
I invested much of myself into the service project that I did before the summer of my senior year; however, what I got out of the experience was much greater the sum of my investment.  We did a series of jobs—both big and small—to help out the community of Fries, Virginia.  
At our first task, located at the old mill, we cleared brush and refuse from the grass area around the parking lot.  This proved to be a grueling first day—Jay, one of our chaperones, said that this was probably the hardest work that anyone has ever done in the eighteen years of the trip.  The man that gave us the tools, who we later learned was the mayor of the town, constantly walked about and exalted us for the “great” job that we were doing.  He repeatedly went around the town and told everyone, “Go check out the mill, it looks great!”  He also told us that the work that we did there in one day would have taken him and his team—consisting of two men—two years to complete.  Seeing the look on his face and hearing his exuberance made us all feel like what we were doing was truly worthwhile.  

One of my other meaningful jobs was at Mrs. Dawn’s house.  She really worked us.  A friend of mine and I were the only two on that job, and we should have had at least two more volunteers with us.  She had us move stuff from her old shed into a smaller area so that she could sell it all.  Everything she was moving was machinery both from her husband’s shop and from the lawn shed; her husband had died a year earlier and she no longer had a use for these tools.  What made this job so memorable was that even though she had lost her husband, she still had the strength to push us—she even cut short our water break: “You boys ready to work yet?”  Her fortitude struck me deeply; if this woman can lose her husband and keep her drive, what authority do I have to not want to get out of bed in the morning?  At the end I could tell that she greatly appreciated our work.

This proved to be a common theme.  Wherever we worked, no matter the quality of the job, people were ecstatic to have us help them out.  They thought that what we gave to them was the greatest gift in the world; but I disagree: the experience I received from helping them was much greater.
