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Service Learning Memoir
     Stability is an enviable quality of life. Remaining settled in one area for most of a person’s life must have its rewards. However, having lived in 5 different states and many different cities, I truly feel I have been stretched and educated about many subcultures inside our large American culture. I remember my mother having strong opinions about those who live outside the Southern culture. I remember her bragging about the cooking, the hospitality and the social graces of the Southern way of life. Actually, there is a lot of truth to that. Over the last 3 years, though, I have added another dimension to that opinion. 

     On November 11, 2005, I packed my little Honda Passport, kissed my 21 year old son goodbye, and headed to another part of this great country. From Arlington, Texas all the way to Brownsburg, Indiana, I drove to begin a new job. I had friends in the Indianapolis area. I was also happy to be able to get a job making what I had made working two jobs in Texas. Now, I might be able to continue school and support myself. So, these Mid-Westerners might just have to put up with my drawl, colloquialisms, and big Texas hair. Their reception to me has been overwhelming. 

     One of the first experiences I had was meeting the people at Hendricks County Aviation Association. I attended a meeting the first Tuesday night I was in Indiana. It seemed natural that this would be my service learning experience. The organization consists of many men and women like me who have a passion for aviation. Some build their own crafts and are members of the Experimental Aircraft Association. They have their own language. As with any group, there are phrases that mean nothing to outsiders, but are important to pilots and their families. Phrases like “Remove before flying” which refers to the cover on the pitot tube which is an air inlet for the air speed indicator. Words like “taxi” took on a totally different meaning because it refers to guiding the airplane to the active runway for take off.  Before the pilot starts the plane’s engine, there are two common phrases used by all pilots. “Clear Prop,” is an audio alert to anyone in the area of the aircraft. “Mixture, Master, Mags:” mixture refers to the proper setting of the fuel that is supplied to the engine. Master is the master electrical switch which brings all electrical components to life.” Mags” is short for “magnetos” which refers to the key switch. The airplane has two separate magnetos for a safety back up system. 
     While I was comfortable with pilot jargon, I was uninformed about the exact meanings before I began my service learning project. I have found that aviators really enjoy talking about any aspect of aviation and are eager to answer questions this displaced Southern girl could ask. This has enhanced my understanding of the culture of flying. The people are generous with their time and their knowledge. They are eager to make a newcomer feel welcomed. One lady I have worked closely with, Wilma, is 75 years old. She obtained her pilot’s license when she was 66 years old. She exudes confidence and is also a lady of grace.  

     Since beginning this project, I have been able to attend some nice activities. I was able to assist in organizing some community service for the members of HCAA. They wanted more involvement in county projects. We were able to gather the necessary information from government offices to arrange participation in community-wide volunteer projects. 
     I have enjoyed being involved in the creation of the HCAA website, (www.hcaaonline.com). There is an important link to the NOAA weather service. Announcements, the HCAA newsletter and the spring activities information are also available on the website. It has been well received. While the majority of the flyers are older men and women, there is a lot of technological savvy among the membership. They enjoy staying abreast of any new information available to the aviation community. 

     Pilots of small aircraft are keenly aware of the weather patterns. During the tumultuous weather of the winter months, flying can be tricky. In order to fly safely, pilots must be informed of coming weather patterns in the departure area and arrival destinations. So, the flying activities have been delayed until now. This is also the time when many of the aircraft undergo their annual safety inspections. Now that flying is fully underway, the activities are becoming more skyward. More fly-in breakfasts are taking place on Saturday mornings. Hangar doors are opening to let sunlight in while pilots are working on their planes. Spring is definitely an exciting time around the airports of these small towns in Indiana.  
     A service learning article to be submitted soon, reports a trip taken to Dayton, Ohio. In the bicycle shop owned by Wilbur and Orville Wright, the first gasoline powered airplane was developed and constructed in the Dayton area. It was transported to Kitty Hawk, North Carolina. In Kitty Hawk, the Wright Brother’s plane was successfully flown in the first ever sustainable powered flight. The Wright Patterson Air Force Base is part of the research and development of those first aviation experiments. The National Museum of the US Air Force is located beside the inactive runways. Admission is free. The experience is awe inspiring. 
       Its aviation history, however, began in 1904-1905 when Wilbur and Orville Wright used an 84-acre plot of land, known as the Huffman Prairie Flying Field, for their experimental test flights. Here the Wright Brothers solved the final secrets of aerodynamics, learned to fly, and developed the first truly practical airplane-their 1905 Flyer. They returned to the Huffman Prairie Flying Field in 1910 to operate a pilot training school-The Wright Company School of Aviation- and a flight exhibition company. (National US Air Force Museum website)
     As we walked through the exhibits of the history of aviation, we saw a replica of that 1905 Flyer. We saw a B-29 Bomber, like the “Enola Gay” that dropped the A-Bomb on Hiroshima at the end of World War II. We saw the B-17, the B-25, the B-26 and the B-29 bombers used in World War II. There were also representation of the B-52 bomber from the Viet Nam era and a representation of practically every fighter plane from prop driven fighters to the modern jets of today. 
     One of the most memorable experiences of the trip was walking through the personal jets of Presidents Roosevelt, Truman, Eisenhower, Kennedy, Johnson, and Nixon. We saw the spot where President Johnson was sworn in as President after President Kennedy’s assassination. I vividly remember watching that event take place on television when I was 12 years old. The feelings of history being made on those luxury jet liners were solemn. 

     Associating with the good people of Hendricks County Aviation Association, and several other small airports in the area, has been enlightening, educational and energizing. I treasure the hours of good conversation and fellowship with the warm folks of Middle America. Understanding the importance of aviation to these farming, and industrial communities is has allowed me to see private aviation in a different light. I no longer see private pilots as simply hobby enthusiasts. I see men and women with a love for country, community and friends. 

     Patriotism is not something to take lightly. In this organization, I have met veterans who flew missions over Europe in World War II. I have watched them tell their stories with memories still fresh enough to bring tears to their eyes. I have listened to a veteran of Viet Nam tell about being a mechanic for the helicopters and recount with quiet intensity how it felt to be there and how it felt to come home. My experiences in HCAA will continue. I am honored to have this resource. I am also inspired to fly as I learn so many things about aviation and as I remember this poem from my childhood:

Oh, I have slipped the surley bonds of earth

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings;

Sunward I’ve climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth

Of sun-split clouds-and done a hundred things

You have not dreamed of-wheeled and soared and swung

High in sunlit silence, Hov’ring there’

I’ve chased the shouting wind along, and flung 

My eager craft trough footless halls of air.

Up,up the long, delirious, burning blue’

I’ve topped the windswept heights with easy grace

Where never a lark or even eagle flew

And, while with silent, lifting mind I’ve trod

The high untresspassed sanctity of space,

Put out my hand and touched the face of God.

(Author unknown)

