On an Airplane

Click the answer button to see the answer.
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1. A person who serves passengers on an airplane is a ___ ___.
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2. The passage between the rows of seats is called an ___.
[image: image2.wmf]

Answer

 

3. A ___ ___ is a strap worn as a belt to prevent you from being thrown out of your seat.
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4. An ___ is a small bar next to the seat which is used to support your arms while you are seated.
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5. A ___ ___ is a button on the armrest which is pushed when you want to call a flight attendant.
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6. Another button on the armrest is for the small light above your seat. This light is called a ___ ___.
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7. The ___ ___ are small compartments used for storing baggage above the seats.
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8. A ___ ___ is a flat panel used to prevent light from entering the window.
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9. The pilot may say, "Please prepare for ___ ___."; this means that the airplane will soon leave the ground and rise into the sky.
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10. Small rooms on the airplane which have toilets and sinks are called ___.
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11. You may see a sign which says "Lavatories ___"; this means that the lavatories are near the back of the airplane.
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12. If there is a ___ sign on the door, the lavatory is empty.
[image: image12.wmf]

Answer

 

13. If there is an ___ sign on the door, someone is in the lavatory
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14. A form on which you provide information about the contents of your baggage is a ___ ___ form.
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15. A form on which you write your name, address, and travel plans in a foreign country is an ___ ___.
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16. ___ is when the airplane goes down and reaches the ground again after a flight.
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Airplane 
Tina M., Prescott, AZ

How annoying, my sweater was snagged on the seatbelt again. I struggled to get my bag into the overhead compartment. How did I end up this short anyway? I thought. My sister and brother are tall. I'm so jealous. My bag fell again, hitting me in the head for the third time.
"Need help?" someone said from behind me. I spun around and my ponytail whipped him in the face.
"Sorry," I said. "Yeah, I guess I could use a hand." I was embarrassed. From head to toe, he looked organized. He was nicely dressed, had a great smile, and no wedding ring. He looked too old for me.
"My name is Lance. Looks like we are seated together. Do you want to sit by the window?"
"Okay," I managed. He was gorgeous. "Where are you from, Lance?" I asked.
"Chicago. I don't really like it there. I'd rather be in the West. I grew up there and miss it," he answered.
"Well, what are you doing in Philadelphia then?" We were flying to Phoenix. He must travel a lot.
"Business. What about you? Where are you from?" He angled his body toward me. That made me nervous.
"Um ... I'm on business as well." I said. He looked as surprised as he should have. I look my age, eighteen. I should be barely be out of high school ... "So, I'm going home today. I live in Phoenix."
"Wow, you look young to be on a business trip. What do you do?" He asked. 
"Oh, you'd never guess it. I'm an interpreter. I went to college when I was eleven and learned eight languages." What was I saying? I stared out the window trying hard not to laugh.
"Wow! That's amazing!" He exclaimed. I couldn't believe he believed me.
"Yeah, I suppose. What do you do?" I asked trying to change the subject. This was going to be a long flight.
"Boring, compared to what you do. I'm an investor's consultant. I do the same thing every day. It's very unsatisfying." He was opening and closing the ashtray. "So, what languages do you know?"
"Well, let's see ... English, French, German, Spanish, Russian, Latin, and Hawaiian." I hoped all of those were really languages. 
"That' s seven." He said correcting me.
"Oh, and Swahili. I'm not so good at that one. I don't practice it that much. I can't even remember the last time I had to use it. It's very unusual."
"Write something down for me in some language." He was truly amazed. I stared into his excited blue eyes. They were beautiful.
"Okay," I agreed. He got out a pen and paper from his briefcase. I wrote down four words and handed it to him. He smiled.
"I meant in a language I don't know. But, thanks. You have beautiful eyes, too." 1



As The Train Rolls On 
Jenn V., Westwood, MA

The train speeds people through the city.
Warm riders read newspapers
On a cold winter day.
The barren streets are empty,
Except for a broken down automobile.
Derelicts sleep in the sewer grate,
Trying to keep warm.
A man walks around in a thin coat,
Looking for food in a dumpster.
Some days, he finds a sandwich.
Today, he is not so lucky.
Today, he will go hungry.
Meanwhile, the train rolls on,
And the apathetic riders 
Do not acknowledge poverty and deprivation
In their seemingly perfect world.
They do not see that
The street people cannot board the train
Because they are poor and uneducated.
The gap between the two groups widens,
And the train continues to move on.
Unless the riders on the train help
Those who are less fortunate,
The train will not stop for them.
The train will roll on
And the gap will grow wider
until the train finally disappears
In the early morning light.


JOKE

Question: How can you tell when a train has left the station?
Answer: It leaves its tracks behind. 
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