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Reunion
Homer Smoot retreated to his apartment after another boring day’s work.  For three decades he had been a specialist in an obscure but necessary branch of accounting that did not attract the interest of younger competition.  So he kept on top of his minute branch of corporate life, and withdrew into an impervious shell.  This career strategy hadn’t resulted in many raises, but Homer had been in his office far longer than anyone else, even Henrietta Allen, the 64 year old receptionist.  (Henrietta had been a close personal friend of one of the past branch managers – Homer couldn’t even picture his face any more, but Henrietta remembered on her good days.)  Homer had made a few friends in the office, but they also had left long ago.  


Part of the daily ritual was the trashing of junk mail, which arrived in mammoth quantities to Homer’s apartment.  In the mail was a letter from a name that tinkled a small bell in the recesses of Homer’s mind.  Homer retracted this letter from his automatic toss towards the trash, and opened the envelope.  It was from someone named Frank Seymour from a small town near the place that Homer had gone to college.   The letter announced a reunion of Homer’s college class.  

After thirty years, you accrue a healthy block of vacation time, and his summer months were clear of mandatory business commitments.  His second wife had left five years ago, so social commitments were not a problem.  Living a Spartan life, and being an accountant, Homer had a healthy bankroll.  Homer had concentrated on his accounting courses in college, and memories of classmates were limited.  He tried to picture just who Frank Seymour might be, but without success.  Come to think of it, he couldn’t remember many of his classmates at all.  Maybe it would be interesting to go just to see if anyone friendly was there.

After weeks of procrastination, Homer finally filled out the form and mailed it to Frank.  He was indeed going to join the ranks of those returning to the old Alma Mater for a weekend of reminiscence.  He checked off the appropriate blanks, and enclosed a check for the requisite amount.  Being thorough, he also reserved the appropriate transportation (both ground and air) and lodging facilities at the same time.

As the weeks passed by, Homer’s workdays were a little lighter, as he thought about his upcoming trip.  Travel is like that.  It seems so nice before it happens, and provides pleasant memories after it is over.  In between reality strikes.

As a measure of Homer’s thoroughness, consider that he called the airline the day before the trip to confirm his flight.  Upon arriving at home from work, he pulled out his luggage and packed (being careful to add an extra set of everything, in case anything went wrong).  In addition to a bag to check, Homer packed a suit, formal shirt, golf shirt and Bermuda shorts, along with the required undergarments, in a carry-on bag, along with ample reading material.  Homer had always felt that it pays to be prepared.

The next day proved to be rainy, so Homer left for the airport a little early.  If everything went as usual, he would arrive at the airport 90 minutes prior to his scheduled flight.  There was a connection in Denver, with a 30 minute layover scheduled.  His schedule would place him in Salt Lake City for the reunion at 2 p.m.

The drive to the airport went smoothly.  It so often seems that when one prepares for contingencies, the need for them disappears.  Homer arrived at the airport, parked his car, took the shuttle to the concourse, checked his bags, and found that he had over two hours before the flight left.  He splurged on a cappuccino, pulled out one of his books, and settled in to wait for the airline personnel to arrive and board the plane.

As we said, it was a little rainy out.  The weather turned a little for the worse, and it became windy and rainy.  Homer began to be concerned about the arrival of the plane that would carry him on to Denver.  However, the television monitor that listed the arrivals assured him that the equipment would be there without problem.  Everything was on schedule.

After Homer finished his cappuccino, he strolled around a bit to stretch his legs.  He noticed that the rain was starting to beat harder on the windows of the airport.  With 45 minutes to go before his flight was due to depart, the monitors assured him that all was still on schedule.  Homer went on to relieve himself of the coffee.  When he returned, there were 25 minutes to go.  He noticed that the monitor was flickering, indicating that the equipment he was due to fly to Denver would be delayed an estimated 30 minutes.  Homer began to feel hungry, so he strolled over to the airport food court.  Of the many gourmet delights available at the airport, few are designed for travelers tense with concern about their travel.  Homer made the mistake of selecting the premier sausage on a baguette with French sauce, which cost enough to seem like it must be really good.  Homer tried to suppress the thought that it seemed like a hot dog on a bun with mustard, and not particularly hot nor high quality.  

After this culinary delight, washed down with a stale beer, Homer returned to where he expected to leave for Denver.  He arrived in time to hear of the cancellation of his flight due to weather problems which delayed arriving equipment.  Homer was thirtieth in line for flight reschedule.  After twenty minutes, he too was able to talk to an overworked and overstressed ticket agent.  It turned out that the best he could do was to take a competitor airline’s next flight to Phoenix, from which he could catch a connection to Salt Lake City due to arrive at that location at 6 p.m.  Homer went for it.  He was then told to take the airport tram to Concourse E (he currently was located in Concourse A), and to check in at gate 54 in 25 minutes.  He was assured that this was physically possible, although he would be wise to leave now and not dally.

Homer did not dally.  While his beer had been flat when he drank it, Homer could now feel it churning to a froth in his stomach.  If there had been any alcohol in that beer, it would be useful to counteract the strange chemical reactions induced by the sausage.  Homer was very much out of breath, overheated, and clammy when he pulled up to gate 54.  Unfortunately, he had taken 26 minutes.  This airline was proud of their on-time record, and the flight had departed.  However, the cheery attendant assured Homer that another flight would depart in only one hour and 45 minutes.  Unfortunately, this would put him into Salt Lake City at about 9:00 p.m., barring any unforeseen delays.

Finding that he had some time on his hands, Homer was able to visit a newstand that carried medical things useful for upset stomachs.  He felt a little better physically, but found that he was not in the mood for reading.  Thus, he spent a fitful hour or so waiting for his plane.  He was among the first to jump up when boarding was announced.  The flight to Phoenix was a little rough, as the weather had not entirely cleared from the area.  While this airline was proud of its on-time departures, it placed safety and comfort ahead of on-time arrival, and the flight was a little late getting into Phoenix.  Homer was concerned that he might miss the connection to Salt Lake City.  With the bumpy ride and the concern, he couldn’t eat the fine lasagna-like meal provided by the airline.  All of that education and experience was not for naught.  The flight had left.

By this time, Homer was beyond caring.  The airline personnel placed him on a flight that landed in Salt Lake City at about 11:00 p.m.  His bags were not among those unloaded from his plane, nor had his bags been on any other flight into Salt Lake City that day.  The automobile rental agency had closed its shop at 10:00 p.m., so Homer had to catch a cab.  He arrived at his hotel at 12:30.  After some heated discussion about reservation times, Homer was able to obtain a room.  This room was in the smoking section.  Homer had never smoked, and did not care to be around those that did.  But that was the only room available.  After settling this issue, Homer asked for a restaurant.  Homer was now very hungry.  Unfortunately, the hotel’s restaurant facilities closed at midnight.  The hotel was not near any other dining facilities, nor did the desk clerk feel that there would be any other suitable eating places at this time of night.

Homer retreated to room permeated with stale smoke and tried to sleep.  In the morning he had a choice of a suit (which was a little hot for the weather in Utah at this time of year) and the more relaxed attire that Homer had packed in his carry-on luggage.  He went for the relaxed attire.  He rushed through his shower and shave, and went out in search of food.  Homer’s head was splitting, due to a combination of the sausage, hunger, and allergic reaction to aged smoke.  He was not in a good mood, but breakfast helped.  He telephoned the car rental agency, and was able to find out where he had to go to pick up a vehicle.  It turned out to be five miles past the airport.  The cab ride involved pleasant scenery, although it was a bit pricey.

By the time he drove back to town, he had missed the opening festivities scheduled for the reunion.  But he was able to register, and pick up his packet telling him who was attending.  He read over the list in a snack bar, where he was able to obtain an Alka Seltzer.  His head was not up to par, so he might have missed something, but it seemed that he did not recognize any of the names.  Homer checked the year of graduation, and he was in fact in the correct place.  But he was a little unsure that the trip was a good decision.

Homer wandered around and about.  He had not attached the nametag that he had received in his registration packet.  There were many overweight people in attendance, all with devices to correct their vision, the men mostly balding.  Homer overheard many interesting discussions.  It was good to hear that the class president had been released on parole after that nasty embezzlement conviction.  The class brain had killed himself in graduate school, after receiving a grade of C.  The greatest stain on the class’s reputation was that Jack Strong had been elected to Congress.

A friendly looking couple, whose name tags indicated that they were Roy and Marilyn Morrison, approached Homer when he wasn’t looking and asked if he was the Homer Smoot that they had gone to school with for four years.  Fearing a prolonged discussion, Homer denied any knowledge of their former friend.  Homer retreated to the parking lot and drove his rental car back to his hotel.  He called the airline, and was able (for a nominal full price fare) to obtain a ticket home on an early flight.  He left instructions for his luggage, should it ever arrive in Salt Lake City.  Homer had a smooth, quiet, comfortable flight home.

