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A PRAYER OF GRATITUDE 

“Dear Father, I come to you in Jesus’ name 
acknowledging that all I have comes from you. I 
know joy because of your love. I know grace because 
of your forgiveness. I know peace because of your 
promises. I know hope because of your eminent 
return. All I have, all I am, and all I’ve accomplished 
is because of you. Thank you for what you have done 
for me—what you continue to do in my life—what you 
are about to do for me! I stand in awe of your 
blessings, firmly grounded in gratitude for the ways 
you care for me. I love you Lord! Thank you!” 
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Praise the Savior, Ye Who Know Him! 

Praise the Savior, ye who know Him! 

Who can tell how much we owe Him? 

Gladly let us render to Him 

All we are and have. 

Jesus is the Name that charms us, 

He for conflicts fits and arms us; 

Nothing moves and nothing harms us 

When we trust in Him. 

Trust in Him, ye saints, forever; 

He is faithful, changing never; 

Neither force nor guile can sever 

Those He loves from Him. 

Keep us, Lord, O, keep us cleaving 

To Thyself and still believing. 

Till the hour of our receiving 

Promised joys with Thee. 

Then we shall be where we would be, 

Then we shall be what we should be; 

Things which are not now, nor could be, 

Soon shall be our own. 

—Thomas Kelly 
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Dedicated to my father, Royal Henry Warinner, 

who loved aviation and instilled in his boys the desire to take to the air; 

and to my oldest brother, Larry Leroy Warinner, 

who taught each of his younger brothers to fly and without whom 

I may never have had the privilege of living this story. 
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Foreword 

“For my thoughts are not your thoughts, neither are your ways my 

ways, saith the LORD. For as the heavens are higher than the earth, 

so are my ways higher than your ways, and my thoughts than your 

thoughts.”—Isaiah 55:8–9 

Our sovereign, omniscient God works in wonderful and marvelous ways 

to bring about his will in the lives of his servants. When the Lord 

brought Brother Bob Warinner to Park Rapids, Minnesota, and to First 

Baptist Church, where I was pastor, I was very pleased for two reasons. 

First, I believe that every pastor feels blessed with the arrival of a new, 

Biblically-grounded family ready to participate in the local church minis- 

try. That was the case with the Warinner family. 

The second reason is a much more personal one. Bob was a commer- 

cial airline pilot, and I had a very special interest in aviation. When I grad- 

uated from Bible school, I desired to serve the Lord in the field of 

missionary aviation, but the Lord closed that door. However, since I was 

a licensed aircraft mechanic, God did allow me to work for a number of 

years for the Flying Tiger Line, an airline started after World War II by 

the members of the American volunteer group that had served in China 

and had become the famous Flying Tigers. During those years of work- 

ing personally and professionally with those pilot heroes, I grew to love 

flying, and my life pretty much revolved around airplanes. 

Many years later when I was a pastor and Brother Warinner invited 

me to fly with him, I did not even think twice before answering yes. I 

flew with him on a number of occasions as part of the church outreach 

as the Lord was enlarging my ministry vision, especially in the area of 

producing Scripture portions to send to people in other countries and 
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cultures who did not have access to Bibles in their native languages. That 

eventually led to my first foreign mission trip with Brother Warinner in 

April 1985. I thought that trip was made to deliver about a thousand 

Scripture portions (John and Romans booklets) in Spanish to Veracruz, 

Mexico, but I had no idea what the Lord was about to do in my life. 

The day after we flew into Mexico, after driving to the end of the road 

in the mountains northwest of Veracruz, each of us men carried a box of 

Scriptures on our shoulders up through the coffee trees growing on the 

mountainside to finally reach the Totonac Indian village late in the day. 

For many hours we went from home to home, where missionary Don 

Rogers helped the people with their spiritual needs. During that time, I 

began to realize that the Lord had brought me there to impress upon me 

the great need for the gospel in Mexico. That trip changed my life and 

eventually led to more than thirty years of church planting and pastor- 

mentoring in Mexico. My eyes certainly did affect my heart (Lamenta- 

tions 3:51a) during those days in Mexico. 

It is my prayer that as you read this book the Lord will open your eyes 

and your heart to the great need for the Word of God around the world 

and that you will be divinely inspired to follow God’s leading for your 

life, whatever and wherever that may be. 

—Missionary Warren Klenk 
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Preface 

As I look back on my life now, it all seems almost impossible. I was on a 

long road trip with several men from Oshkosh, Wisconsin, to Prince Al- 

bert, Saskatchewan, to receive a damaged aircraft that had been donated 

to our ministry. We began talking as friends do on long drives, sharing 

stories of the past and how, by God’s grace, things had come to be. 

“You should write a book!” one of the men said. 

This was not the first time that thought had entered my mind. After 

praying and asking the Lord whether I should write my memoirs, the 

suggestion to share my life story continued to press on my heart, and the 

Lord would not let me rest. As I contemplate the miraculous working of 

the Lord over these past eighty-three years, I stand in awe of God’s 

mercy and grace, that he would choose me from such humble beginnings 

to serve him. I was just a boy from Minnesota who wanted to fly air- 

planes. And for God to use me to launch the Wings As Eagles Mission 

Air Service, and for it to prosper, expand, and continue functioning for 

the glory of God, thirty-six years later, is nothing short of a miracle by a 

mighty God! 

These past thirty-six years in the Wings ministry have been the happi- 

est, most fulfilling years of our lives. I have learned that obedience brings 

blessing, and disobedience brings conflict! “ . . . blessed are they that hear the 

word of God, and keep it” (Luke 11:28). 

Only God could orchestrate the events that created Wings As Eagles. 

My heart’s desire is that the story in this book might touch the hearts of 

its readers for the glory of God and perhaps encourage others, especially 

young men, to say, “Here am I, Lord, send me!” This is the place where 

God had to bring me in order for the birth of the ministry to occur. 

My story is by no means a blueprint for others, but it offers proof that 

God can use anyone at any point in life to bring about his purposes and 
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further his work on earth. May God, through these pages, bless your 

heart, challenge you, and encourage you to surrender to the mission he 

has created specifically for you. SAMPLE PAGES 



13 

1 

Farm Years 

“Before I formed thee in the belly I knew thee ........ ”—Jeremiah 1:5 

My life began in 1937, in a little, brown, two-story house in the small 

town of Cushing, Minnesota, the seventh child of what would be a family 

of ten children. My dad, Royal Henry Warinner, was born in 1904 on the 

family farm in the same house where I would spend most of my first ten 

years. His parents were of mixed German descent and had moved to 

Minnesota from Kentucky in the 1890s. My mother, Lorraine Geraldine 

Stahlhandske, was born in 1910 and raised in the town of Staples, Minne- 

sota, twelve miles northwest of the farm. Her father was a railroad train 

engineer, and her family was of mixed Swedish descent. I guess that 

makes me a Heinz 57! 

Our family lived on a 120-acre farm located about one mile north of 

Lincoln, Minnesota. The quarter-mile driveway led south to a small farm- 

house and barn. Along the west side of the driveway was a beautiful 

stand of white pine trees. Along the east side was an eleven-acre hay field 

that Dad used as a landing strip. To the west of the house a hand pump 

near the barn supplied the water. (I once tried to lick the frost off that 

pump and quickly wished I hadn’t!) Farther down the slope the land 

turned into swamp. The acreage behind and south of the house was 

heavily wooded with a beautiful stream flowing through a meadow across 

the southwest corner. 

When I was about six months old, my older brother Ronnie, who was 

two years old, fell into a copper tub of scalding water that our mother 

had prepared for washing clothes and received third degree burns over 

his entire body. He died shortly after arriving at the nearest hospital in 

Little Falls. Although this tragedy in our home ultimately left our family 
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with only nine children, my Christian parents had a deep faith in the 

Lord, which carried them through this profound heartbreak in their lives. 

My birthplace in Cushing, Minnesota 

At the time I was born, my dad owned a garage in Cushing and sold 

new Fords, but he also loved and was learning to fly airplanes. His heart 

eventually turned from auto sales and repair to aviation. He obtained his 

private pilot’s certificate and earned his airframe and powerplant mechan- 

ics license (A&P). By 1939, when I was a little over a year old, Dad ac- 

cepted a job as an aircraft mechanic at the airport in Robbinsdale, 

Minnesota. He sold the home and business in Cushing, and moved us 

about five miles north to the family farm. He commuted, flying his own 

airplane from the farm to work, coming home only on weekends. By the 

time I was five years old Dad had purchased a straight-wing Stinson, a 

five-place aircraft. He later bought and rebuilt a Waco UPF-7, which was 

a three-place, open-cockpit biplane. As a pilot and aircraft owner, he was 

well-known around our area and did a lot of barnstorm-type flying, giv- 

ing rides from a hay field at our farm and at farms and smaller airports 

throughout northern Minnesota on weekends. 

Dad was also a lay preacher and often filled the pulpit in the absence 

of the pastor. When he was home, he faithfully led the family in Bible de- 

votions. Our whole family regularly attended the Church of Christ in 

Philbrook, Minnesota, a little burg about five miles northwest of our 
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farm. Those years on the farm were happy years, although difficult, as it 

was during World War II. 

Dad was a man of prayer, and he taught us the importance of prayer. 

My earliest memory of answered prayer took place shortly after Dad had 

purchased a new pair of shoes for me. On the farm we often went bare- 

foot. I had taken off my new shoes and was running around outside 

when Dad asked me, “Where are your new shoes?” I had forgotten 

where I had left them. 

“I don’t know,” I told him. 

“You had better find those shoes!” Dad said. When my dad spoke, he 

meant business. I cried out to the Lord as a five-year-old boy, and imme- 

diately the thought came to my mind as to their location. I went to the 

garage where the Lord had told me to go, and there they were. That first 

recollection of answered prayer made an impression on me that I never 

forgot. 

In the early days on the farm we had no electricity, so our lighting was 

strictly candles and kerosene lamps. Dad was an ambitious, innovative 

man, and he later built a garage, where he installed a homebuilt, gas-pow- 

ered generator that he hooked up to supply electricity to the house. A 

week or two before Christmas in 1944, a short in the “light plant” system 

apparently developed, causing the generator to catch fire, and burning the 

garage to the ground. Mother and Dad had stored many Christmas pre- 

sents they had purchased for the family in the garage, and of course all 

the presents burned with it, leaving the Christmas of 1944 a rather slim 

one, to say the least. 

One interesting thing that came out of the garage fire, at least for me, 

was the fishing spear that I found when I was digging through the rubble 

and charred mess that emerged from the melted snow the following 

spring. I salvaged the spear and attached a broom handle to it. My 

brother Bill, a neighborhood friend Howard, and I decided to go fishing 

in the stream that flowed through our back forty, so we made our way to 

a place where the road crossed the stream. I climbed up the bank and 

stood on the bridge looking down into the stream, holding my spear. 

When I saw what looked like a fish, I threw the spear and ended up 

spearing a sucker that was at least eight pounds and probably about two 

feet long. It was so heavy that Bill had to help me pull it out. Bill put a 
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stake through its gills, and Howard and I hauled it all the way back home, 

about a mile down the gravel road and then through the woods, with its 

tail dragging on the ground. Since our fishing and hunting often provided 

the meat for our meals, that fish fed the family for at least one meal. Our 

family ate lots of fish back in those days. The water was good, clear, clean 

water, and the suckerfish didn’t taste bad, especially to hungry children! 

Dad and Mom in front of the Stinson aircraft he had purchased 

In March of 1945 the youngest member of our family, eight-month- 

old Gloria, contracted viral pneumonia. We were 12 miles from the near- 

est hospital, and we were snowed in at the farm. Since our driveway was 

about a quarter of a mile long and the snow was up to our hips, there was 

no way we could dig ourselves out. Mother cranked the wall phone and 

called Dad, who was at work in Robbinsdale, and asked him to fly home 

and then fly her and Gloria to the hospital. The morning was sunny and 

clear, while we waited for Dad to arrive in the J-3 Cub on skis. The sun 

climbed and slowly began its circle above the snow-white fields. After- 

noon came, and Dad still had not arrived. In a J-3 Cub, even from Min- 

neapolis, it was only an hour’s flight, at the very most two hours. So 

Mother cranked the phone and called again. 
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“Mabel!” she said to the operator, “Would you ring the airport at 

Robbinsdale, Minnesota?” She paused, waiting to be put through to the 

airport, and upon getting someone to answer, she asked, “Has Royal 

Warinner left yet?” 

“Oh yes,” she was told. “He left early this morning.” 

We waited. 

Mother called again. Still no report from Dad. Around four o’clock 

that afternoon with the sun setting, Dad’s sister Aunt Mary and a friend 

from Cushing came walking up the driveway through the snow. They 

gave us the horrific news that my dad had been killed that morning in a 

midair collision. I’m sure that was what Mother had feared throughout 

the day that she would hear, and I remember her breaking into tears and 

crying uncontrollably for some time. In the hours that followed, Gloria 

was taken to the hospital by Aunt Mary and eventually made a full 

recovery. 

Dad had taken to the air that day around 6 or 7 a.m. About the same 

time a student pilot took off for a practice flight, also in a Piper J-3, and 

decided to have a little fun with Dad. Catching up to him over Osseo, 

about ten miles from the airport, he dove under Dad’s aircraft, apparently 

intending to come up in front of him to give him a scare. Misjudging, 

the student pilot caught the vertical fin of his tail section on Dad’s right- 

wing tip and tore it out of its attachment point, causing Dad to spin out 

of control and crash, killing him instantly. Of course, anxiously waiting at 

home, we knew nothing of the accident until late in the afternoon. Our 

lives would change dramatically from that point on. 

At the time of Dad’s death, I was seven years old, and it was decided 

that the younger children, Gloria, Doug, Rosalie, and I, would not attend 

the funeral. Since I had last seen Dad alive and well, I would look for him 

expectantly when we went to town or other places in the area. I struggled 

with this searching for him until I was in my late teens. I believe my not 

seeing him at the funeral failed to bring reality and finality to my mind. 

Life insurance was uncommon in those days, and unfortunately Dad 

didn’t have any. It wasn’t long before Mother was forced to go to work, 

leaving us on the farm either with sitters or to care for ourselves. At 

times it was all mayhem: tempers flared often, and sometimes butcher 
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knives and pitchforks were brandished. It is only by the grace of God 

that we survived those days and grew up actually loving one another! 

Things were tough on the farm without Dad. Late one winter evening 

Mother was on her way home from Motley, Minnesota, where she 

worked as a waitress. She had parked her car at a neighbor’s place be- 

cause our driveway was blocked with snow and began to walk through 

the fields to our house. The snow was knee-deep, as it was a cold, bliz- 

zardy night. She became very cold and tired and began to feel extremely 

sleepy. She believes she was close to freezing to death when she looked 

up and, in the distance, saw a dim light in our house. She was filled with 

the realization that the nine children in that house were all depending on 

her. God, in his mercy and grace, gave her the will and strength to con- 

tinue and to make it to the house safely. 

Dad’s brother, Uncle George Warinner, from whom I get my middle 

name, was a Wesleyan Methodist pastor in the little town of Beebe, 

South Dakota, west of Aberdeen. Uncle George invited me to spend a 

couple of summers with him after Dad died. There is no doubt that God 

used him in my life. I believe our time together had a profound effect on 

the man I would eventually become. I give much credit for my caring 

about the things of God to Uncle George’s godly influence and prayers. 

Uncle George Warinner 
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We had a piano in our home, and my mother often played the piano 

for church services. My sister Bette learned to play the piano by ear, and 

in the evening she would often sit in the dark and play gospel hymns 

while the family stood around her and sang. I believe the message of 

those hymns and the atmosphere created by Bette’s playing also contrib- 

uted greatly to the man I would become, especially developing my love 

for good gospel music. 

Without a father, we all had to pick up our share of the load to keep 

things going on the farm. The boys were mainly responsible for the out- 

side chores and duties, which included hauling water up the hill from the 

pump for cooking, bathing, and washing clothes. Mother washed clothes 

with a scrub board and a hand-cranked wringer. Later she got a washing 

machine with a gas-powered Briggs & Stratton motor, which eased the 

laundry chore considerably. Since water had to be carried from a hand 

pump down the hill, the family took baths once a week, and we all used 

the same water, beginning with the oldest first. The water in the tub 

turned black, as one by one, nine active children who had gone barefoot 

all week took their baths. 

I did not have a toothbrush as a young boy; I cleaned my teeth with 

my fingernails. My first trip to the dentist was in my early teens, and I 

had at least 15 cavities. An old military dentist did the drilling and filling 

without freezing, painkillers, or drill coolant. The drill got hot and 

smelled, and I was in constant pain. 

Other responsibilities we had as boys were milking the one or two 

cows that we had at the time and harvesting wood for the furnace. There 

was a big square register between the dining room and the living room 

that furnished heat for the entire house. The house was not large but had 

a basement, as well as first and second floors. There were three small 

bedrooms upstairs; one was used for storage, and the other two for girls’ 

and boys’ sleeping. We did not all have separate beds, so we had to share, 

often with a purring cat as well. My younger brother Doug and I were 

bed partners, and we frequently disagreed with each other, especially 

when we awakened earlier than perhaps we should have. I remember one 

particular morning in early spring, while the snow was still on the ground, 

Doug and I began to have words and woke up my older brother Bill, 

who was not very happy with our brotherly spat. 
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“Bob and Doug are fighting again!” Bill called out to Mother. 

“All right!” she responded. “I will take care of that when I get up!” 

I knew what was coming, so I bailed out of bed, dressed up nice and 

warm, and left the house for the woods in the back forty. I managed to 

stay away from the house until late afternoon when I was getting too cold 

and hungry to stay out any longer, so I went back inside and parked my- 

self by the heat register. 

Bill saw me and told Mother, who was busy in the bathroom, and 

when she came out, she looked at me and said, “Okay, let’s go!” which 

meant we were going to the basement for an old-fashioned whipping. Bill 

was sitting in the kitchen by the door leading to the basement, whittling 

on a piece of wood from an old orange crate. As I walked past him, I 

smiled. 

“You won’t be smiling when you come back up!” he said. 

Down in the basement Mother took the broom handle that she often 

spanked us with and began her motherly act of disciplining her son who 

had misbehaved. Little did she know that in my youthful wisdom I had 

stuffed several heavy wool socks in the seat of my pants. She gave me 

several whacks, and when I didn’t cry, she stopped and felt my bottom. 

Either not detecting the socks stuffed in my pants or choosing not to say 

anything, she gave me several more whacks, and when I didn’t cry, she 

stopped. She excused me from the basement, and I walked back upstairs 

past Bill, of course smiling smugly at him. He was so disappointed! 

Farm house where I spent my early years 
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We had a couple of workhorses on the farm named King and Queen 

that we also used for riding. When I was about ten years old, Bill and I 

rode the horses down to the mailbox. I was riding my horse without a 

saddle or bridle and just had a halter and clothes line rope for reins, when 

my horse decided it was time to go home. She started galloping for all 

she was worth, while I hung on with little or no control. She ran past the 

house and headed for the back forty, but the gate was closed. She locked 

all fours, and I took to the air, flying over the fence and landing on my 

stomach on the other side which knocked the wind out of me. I have al- 

ways counted that as my first flying lesson, but a softer, more controlled 

landing would have been very welcome! A short time later those horses 

were sold for mink food, because we could not afford to feed them. My 

older brothers were gone, so it fell on me to hold the horses while the 

man who picked them up for the rendering plant shot them. I held tight 

and tried to be brave. It was around this time as well that the beautiful 

stand of white pine trees was sold to a lumber company to help with 

much-needed family finances. 

The following summer in 1948, mother sold the farm and moved us 

to Staples, Minnesota, where her brother Gordon lived and worked as a 

railroad engineer. She found a job at a local restaurant as a cook to meet 

the family’s needs. When school was out in the spring of 1950, I was 12, 

and Mother announced that we were moving to Oregon. Early in their 

marriage Dad and Mother had taken a trip to Oregon to visit relatives, 

where they fell in love with that part of the country, returning to Minne- 

sota with the dream of someday moving to Oregon themselves. By the 

time I was 12, our sister Bette had married, and she and her husband, 

Chuck Cruse, had moved to Garibaldi, Oregon, where Chuck had found 

work at a local plywood mill. Their move gave Mother incentive to move 

west, as well as opportunity to fulfill the dream that she and Dad had 

held for many years. 

My oldest brother Larry had also recently married and was employed 

at a small airport in Nisswa, Minnesota. Bill had grown up to become a 

rather artistic guy, and he had found work at a sign shop in Staples, Min- 

nesota, so our initial move to Oregon consisted of the six remaining chil- 

dren, with Joanne the oldest at age 18. My sister Mary Lou had a 

boyfriend, Don, who would soon become her husband, and he couldn’t 
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stand to see her go, so he moved with us. He owned a 1937 Chevrolet, 

and Mom owned a 1937 Ford, which we used to make the move. 

Uncle Gordon built us a trailer to transport our belongings, and when 

it was loaded it looked like something out of the movie Grapes of Wrath, 

with tires hanging off the sides and all our earthly possessions tied down 

with a tarp and ropes. It took us seven days to travel from Staples, Min- 

nesota, to Garibaldi, Oregon, approximately 1600 miles. It was quite an 

adventure in those days, as there were no freeways. We had to cross sev- 

eral rivers on barges because bridges had not yet been constructed. 

After we departed Staples, our first destination was Fargo, North Da- 

kota, where Mother’s sister Margaret lived. We spent the night at their 

home and headed west again the next morning. We made it to Valley 

City, North Dakota, where we stopped for lunch at a little restaurant. Af- 

ter lunch we all loaded up in the cars and headed west once again. After 

about ten miles of driving, one of the kids apparently had to go to the 

bathroom. Upon making our stop, we discovered that little six-year-old 

Gloria was missing. 

The trailer was attached to the ’37 Ford, so Don went back to Valley 

City in his Chevy, stopping at the restaurant once again, where he found 

Gloria well cared for and waiting for someone to come back for her. 

Once again, we were all back together, and continued our journey west. 

Doug, Gloria, Rosalie, Mom, and me 
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Over the next several days we managed to make it all the way to 

Saltese, Montana. The little ’37 Ford was struggling to pull the trailer 

through the mountains, so in Saltese, at the base of the mountain just be- 

fore going over the Continental Divide, we stopped and had a trailer 

hitch mounted on Don’s ’37 Chevrolet. Then we loaded up again and 

headed up the Continental Divide. About halfway up the mountain the 

’37 Ford started to overheat, so we stopped to let it cool and get some 

water out of a nearby stream for the radiator, only to discover that my 

eight-year-old brother Doug had been left behind in Saltese. 

Mother turned the Ford around and headed back to Saltese. A few 

miles out of town she saw a pickup truck approaching with arms waving 

out both sides. Doug had failed to get back in the car in Saltese when we 

had the trailer hitch mounted, and when he realized he was left behind he 

got onto the highway and began to hitchhike. When a man in a pickup 

stopped and asked him where he was going, Doug told him he was going 

to Oregon—where in Oregon exactly he did not know—but that he had 

been left behind. The guy in the pickup was obviously trying to catch up 

to us and hoped that Doug would recognize the vehicles, just as he had. 

All back together again, we continued the trip west. By the time we ar- 

rived in Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, Mother and Don had spent their last 

penny. Mom managed to send a wire to Bette’s husband Chuck Cruse, 

who wired her $100 for us to complete the trip. Finally arriving in Gari- 

baldi, Oregon, stone broke, we stayed with relatives for a short time until 

we could rent a house in Manzanita Beach, Oregon. Mother found a job 

as a cook; Don began work at a cheese factory; Joanne got a job as a 

waitress at a local restaurant; and the rest of us got acquainted with our 

new surroundings. We later moved to Salem, where all of us older kids 

got involved in harvesting crops like strawberries, string beans, cherries, 

and other produce, which helped meet our family’s needs. 
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Our family shortly after our move to Oregon 

Back row: Bill, Larry, Joanne, and Mary Lou 

Front row: Rosalie, Bette, Gloria, Mom, Bob, and Doug 
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Hitchhikes and Hijinx 

“ . . . thou understandest my thought afar off . . . and art ac- 

quainted with all my ways.”—Psalm 139: 2–3 

When Larry was 15, he had gotten a job at the Staples airport in Minne- 

sota as a line boy and soon learned to fly. Seven years older than I, he 

was pretty well established in his flying when I was old enough and ready 

to learn. By the time we made our move to Oregon, Larry had obtained 

his commercial pilot license and was flying for John Reidl at Heywood 

Gull Lake Airport in Nisswa, Minnesota. 

In the spring of 1952, when we had been in Oregon for two years and 

I was 14, my mother gave me five dollars and a package of diet pills to 

keep me from getting too hungry, and sent me off with her blessing to 

hitchhike my way about 1700 miles to Nisswa, Minnesota, to join my 

brother Larry, whom I had not seen for about a year. I had a small, 

cream-colored suitcase with Brainerd, Minnesota, printed on it in red let- 

ters, and, like all hitchhikers, I would extend my arm with my thumb up, 

asking for a ride whenever I saw a vehicle approaching. My first ride took 

me as far as Oregon City, just south of Portland, where I was dropped 

off. Then along came the Oregon State Patrol and picked me up, think- 

ing I was a runaway. After talking to the patrolman for some time, I was 

able to convince him that I was traveling with parental permission. He al- 

lowed me to continue hitchhiking, but advised me not to put out my arm 

with my thumb up, telling me that that was against the law in the state of 

Oregon. 

    As I continued on my way, somewhere west of Coeur d’Alene, Idaho, 

with the sun setting, I was standing along the highway with my thumb out 

when a car came weaving down the highway. It veered over to my 

side and 
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stopped to pick me up. The man driving had just been discharged from 
the Navy and had been drinking a lot, but I badly wanted a ride, so I fool- 
ishly got in with him. We drove only a short distance before we came to a 
bar, where he stopped to get more beer. Somehow I convinced him to let 
me drive. I had no driver’s license, of course, but he didn’t ask, so I drove 
through the night, and somewhere in eastern North Dakota he got upset 
with me for some reason and made me stop and get out. By God’s grace, 
I had made it safely that far! 

Later on, when I had been standing alongside the road for some time 

waiting for a ride and getting a little bored, I took out my pocket knife 

and began to whittle on a piece of wood I had found. As I was whittling, 

I cut myself, so I walked a short distance back to the nearest town, found 

a drugstore, and bought some Band-Aids. I patched myself up and went 

back to the highway to continue hitchhiking toward where my brother 

Larry lived in Nisswa. The Lord watched over me and blessed me with 

rides that took me through the nights and eventually to my destination. 

Arriving about three days later at the airport where Larry worked, I was 

very excited to see Larry again and also to be starting my very first job. 

Because my little suitcase didn’t hold much, my mother had promised 

to ship additional clothing to me, but approximately two weeks after ar- 

riving in Nisswa, I still had not received a box of clothing. Long distance 

calls were expensive, and I did not have the resources, so I came up with 

the idea to make a person-to-person call to Bob Clothes. Fortunately, 

Mother answered the phone, and of course there was no Bob Clothes 

present; however, she understood my message, and within a short time I 

received the additional clothing that I needed. In Nisswa I was hired as a 

line boy at the same airport as Larry, and he began to teach me to fly. My 

pay was ten dollars per week plus one hour of flying time. A golf driving 

range crossed the north-south grass strip, and we stored golf balls and 

other supplies in a small storage shed nearby, where I made myself com- 

fortable with a single bed, washbasin, and hotplate, cooking my own 

meals, mostly canned pork and beans, which I love, and taking baths now 

and then in a nearby lake. 

At season’s end 1952 I stayed with Larry and his wife in Nisswa and 

attended school in Brainerd. All was going well, and the next summer in 

July when I was 15, early one beautiful morning when Larry was giving 
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me flight instruction, he decided to let me solo. He had given me about 

20 hours of instruction by this time and felt I was plenty capable. So he 

took a chance and soloed me at age 15, in spite of the fact that the mini- 

mum legal age was and is still 16. I successfully made three takeoffs and 

landings and then parked at our little terminal building. Just as I was 

getting out of the J-3 Cub, our boss John Reidl pulled up a little earlier 

than usual. My heart pounded, but I tried to look as casual as possible. 

He didn’t seem to detect that anything unusual had gone on. Both Larry 

and I had come close to being in deep trouble! I swallowed hard and got 

on with my day, but things would never be quite the same again. I had 

successfully soloed at age 15, and I was filled with excitement, for I was 

more than likely the youngest solo pilot in the country at that moment. 

Golf club house where we sold buckets of balls and where I lived 

A wealthy family from Tulsa, Oklahoma, which owned a beautiful 

home               on Gull Lake, used to fly into the Nisswa airport with a De 

Havilland Dove. In the fall of 1953 the elder son Jimmy took an interest 

in me and helped me financially, enabling me to return to Oregon for the 

school year. Jimmy, through the Rotary Club, would send me 120 dollars 

per 
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month, which at that time allowed me to rent a small room with a kitch- 

enette, where I lived by myself, cooked my own meals, and attended 

school. My mother and my siblings, who were living about seven miles 

away from my lodgings, helped me by doing my laundry. When school 

was out the next spring, I hitchhiked my way back to Nisswa and took up 

my job at Heywood Gull Lake Airport with Larry once again. 

In February of 1955, when I was 17, I joined the Naval Air Reserve. I 

felt pretty important in my Navy uniform. When school ended in the 

spring and it was time to return to my job in Nisswa, I was ordered to go 

on a training cruise for the Navy. I went to my commander and told him 

that I couldn’t go on the cruise because I had a job in Minnesota. The 

commander looked at me and said, 

“You have two choices. You can either go on the cruise or go inac- 

tive.” So I chose to go inactive, and that was the end of my military 

career. 

That spring I purchased a ’47 Ford, which I drove back to Nisswa for 

the summer. I continued to enjoy working at Heywood Gull Lake Air- 

port, being with my brother Larry, and learning to fly. Our boss John 

Reidl had a contract with Minnesota Power and Light Company, flying 

the power lines to check for broken insulators, tree limbs across power 

lines, or any other problems. Larry was trained for this and given the re- 

sponsibility of flying power line patrol, mostly in a 135 hp Piper Super 

Cub. I often had the awesome privilege of flying with Larry, which al- 

lowed me to gain both flying time and experience, as Larry allowed me to 

do a good share of the flying. 

By this time, I had accumulated enough flight time and instruction to 

take my private pilot flight test. My boss signed my recommendation for 

the private pilot test, and I flew to Grand Rapids, Minnesota, where I 

took the flight test and failed the cross-country flight portion. I was dis- 

appointed in myself, but I flew back to Nisswa, where Larry gave me ad- 

ditional cross-country training, after which I returned to Grand Rapids 

and completed the flight test, receiving my private pilot license. I was so 

excited, and for sure I was one of the youngest private pilots in the coun- 

try at that time. 
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Larry and Super Cub in 1953 

For the most part my life was going pretty well, and by God’s won- 

derful mercy and grace I managed to stay out of serious trouble. I was 

learning a lot and becoming quite self-sufficient. In retrospect, I’m so 

thankful that God has promised to be a father to the fatherless, and I can 

certainly see how I experienced his love and watch-care in my life, even 

though I had not yet given my life to Christ. 

One afternoon Larry and John left me alone to tend to the golf driv- 

ing range and any aircraft that came in. Three men in their late 20s or 

early 30s stopped in to drive a few golf balls. I sold them each a bucket 

of balls, but as they knocked them out, they would go out and pick up 

others, which of course was against the rules. I got after them for it, and 

one of the men came to the counter and reached across to grab me. I 

gave him my fist in the nose, and he began to bleed, which slowed him 

down a little. When the biggest of the three came after me, I took off 

running with a golf club in my hand. I stopped for a moment, ready to 

wrap that golf club around his head and then thought better of it and in- 

stead ran to our small administration building, where I locked the doors 

and immediately called the police. The police arrived quickly, as did Larry 

and John, and the men were dealt with. They took their bleeding friend 

to the hospital, and we discovered later that I had broken the man’s nose. 

T H E  O T H E R  W I N G
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