 
never get back to Portland. But we did eventually take off. After five hours flying through the 
dark, we landed at PDX. My luggage weighed a ton, and there was no shuttle to my “park and 
fly” hotel. I took a taxi.  
 
The next morning, after three hours sleep, hoping to get a good meal and drive my own car 
back to the coast, I discovered my Honda had been vandalized by thieves who stole the 
catalytic converter. Instead of an easy trip home, I spent the day dealing with AAA, the 
insurance company, Portland police, and auto service folks before finally renting a car and 
driving home. I was a hungry, weepy mess. 
 



Was I talking to God during all this? Not really. I was mostly trying not to cry in front of 
strangers. But He was paying attention. Now that I have eaten and rested, I can see he was 
there all along.  
 

• When my plane from Dallas landed late at night, there was no shuttle to the convention 
center, but a taxi was waiting to give me a ride. 

• When I arrived at the convention center late and hungry, the dining room was closed 
and there was no restaurant I could walk to, but I had an apple and granola bars in my 
carry-on.  

• The next night, when I was hungry again, a white-bearded stranger getting directions at 
the desk asked if I would like to join him. Am I crazy, I wondered, as I got into his duct-
taped Dodge van. We got lost, as poets tend to do, but I ended up with a wonderful new 
friend, a retired doctor and the poet laureate of South Euclid, Ohio. The Hawaiian food 
he insisted on was terrific. 

• When it was time to leave for home and my Uber ride didn’t show up at the conference 
center, two lady poets from New Mexico insisted I share their ride to the airport. They 
wouldn’t let me pay them for it.  

• Three out of my four flights left late, but I did not miss any of my connections.  

• Starbucks offered enough sustenance to keep me going. 

• My seatmates on every leg of the trip were friendly—and not too big.  

• When there was no shuttle in Portland, there was a taxi. There was no food, but I had 
an apple I’d saved from breakfast in Ohio.  

• Yes, my car was vandalized and my trip home was disrupted, but kind people helped 
me through it all. In fact, the service guy in Corvallis said he would drive me home himself 
if I couldn’t find any other way. 

• My insurance company is covering the 
cost of repairs, I have a fancy rental car 
to drive for now, and the first place I 
drove it was Elmer’s for a fattening and 
delicious meal.  

• I am home now, and all is well. Annie, 
well cared for by our own Terry Cease’s 
daughter Melanie, is happy and healthy.  
 
I might not have been talking to God 
when things went wrong, but he was 
paying attention. My prayer now is just, 
“Thank you, thank you, thank you.”  


