I Wish I Had Stayed Home
	The excitement was growing in June and July of this year.  The newest member of the Disney Cruise Line fleet, the Wish, had entered service at Port Canaveral.  Its maiden voyage, on July 14, was heralded with glowing media reviews and spectacular pictures of its interior.  I kept thinking this is a 5-star experience on the water. This could be fun!
	My travel buddy, another retired teacher, wanted to book a cruise.  I wanted to go to Miami Beach, to a lovely and quiet hotel where we stayed last year.  A hotel where you could sit by the sparkling turquoise pool all day and people would bring you food and drinks.  A hotel where you could walk to dinner, to the most delightful Cuban restaurants on South Beach.  This year was my friend’s turn to choose so we booked a four-day stay on the Disney Wish.
	My friends from Michigan decided to join us on our cruise.  She is lovely and low key; he is high energy and annoying.  In fact, he never stops talking. I have discussed this with her and she understands, because he never stops talking at home. I enjoy him for about thirty minutes at a time.
	Our Michigander friends arrived on a Sunday evening, we got up the next day and finished packing, and I drove the four of us to the port.  We had a specific arrival time and had been Covid tested two days before. The protocols for boarding the ship were very strict.  I felt safe and had no concerns about being exposed to Covid. I was wrong.
	 First impressions of the ship were that I couldn’t see the décor because of massive numbers of people in the lobby. I later learned that the ship’s capacity was 4,000 passengers; this explained why the elevators were always full and the dinners were always late. We waited for elevators a lot, as I have a knee problem and stairs are not my friend. I noticed a very pleasant smell in the hallways outside each bank of elevators. Was it baby powder? I asked my friends if they smelled it too. They did. 
	Elevator capacity was listed as twenty people on signs inside each car. I began to think that this was not a good thing as we rode nostril-to-nostril. Our dinner seating was at 8:15 pm. Queue lines began forming at 8:00, winding through the ship’s lobby. We never saw food before 9:00 pm. Entrees were served at 9:30, too late for me.  One morning we got up early for a shore excursion and found ourselves in an unairconditioned corridor waiting with hundreds of other passengers. Surprisingly, no one fainted while waiting in the heat.  One review described the passengers onboard as a cattle call.  I agree.
	On day three I began to sneeze.  My roommate said that I didn’t look well.  I knew-or I thought I knew-that this was Covid.  After two vaccinations, two booster shots, wearing a mask everywhere for two weeks prior to the sailing, I had been exposed. On day four I did not want to get out of bed but somehow managed to go to all three meals. I didn’t eat much. At this point I was feverish and my head was pounding. I called the ship’s infirmary and a nurse returned my call.  She informed me that a Covid test onboard would cost $168 before 5 pm and twice that amount if I called back after 5. I told her my symptoms and she offered no help or advice.  I balked at the price and decided to wait until I got home to test.
	The next morning was our arrival back in port.  As we waited for the ship’s elevators I noticed that I couldn’t detect the odor of the baby powder in the corridors.  My ability to smell was gone.  I was sad, because that smell was one of the few pleasant memories I will remember from our cruise.  And now I know that Covid smells like baby powder.
