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Aboard SWA flt 1499- There are certain facts about the United States that are best understood from the air on a clear day.  Currently I am 39,000 ft above eastern Colorado in a window seat of a Southwest Air Boeing 737.  For the past 30 minutes after leaving Denver I have seen nothing but farm land below.  The fields of crops are an early spring green interspersed among brown land currently not being farmed.  The shapes of the fields are both rectangular and circular, with an occasional triangle or non-geometric shape.  Sometimes there is a checkerboard pattern formed by these green and brown fields.  Few buildings are visible.  So far I have seen but one small town.  It is connected to the fields by mostly straight roads.  Although I have been looking intently, I see no vehicles or farm equipment.
During this segment of our flight we have covered well over two hundred miles, but still there are only fields below.  I am yet to spot a significantly large river or lake.  What is certain is that I have not seen one forest.   As intermittent puffy white clouds pass, their shadows appear as slowly moving dark splotches on the flat ground below.  We are definitely above the Great Plains.
Finally I see what is unmistakably a river winding in a characteristic snake pattern amongst the fields.   The shape of the river is certainly testimony to the adage that “water will find its way.” Yet, almost by divine design, its meandering path provides considerably more opportunities to yield its precious water to those in need along its route.    From this height I cannot see irrigation systems drawing water for the adjacent crops, but its availability during the almost certain parched summers here is a constant.  As someone who grew up on a farm on the banks of the Ohio River, I know firsthand the double-edged sword of a major river.  Although its water is a blessing during dry conditions, the river remains a constant threat, poised to inundate crops with flood waters whenever an upstream deluge turns it into a raging excavator.  But even these catastrophes have a silver lining, at least in the long term.  As the flood waters recede, they leave behind layers of new dirt and sand to replenish tired soil depleted by years of donating minerals to countless crops.
Passing over these fields below, one wonders how much history has unfolded on this land and its infrequent waterways.   Did desperate framers fleeing the ravages of the dust bowl era of the 1930’s bounce along dirt highways or across these fields while heading west with all their possessions?  In the century preceding these folks were pioneers trying to find passable routes in their caravans of horse-drawn wagons?  Were there associated battles with Indian tribes which for centuries had sole possession of these lands?   And eons ago, what animals called these flat lands home?  And, perhaps, in an even earlier era, were these same fields covered by oceans of water?
As our flight approaches Kansas City, there is less structure to the farm land below.  The  towns are more frequent, but still nothing large.  Most of the land now appears to be under cultivation with less patches of brown.  All highways run perpendicular to each other.  Although our plane is now descending in altitude, I have seen no major highways.  There are several more streams visible.  Again, each of them has constant bends and turns as they search for the Missouri River somewhere downstream.  
Finally I spot a freeway with obvious movement of numerous vehicles heading east-west.  I assume that it is Interstate 70 now providing an easy path for freight and people to cross these same plains which posed such a challenge to traverse not that long ago.  There are now isolated forests of trees providing welcome homes to birds and animals which were not readily accessible off to the west.   And soon I see clusters of homes joined together in the shape of typical subdivisions of modern suburbia.  
As we approach our landing, it becomes apparent that the last ninety minutes have provided an insight into how blessed America is in terms of wide open spaces still available to produce our food and to remain available for future growth.  We have yet to fully tap the potential that this vast acreage has to offer.  And God bless those living on these lands quietly doing so much to make the lives of so many others more prosperous.
I thought you might like to know.
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