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THE SISTERHOOD OF THE TRAVELLING BROOM BAG 

When the wind howls, 
When the sleet stings, 

When we’re feeling cold, 
We simply remember our Chicago fling, 

And then we feel consoled!   
(Original lyrics from My Favourite Things by Richard Rodgers) 

 

What could be finer, more fun than four women 

with brooms off on their annual curling 

adventure.  Destination - Chicago.  The windy 

city is home to the Magnificent Mile, deep dish 

pizza and, oh yes, the Gloamin’ Gaels Bonspiel 

at the Chicago Curling Club. Our tale is totally 

entertainment-based, not accomplishment!  

Our story is one about travel mishaps, humour 

and friendship.  It is not about a nail biter shot 

or a draw to the button championship game.  Of 

course, the names have been changed to 

protect the innocent. 

This narrative is a forewarning to those who 

decide to fly in inclement weather. Air travel 

and a Polar Vortex do not go together like love 

and marriage.  Who knew that colder than cold 

weather could cause such havoc with flying?  

We quickly learned that this weather pattern 

was enough to disrupt our flight plan.  Our pilot 

announced that we could keep circling Chicago 

Midway Airport (fingers crossed about fuel 

levels) with hopes of being able to land soon or 

we could land in Rockford to refuel and wait for 

the air traffic to clear.  This was a no brainer – 

Rockford here we come!   Unbeknownst to us, if 
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you are on a U.S. tarmac for more than 2 hours, 

you have officially landed and you need to clear 

customs. Lucky us, we timed out!  We gathered 

up our luggage and disembarked to proceed 

through customs. Rockford does not normally 

handle international flights, so their welcoming 

customs officer was now a one man show!  He 

was our greeter, customs officer and boarding 

agent.  

Once back on the plane, we breathed a sigh of 

relief and let out a silent cheer - Chicago, here 

we come!  We landed and quickly grabbed a 

taxi van to our hotel.  None of us had any idea 

of the hotel’s location, but somehow (deep 

down) we must have known because we all 

used the washroom.    Plus, never passing up a 

washroom is a mantra for most women in their 

60’s!   

The taxi ride went on forever, as if the taxi 

driver was taking the scenic route.  Thirty 

minutes into the ride the ka-ching sound of the 

meter was making us nervous!  Did we even 

have enough cash?  $125 later we arrived at our 

hotel, which was in a wonderful location close 

to the curling club and even offered a 

complimentary shuttle to the club.   

We used our powers of persuasion to sweet talk 

the driver into taking us beyond the club. This 

shuttle became our personal mode of 

transportation to the wine store and the 

shopping mall.  Shopping time was short, so we 

all went on our own “bargain hunting” way.  

One hour later we were all sadly empty handed, 

except for Margie who was sporting a fabulous 

emerald ring. Who finds and purchases a 

gemstone ring in one hour? Only Margie, our 

professional shopper!  With a much-needed 

shopping spree out of our system, our “shuttle 

chauffeur” brought us back to the hotel where 

we prepped for the spiel- drinks and yummy 

munchies! 

It felt as if the organizers of the Gloamin’ Spiel 

paid us to come! 3 games, delicious meals, 

drinks, even the Advil and Tums were 

complimentary!   Our every need or want was 

looked after.  The Spiel was pure fun with 

curlers from all over the United States and 

Canada!   The “icing on the cake" was being 

piped in like the Scotties for the final day of 

play.  Winning and bringing home some 

hardware for the 4th event was extra “icing” 

and sweetness! 

After exchanging club pins and good bye hugs, 

we headed back to the windy city.  Or should I 

say, we tried to head back!  The Polar Vortex 

was still hovering overhead so getting a cab was 

difficult to say the least!  High demand 

outweighed available cabs.  Hours and another 

$125 later, we made it to downtown Chicago in 

time for happy hour.   

While we were in the hotel bar imbibing, the 

waitress came over to our table saying there 

was someone looking for us.  Well, who should 

appear, but Marlena! Her flight back to Toronto 

was cancelled due to the weather.  This should 

have been our wakeup call about our own 

flights the following day.  I believe psychologists 

call this… denial!   

The next day our resident architect Janey was 

going to take us on a walking tour of Chicago’s 

historical sites.  How cold was it?  It was 

hypothermia cold, COVID Pfizer vaccine cold!  

We layered up and I do mean layered up.  We 

wore what had to be the entire contents of our 

suitcases!  We even had to wolf down our 

breakfast before it could turn into ice like the 

restaurant windows! 
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By the time our walking tour reached 

Millennium Park, we were ready for an indoor 

activity… like shopping the Magnificent Mile.  

The good news - wonderful bargains; the bad 

news - shops were closing early due to the 

coldest weather in 18 years!   It was time to 

head back to the hotel to enjoy the wine and 

treats from our curling raffle basket winnings 

before heading to the airport.   We devoured it 

all, except for a “sausage”.    

As we prepared to go through the airport 

security, Janey noticed that Jan had the 

“sausage" in her bag.  She was concerned that 

Jan’s bag might attract the airport dogs.  

Sniffing spells trouble!  After some humming 

and hawing, Jan ditched the “sausage”. She did 

not want to find herself on an episode of 

“Border Security”.   As we reached the lounge, 

an announcement was made that our flight was 

delayed.  Three guesses why and the first two 

do not count!  Delayed due to the Vortex in 

Chicago and Toronto.  It was delayed, not 

cancelled, so we were good!  Our wait felt like 

forever in tiredness and hunger. Perhaps we 

were too quick to discard the “sausage”!  We all 

eyed the garbage can - our deli treat disposal 

site.  Did we dare?   

Finally, our flight was called for boarding and 

we were on our way home!   An hour into the 

flight the pilot made an announcement that we 

were not going to be landing in Toronto. After 

11 p.m., Porter cannot land at Billy Bishop 

Airport - a noise bylaw.  Again, who knew?  

Apparently not even Porter’s web site, because 

according to them we were close to landing in 

Toronto where our pickup rides were headed.  

At one point our flight even disappeared on the 

Porter radar, which definitely concerned our 

pickup drivers!  Upon landing, we called our 

rides to say that we were in Hamilton. It was 

hard to say with any degree of accuracy when 

we would be arriving in Toronto, so please go 

home!  We cleared customs at 1:30 a.m. then 

boarded a Greyhound bus which at that hour 

was not a mood booster! Our mental state hit 

rock bottom when the bus dropped us off at the 

Royal York Hotel in downtown Toronto around 

2:30 a.m.  We unloaded our luggage (yes, we 

had to do that ourselves) and then luckily hailed 

a cab.  Home sweet home by 3 a.m.! 

Our Chicago “curling fling” story gets better, 

funnier and more embellished with time, similar 

to the “big fish that got away”. We are “The 

Sisterhood of the Travelling Broom Bag” (Ann 

Brashares wrote The Sisterhood of the 

Travelling Pants books). The broom bag has 

been to Inverness, Scotland; Boston, 

Massachusetts; Niagara Falls, Ontario; 

Montreal, Quebec; our nation’s capital Ottawa, 

and will hopefully visit many more places in the 

future!  Our “Sisterhood” embraces the good, 

the bad and the ugly of our curling escapades 

with humour! We are friends that share 

unending laughter on and off the ice, and that is 

always a very good thing! 

 


