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I had just finished some business in South Carolina and was flying back to Nashville.  The agency making my plane reservations had not called me back yet to confirm that I was on the next scheduled flight out of the little airport where I was anxiously waiting.  There were only a couple of flights to Atlanta, where I was changing planes for the final leg of my journey.  I was running out of time as it was just a couple of minutes before the gate area would open for passengers to board their flight to connect with the one to Nashville.  As I mentioned, it was a very small airport that had fewer than ten flights a day – mostly to Atlanta, Dallas, and Houston.  As I remember, it was about 5:00 pm.  
The airport was not busy, and I was hanging around the US West Airline desk, which was next to the only other one in the airport - Delta.  Everyone who knows me at all is acutely aware that I hate to be late for anything, and the nearer it gets to my deadline, the more nervous I become.  The agent for the small commuter airline knew I was waiting for my ticket and told me she would let me know just as soon as it came across her computer.  Why didn’t I just book a new ticket myself for that flight?  Maybe the rest of my story will tell you why.
Well, the departure time came, and shortly thereafter, I knew I had missed my plane.  As I expected, the agent’s printer started.  It was for my flight that had just left Atlanta.  The grandmotherly African American agent had no problem changing it to the next flight to Atlanta.  That flight, however, would leave me just minutes to get to my connecting flight to Nashville.  I could do nothing but wait. 
While hanging around, neither the agent nor I had anything better to do than talk.  For some reason, I started telling her about my experience setting up a satellite healthcare office in a little town in middle Tennessee several years before.  I wish I had the time and space to write about that, but I will say that God was directing me the whole way from start to finish.  The agent listened just like a toddler would, hearing a bedtime story from her father.  She never interrupted or commented.  Just below her wrinkled forehead were the biggest dark brown eyes.  Knowing me and the profound impact my “happening,” or as I can say now, my miracle, had on my life, I’m sure I talked for thirty minutes or more.  And no one even came to her counter to shorten my dissertation.  Very strange.  It was a small airport.  But no one interrupted me.
I conclude by telling her about the newspaper article about my company and me.  When I told her about the “Hand of God” headline on the front page, she put her hand on mine.  She told me that she taught a Sunday School class and was having trouble with the next lesson.  It was about trusting God, knowing he was always there and would never leave you.  She whispered, “I now have my message for Sunday.”  She then asked if I minded trading emails so we could keep in touch.  I wasn’t sure that would happen, but what the heck?
About thirty or so minutes later, the gate area opened, and I went through security.  I figured if the plane was on time, I was the first one off, the gate for the next flight was close by, I ran like heck, and that flight was running a little late, I could possibly get home that evening.  I went to the US West agent and asked him if the incoming flight that was going to Atlanta was on time, and he said it was – so far.  He said, “Let me see your ticket.”  I took it out of the folder, handed it to him, and the biggest smile came across his dark brown face.  “You’re the one she just told me about,” he exclaimed.  He then said to me he had been talking to the agent out in the lobby, and she had tears in her eyes, telling me about you.  He went on to say that US West was closing in a couple of months, leaving just Delta Airlines to manage the commuter business.  After many years with US West, he feared he would soon be out of work.
He then made the strangest request.  He asked me if I would go into the back office and say a prayer for him.  Now, I don’t mind saying the blessing for dinner or a prayer in Sunday School class, but praying for someone or something specifically – well, that was quite different.  I did, though.  I don’t remember what I said, but we both ended up crying.  I left and sat down, quietly awaiting the aircraft.  
A short time later, the old gentleman came up behind me and put his hand on my shoulder.  He whispered, “Your plane should be out of here on time, and I will call your name before we start to board.  You will be the first one out the door and can sit in the front row of the plane.  Also, while there are no promises, your gate for the Nashville flight is not too far from your arrival gate, and there should be a cart waiting to take you there.  Oh, the agent knows your connecting flight time is close and promised to do everything she could to delay departure for a few minutes if necessary.  I thanked him and teared up again.
Well, the commuter flight to Atlanta was on time, I was seated in the first row, and there was transportation waiting for me.  It wasn’t needed to make the flight, but it sure helped my nerves.  I had almost forgotten about the encounter when, several months later I received an email from the airline clerk.  It was short but to the point.  As I recollect, it went something like this, “US West was shut down here last week, leaving just Delta Airlines.   A few more flights were added, requiring more staff, and they decided to combine our people with theirs.  No one lost their job.  It was all because of you.  God Bless.”  
I really doubt all of this was because of me.  But just maybe there was a reason my ticket happened to be delayed, I happened not to book the earlier flight myself, I happened to talk with the agent, she happened to be a Sunday School teacher, and I happened to ask the old gentleman at the departing ticket counter if the incoming plane was going to be on time.  And yes, there was that prayer.
For years, Paul Harvey ended each of his radio broadcasts with, “And now you know the rest of the story.”  Do we, really?

