June 29, 2024                  I Remember A Day In May

I remember a day in May of 1939 when I was with my mother picking strawberries.  I always accompanied my mother to the fields.  She had to work because my father’s position with the WPA did not earn enough for our family of four even though they say he was good with a shovel.

On this particular day, I saw my first airplane fly over.  I decided then that I wanted an airplane so I could fly over the fields and see people working down below.  It took me thirty years before I acquired a brand new low wing aluminum Cherokee four seater.  I kept it at the local county airport, which was formerly an official airport when government airplanes stopped over on their way to new bases on the East Coast.

There was a small building where the airport manager worked.  There also two offices there that were rented by a crop duster.  When one of the offices became vacant I wanted to rent it for an office where I would charge people for a ride.  The main part of the business would be taking people to and from Tangier Island.  The airport manager did this on the side even though he had to shut down the airport when he took someone on a trip in his own airplane.  He was also a close friend of the County Supervisor whose office was at the County seat about five miles away.

So when I wanted to rent the vacant office at the airport, I did not get a warm response, even though this would be income to our poor county.  But when the County Administrator realized that I would compete with his close friend, the airport manager, for the local commuting business to Tangier Island in the middle of the Chesapeake, he would not rent me the office to compete with his friend.  This was the beginning of my investigation into corruption by public officials.  

I learned that the airport manager’s airplane, even though it was the same horsepower as mine, was charged less to run and maintain.  This was because the airport sold gas and oil to those who kept their planes at the airport, as I and the airport manager did.  So I learned that my gas cost twice as much as much per gallon, and I needed eight quarts of oil for a change and the airport manager’s plane only needed four, or at least he only paid for four quarts.

I also learned that when the County auctioned off its extra cars the county administrator, after getting bids, would call for a new auction based on some technicality such as the wrong serial number. 
