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  aviation obsession in this issue of Forward in Flight. 
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mony bring together aviation enthusiasts, historians, and 

industry professionals to share knowledge and build con-

nections. And, as always, we continue to seek ways to 

grow, engage, and inspire through our programs, scholar-

ships, and outreach. 

 Looking ahead, we have an opportunity to ensure 

that WAHF's next 40 years are just as impactful as the 

­rst. How do we do that? By embracing innovation while 

staying true to our mission. We're exploring ways to 

make aviation history even more accessibleÉthrough 

digital archives, interactive exhibits, and educational 

partnerships that engage the next generation. We're also 

looking at how we can strengthen our network, expand-

ing our reach to connect with new voices in the aviation 

community. 

 But the heart of WAHF has always been its people. 

None of this would be possible without our members, 

donors, and volunteers. Your passion and generosity fuel 

everything we do. If you've ever considered getting more 

involvedÉwhether by attending an event, sharing a 

piece of history, or supporting a projectÉthere's never 

been a better time. 

 Thank you for being part of WAHF's journey. Here's 

to 40 years of celebrating aviation legendsÉand to many 

more ahead! 

 

 

Forward in Flight 
the only magazine dedicated exclusively to  
Wisconsinôs aviation news and history. 

 

Rose Dorcey 
Editorial and Advertising 
3980 Sharratt Drive 
Oshkosh WI  54901 
920-279-6029 
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The Wisconsin Aviation Hall of Fame is a non-profit mem-
bership organization with a mission to collect and  

preserve the history of aviation in Wisconsin, recognize those 
who made that history, inform others of it, and promote  

aviation education for future generations.  
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For Lolla, flying isnôt just for the 

humans! Ed and Caitlin Becerraôs 

pup is right at home in their 1950 

Piper Pacer, loving every moment 

in the sky.  

PRESIDENTôS MESSAGE 

Looking Back, Moving Forward 
A Milestone Year for WAHF 
 

By WAHF President Kurt Stanich 

As we approach the 40th anniversary of the Wisconsin 

Aviation Hall of Fame, we ­nd ourselves at a remarkable 

crossroadsÉone where we can re®ect on the achieve-

ments of the past while charting an exciting course for 

the future. This milestone is not just about the number of 

years but about the impact WAHF has had on preserving 

and celebrating Wisconsin's rich aviation heritage. 

 Since our founding in 1985, we have recognized pio-

neers, innovators, and trailblazers who have shaped avi-

ation in Wisconsin and beyond. Each inductee's story 

reminds us that progress is built on the dedication, inge-

nuity, and passion of those who came before us. Their 

contributions fuel our mission, inspiring future genera-

tions to take to the skies. 

 This year, as we celebrate four decades of honoring 

aviation's ­nest, we're planning special events and initia-

tives to mark the occasion. While details are still coming 

together, you can expect a celebration that re®ects our 

deep appreciation for our inductees, members, and sup-

porters. Whether through a special gathering, an exhibit, 

or a new initiative to expand our outreach, we want this 

anniversary to be meaningful for everyone who has 

helped shape WAHF's success. Stay tuned for more de-

tailsÉthis will be a year worth noting! 

 Beyond the anniversary, our work continues. Our 

eŀorts to digitize the Leo J. Kohn Aviation Photography 

Collection are progressing, ensuring that thousands of 

invaluable images are preserved and made accessible for 

future generations. Events like our 2025 induction cere-

Photo by Ed Becerra  
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FROM THE KELCH AVIATION MUSEUM 

General Nathan F. Twining - Part II 
Post World War II Experiences 
 
By Nickolas Hein 
I began this article in the Fall 2024 issue 
of Forward in Flight with a biography of 
Monroe native and WAHF inductee Na-
than Twining up until the end of World 
War II. In this issue Iôll cover the events 
of his life after the war. My intent when I 
started this article was to give a more 
personal account of Twiningôs life, in 
particular his personality and some rec-
ord of his flying experiences. However, 
as he never kept journals and little of his 
personal correspondence survives, there 
wasnôt much available to work with. 
There are a few recorded interviews that 
give an impression of someone soft-
spoken and serious, but very approacha-
ble. In his interviews he never says a 
harsh word about anyone, and frequently 
praises his superiors, peers, and subordi-
nates.  
 Iôll give details of the events after 
WWII that shed some light on his charac-
ter. Later in my research I discovered that 
the Library of Congress has a large cache 
of his records (about 140 boxes), which 
would make interesting material for fu-
ture research. A list of the aircraft he flew 
throughout his career was all I was able 
to get from it for this article. 
 In the immediate postwar years, 
Twining served the Materiel Command at 
Wright-Patterson AFB in Dayton, Ohio. 
During this post he was asked to write a 
memo regarding unidentified flying ob-
jectsðUFOs. The goal of the project was 
to collect, evaluate, and distribute within 
the government all information relating 
to UFO sightings, on the premise that 
they might represent a national security 
concern. His simple conclusion was that 
the sightings were ñsomething real and 
not visionary or fictitious.ò But that there 
wasnôt enough evidence to be certain of 
anything more. 
 Twining was then assigned, in 
1947, as head of the Alaskan air com-
mand at Fort Richardson to protect that 
region from a Soviet invasion. Among 
the service men there was a sense of 
hopelessness due to a lack or naval or 
ground support, equipment, and suitable 
housing. There were only two fighter 
squadrons to defend the entire Alaskan 
area. Twining motivated his men with his 
usual stern talk, ñYou people look fairly 

bomber men or the tactical air boosters; 
identification with either camp could 
have put Twining in a bad position if he 
were to encourage policy supporting one 
or the other group. 
 General Twining had a straightfor-
ward way of solving problems in the Pen-
tagon. General Bruce Holloway, then a 
staff officer (earlier one of the Flying 
Tigers and, later, Commander-In-Chief, 
Strategic Air Command) said that, 
ñGeneral Twining had a very uncluttered 
mind. He would always do things in a 
simple way with a simple solution.ò  
 When Twining did not know or 
understand people, the treatment was 
slightly different. Lt. Gen. James Doolit-
tle witnessed a briefing with Twining and 
said that he would sit there politely 
bored, but to tell you when he had had 
enough heôd lean over to the nearest guy 
and say in a low voice, ñMan it was the 
biggest fish you ever saw.ò An article 
profiling Twining stated, ñHeôs nobodyôs 
dumbbell and most of his opponents have 
found him a tough, unrelenting adversary 
in a horse trade.ò In Air Force eyes, his 
greatest victory came when he blocked 
Army attempts to move into the long-
range missile field. 
 Twining didnôt care much for pa-

intelligent, so why in the hell are you 
running scared? First, remember the other 
guysô problems are as bad as ours, maybe 
worse. Also remember the enemy puts on 
his pants one leg at a time just like you 
do.ò The straight talk from Twining re-
lieved the tension among the crews, but 
still their living conditions were ñreally 
pretty sad ï a disgrace to this country.ò  
The building of barracks in Alaska had 
been stalled for the previous two years, 
so Twining decided to involve lawmak-
ers. He invited political leaders in Wash-
ington to Alaska for a ñfishing trip.ò 
When these visitors saw the living condi-
tions they immediately acted to fund the 
base upgrades. 
 In June 1953, Twining was named 
Chief of Staff of the Air Force, succeed-
ing General Hoyt Vandenberg, also a 
Wisconsin native. Vandenberg was suf-
fering from cancer and retired following 
a disagreement with Secretary of Defense 
Charles Wilson over a reduction in the 
Air Force budget. Twining was the logi-
cal choice for the job. He was extremely 
popular in the Air Force and was one of 
the militaryôs most distinguished elder 
statesmen. In addition, General Spaatz 
favored his selection. Twining had never 
been identified closely with either the big 

General Twining at ease during 15th Air Force deployment in Italy, 1944.  

Photos courtesy of the Monroe Public Library 
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perwork, but what did matter to him were 
the men under his command. General 
Bernard Schriever, head of the Air 
Forceôs Western Development Division 
working on intercontinental ballistic mis-
siles said that, ñIf he had confidence in 
you, and respected you, he would then 
delegate without question. You always 
had the feeling that óBy God, heôs sup-
porting me.ôò 
 During the Dien Bien Phu crisis in 
1954 the State Department told Twining 
that the French base must be saved ñat all 
costs.ò Admiral Radford, the Chairman 
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and Twining 
agreed that the only way to ensure the 
French would not be overrun was to use 
nuclear weapons. Only Twining backed 
this plan to bomb the areas surrounding 
the besieged base. Eisenhower trusted 
and appreciated the advice and opinion of 
Twining, even though he did not accept it 
in this case.  
 It was during this time that his 
hometown of Monroe, Wisconsin, dedi-
cated its new and largest city park in 
Twiningôs honor. The dedication ceremo-
ny on July 4, 1960 brought out the entire 
city to see its high-ranking native son 

honored. Twining was also accompanied 
by his usual military entourage. The 
event drew bigger crowds than the cityôs 
Cheese Days. An F-86D was installed on 
permanent display at the highest point in 
the park. In his speech at that event, 
Twining expressed his intent to continue 
in his military role but due to failing 
health (cancer surgery) and his disagree-
ment with the White House on nuclear 
retaliation, he turned in his resignation on 
September 30, 1960. 
 After he retired Twining made his 
opinion of the new methods of retaliation 
more public, ñNow they talk about flexi-
ble response and control, which to me is 
a bunch of junk. You just donôt do these 
things unless youôre going in to win.ò 
Twining would use variations of this 
analogy in his criticism of the handling of 
the war in Vietnam and the Bay of Pigs 
invasion, as ñplaying half way.ò  
 Following his retirement from ac-

Aircraft Types:  1925 - 1959 

Credit:  National Library of Congress. 

Right: Nathan Twining meets and greets 
local residents at the dedication of Twin-
ing Park in Monroe, Wisconsin The park 
was named after Twining, a military lead-
er and the third Chairman of the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff.  

Special thanks to Monroe Library Director Suzann Holland and Library of Congress librarian Lewis Wyman 

tive-duty Twining worked as vice chair-
man for the publishing firm Holt, Rine-
hart, and Winston. In 1965, Twining was 
named the ninth annual recipient of the 
General William E. Mitchell Memorial 
Award. The award honors individuals 
who have made significant contributions 
to aerospace science and the military 
posture of the United States. It was estab-
lished to commemorate Brigadier Gen-
eral William ñBillyò Mitchell, a pioneer-
ing figure in American military aviation, 
another aviator with ties to Wisconsin. 
Twiningôs book Neither Liberty nor Safe-
ty was published in 1967 with a warning 
that in future war victories, we not lose 
the ensuing peace. 
 General Twining was enshrined in 
the National Aviation Hall of Fame in 
1976 and passed away on March 29, 
1982. He is buried at Arlington National 
Cemetery. 
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There are many similarities between 
farming and the FBO business. Both pro-
fessions have a slim profit margin, they 
both depend on good weather and the 
health of the economy. Success requires 
long-term planning and consistent hard 
work. You typically have a ñgood yearò 
once every five years. Under these condi-
tions you must love what you do, or you 
wonôt stay in the game very long. Itôs for 
these reasons that I tell people that we 
pilots are ñsky farmers.ò 
 To grow a plant, the farmer must 
plant a seed in the right kind of soil and 
nurture it. Jesusô Parable of the Sower in 
Matthew 13 comes to mind. When you 
plant a seed, if it doesnôt fall in the right 
place, it wonôt grow to its full potential. 
 My father, Jack Chmiel, was my 
sky-farmer and Merrill Airport, from 
1968-1971, was the richest soil an airport 
kid in which I could have been planted. 
Merrill Airport was my aviation birth-
place. 
 My mom and dad both grew up in 
Merrill and graduated as part of the Class 
of 1960. Afterward, my dad joined the 
Air Force, and they got married. Then 
after my dad left the Air Force as a nucle-
ar missile mechanic, he attended Black-
hawk Technical School in Janesville and 
earned his airframe and powerplant cer-
tificate. Upon graduation he returned 
home and passed his commercial pilot 
checkride with WAHF inductee Lyle 
Grimm and earned his flight instructor 
certificate. Soon he was employed by 
WAHF inductee John Hatz at Merrill 
Airways as a mechanic and flight instruc-
tor. 
 As a child I spent the school year 
with my mother in Milwaukee and sum-
mers with my father in Merrill. I loved 
summertime because my Dad took me to 
work at the airport daily. John Hatzô FBO 
was a mom & pop organization, and his 
family lived in the house on the airport. 
His sons were Allan, Clifford, Aaron, and 
Lyman and his daughter Barbara. Barbara 
would become my babysitter and taught 
me how to tie my shoes. She was the 
nurse on duty attending to my Grandma 
Wolf the night she passed away decades 
later.  

 Every summer was a homecoming, 
and it seemed, at least to me, that we 
were all happy to reunite. One summer 
when I returned, Aaron spotted me com-
ing out of the hangar as he was exiting 
the airport house. He was barefoot as he 
ran over to greet me. But when he got 
half-way he stepped on a nail that went 
straight through his foot sticking out the 
top. He quickly turned around and 
hopped one-footed, screaming in pain 
back to the house. He was promptly 
transported to the hospital. Our excite-
ment for that summerôs reunion was 
dampened at that very moment. 
 Allan, Clifford, Aaron, and I did the 
things that airport kids do while growing 
up. When the weather was good, while 
our dads worked in the shop or were giv-
ing flight instruction, we created our own 
pretend airport in the dirt next to the 
hangar. Our ñhangarò had walls created 
by 2x6s balanced on their sides. Inside 
our hangar we worked on our airplanes, 
which were built of scrap wood, nailed 
together with old, crooked nails, plywood 
for wings and tail, and a two-by-four 
fuselage. Some were biplanes with a 
wing on top and bottom. The coolest air-
planes had a magneto switch fashioned 
from a bent over nail that could be pivot-
ed in four distinct positions: off/left/right/
both. We practiced our airplane noises by 
buzzing our lips trying to get the most 
realistic sound from the airplane motor 

TAILDRAGGER TALES 

we were flying. We made our radio calls 
as we shot take-offs and landings in our 
traffic pattern next to the hangar. We 
imitated every detail we could remember 
of what our dads did in their part of the 
flying business, even the before take-off 
checks holding short of our runway. 
 When the weather was rainy we 
spent our time indoors. We learned how 
to become professional airport bums. 
There was always a stack of old aviation 
magazines like Air Progress and Flying 
to read and use as fodder for our flying 
fantasies as we drank soda from glass 
bottles. We listened to WWII guys tell 
stories, pass on their aviation knowledge, 
and critique their students. This is when 
the greatest generation ruled the small-
town airport. We learned so much just 
listening to them. While indoors we fash-
ioned airplanes that we could sit in, out 
of cardboard boxes, drawing instrument 
panels on the inside, propellers, and land-
ing gear on the outside. The box flaps 
became the wings and tail. Hereôs a crazy 
concept: We used our imaginations!  
 Another pastime was drawing air-
planes. I remember that Allan Hatz was 
especially good at this art genre. I tried to 
copy each detail from his drawings. I 
continued to practice aviation artistry in 
the ñoff-seasonò after returning to school. 
Other days we explored hangars to stay 
out of the rain. Stearman and Waco pro-
jects, a tri-Champ, Champs, Pacers, 

My Merrill Airport Days 
Sowing the Seeds of Flight 
 
By John Chmiel 

Jack Chmiel, whose 
life was a tremendous 
influence on son 
Johnôs aviation career 
- ca 1970. 
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Cubs, and even a Flying Flea were just some of the memorable 
flying machines. The Flea only flew once, doing its best imita-
tion of Howard Hughesô Flying boat. That same Flea is now 
owned and displayed by my friend hanging from the ceiling in 
his barn house. 
 We eventually graduated to model airplanes. Lyman was 
older than us boys so, of course, he was too cool to hang out 
with us during the day. But in the evenings when Dad and I re-
turned to the airport after dinner, Lyman would bring out his 
latest flying model. He was building gas powered free-flight 
models at the time. Iôll never forget watching one of his free-
flight gassers take off under its own power from the apron in 
front of the FBO and begin its slow circling climb in the calm 
dusk air as the sun sets while the motor purred like a kitten. We 
all ran after it, faces aimed skyward as it continued flying into 
what seemed like infinity. The elation among all the airport kids 
upon seeing this wonder of aviation was more motivational than 
an address from Lindbergh himself.  We were witnessing our 
near future right before our eyes. We all understood that this 
was the next level in our aviation education as airport kids. 
 Evenings were special too. Merrill Airport exists among 
wetlands and wherever there are wetlands there are lightning 
bugs. After the sun went down, we would go out with our ma-
son jars and see who could capture the greatest number of the 
most interesting creatures in the insect world. I would use my 
prisoners as a night lamp. Reminiscing, I feel sorry for those 
little buggers with the fate I dealt them. 
 The first time I took the controls of an airplane it was in 
John Hatzô Piper Cherokee with my dad as the CFI. I remember 
the yoke lining up with my nose. I was 4 or 5 years old. My Dad 

talked me through straight and level flight and shallow turns. I 
could barely see over the side windows and certainly couldnôt 
see over the instrument panel. I kept looking over to see if Dad 
was helping, but he wasnôt. I was really flying an airplane!  
 Dad would also take me up on sunset flights in the J3 Cub 
for touch and goes on Runway 34 with the door open. The view 
of my grandparentsô property from that open-door cockpit is a 
permanent tattoo in my memory. My Grandma and Grandpa 
Wolf owned the house at the very end of that runway and all the 
airplanes would forward-slip on final over their house. When 
the weather was good the traffic pattern was busy.  
 I loved staying at ñWolfsô Denò in the summertime. I 
could walk to the airport whenever I wanted. I mowed the grass 
on their 3-acre property on a riding mower. I felt like a big kid 
as my hair bleached and my skin burned in the summer sun. The 
hardest part was keeping the lines straight because Iôd always be 
judging the airplanes slipping to final overhead instead of 
watching where I was going.  
 My bedroom in that farm home was on the second floor 
facing the airport: the perfect view. At night, the airport beacon 
illuminated my room with green and white alternating beams of 
light. Iôd wake up and peek out the window every time I heard 
an airplane fly over and land on the perfectly illuminated run-
way, no matter the time of night. Airport Road in those days 
was rotten granite. When a car drove that road I could hear it 
from my room. It made a special sound like ñwaves crashing on 
the beachò as Tom Petty once said. I always knew who was 
coming and going from the airport. I was as obsessed then as I 
am today. 
 The late ô60s and early ô70s were the heyday of scratch 
building experimental aircraft. In the Merrill area there were an 
incredible number of projects being constructed. My Dad weld-
ed the first three Hatz CB1 fuselages built after the original 
homebuilt. He and Duane Golding scratch-built a Smith Mini-
plane. There were other homebuilts including a Pitts Special, 
Volksplane, Jodel, Baby Ace, Pietenpols, a Davis, and the Flea.  
John Hatz loved WACOs and fashioned the world-renowned 
Hatz CB1 as a smaller version of the WACO F2 design. He also 
restored a 1929 WACO 10 in those days. I remember the day he 
ran the OX5 engine on the 10 for the first time. That propeller 
looked the size of a tree trunk to this little airport kid. I stared in 
awe as John hand-propped it. When I was old enough, I got my 
ride in ñthe Homebuiltò as John called it. My Dad and I rode in 
the WACO 10 with John at the controls. We had no idea back 
then that Johnôs homebuilt design would become one of the 
most popular in the world and that John would eventually be-
come inducted into WAHF.  
 My Dad moved to Rhinelander in 1971 to work in the shop 
for Rod and Dorothy Elg at the mom & pop FBO Rhinelander 
Aviation. The Elgôs had two sons, and they welcomed me with 
open arms during the summers of ô71-ô81. Thatôs when I real-
ized that airport kids across America were all being brought up 
the exact same way. We all hung out in the airport lobby, drank 
soda from bottles, listened to the WWII guys, drew airplane 
pictures, and built and flew model airplanes. But in Rhinelander 
we also fished the lakes at the airport. It was the greatest way 
for a kid to learn about life, trade, work ethic, responsibility, and 
how to have fun while developing a passion. Exactly like being 
raised on a farm. We didnôt realize how special our upbringing 
was back then. That happened over half a century ago and I re-
member it like it was yesterday.  
 Where are you planting seeds? Will they last a lifetime? 
Do your best. The future of aviation depends on it.  

As the caption implies, homebuilt aviation was alive and well in 
Merrill ca 1971. The photo appeared in the Merrill Foto News.  
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erating in the area on any flyable day. In 
addition to the daily management of the 
municipal airport, Rich is also one of the 
regular working flight instructors. As 
mentioned, Rich is also a mechanic; he 
holds the Airframe and Powerplant Me-
chanic Certification, as well as Inspection 
Authorization.  
  Morey Airplane Company acts as 
the host for the vibrant local Experi-
mental Aircraft Association Chapter 
93. The local EAA Corben Chapter 
(combined members of Chapter 93 and 
the former Chapter 1389) holds an annual 
pancake breakfast fly-in, annually in Ju-
ly. Richard offers his facility for FAA 
Aviation Safety Seminars, Women in 
Aviation chapter meetings, the Willa 
Brown Academy, EAA Young Eagles 
program, and numerous aviation semi-
nars, part of continuing education dedi-
cated to aviation safety. Morey Airplane 
Company has a high-quality maintenance 
shop (featuring progressive maintenance 
mindset) to maintain their fleet of rental 
Cessnas as well as customerôs aircraft.  
  Undeniably, Richard A. Morey is 
part of the legacy of Wisconsin aviation.  

tion from a historically private airport to 
a municipal airport.  
  Middleton Municipal Airport ï Mo-
rey Field (C29) is a regional and local as-
set that services a large segment of the 
community and surrounding areas, either 
directly or indirectly, through services, 
transportation, freight hauling, fuel sales, 
and an attractive stopover for transient pi-
lots and aircraft. Many businesses view 
access to a nearby airport as a significant 
economic and social asset. Morey Field is 
regularly used by UPS, Freight Haulers, 
UW Med Flight (and many other emer-
gency medical services) as well as pro-
ducing hundreds of new pilots, many of 
whom go on to aviation-related jobs. Mo-
rey Field was designated as a reliever air-
port for the Dane County Municipal Air-
port as well.    
  In addition to being responsible for 
keeping a large operating support staff of 
mechanics, ground school instructors, 
flight instructors, and friendly office 
staff, Rich runs a successful high-volume 
flight school, with many students having 
careers in aviation. His flight school is al-
ways busy, with the fleet of Cessnas op-

Richard A. Morey is an understated Wis-
consin aviation entrepreneur who is cur-
rently the general manager of the Middle-
ton Municipal Airport - Morey Field 
(C29). He also owns his own business, 
The Morey Airplane Company; the FBO 
includes a first-class aircraft maintenance 
facility, aircraft rental service, and flight 
school. Rich has worked at the airport, 
alongside his grandfather, father, and loy-
al staff for many years, being a mechanic, 
inspector, flight instructor, and charter pi-
lot with thousands of hours of safe and 
professional experience.  
  Rich is the youngest of a dedicated 
three-generation aviation family. His 
grandfather, Howard Morey, established 
a flight school in Monona, Wisconsin, in 
1925, before establishing Morey Airport 
in 1942. Howardôs son Field Morey, and 
now (grandson) Richard A. Morey con-
tinued operation of Morey Airport until it 
was strategically purchased by the City of 
Middleton in 1998. Becoming a munici-
pal airport allowed major federal funds to 
flow to the airport for significant devel-
opment and continuing operating reve-
nue. Rich was instrumental in the transi-

   

  ¿ŗĖŔúƣģ !ŢŢĭů yŹƣĭǖ 
  èŗƨĖŹůƨŗů !ǓŗúƸŗŹů FůƸƣĭƎƣĭůĭǈƣ 
 
  ÅƸŹƣǖ úůģ ƎŔŹƸŹƨ Čǖ ÅšŹƸ èĭŗģĭŪúůů 
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 Left column: Rich earned the FAAôs prestigious FAA Wright 
Brothers Master Pilot Award in August 2024, by demonstrat-
ing aviation expertise, skill, and professionalism for at least 50 
years. Rich is joined by Mark Finley, one of Richôs early and 
most significant flight instructors. 
 

EAA Chapter 93 recognized Richôs 50 years of safe flying by 
presenting him with a plaque. 
 

Rich annually hosts EAA Chapter 93ôs pancake breakfast.  
 

Right column: Rich has been training pilots for many years, 
many of whom made aviation their career. 
 

A longtime supporter of aviation organizations, Rich offers his 
facility so that others may learn and grow in aviation. 
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We all have a unique story about the spark that ignited our pas-
sion for aviation. Growing up under Chicago OôHare Interna-
tional Airportôs airspace, I spent countless hours looking up 
wondering what it would be like to take to the skies. Having a 
father who was into military aviation helped as well. My early 
childhood memories involved building model airplanes with my 
dad while watching Top Gun with the volume so loud that it was 
a wonder the neighbors did not call the authorities! Summers 
were spent at the family cottage just outside of Oshkosh on 
Lake Poygan. While we never went to EAA AirVenture Osh-
kosh as kids, we were always treated to our own airshow over 
the lake as the arrivals and departures flew overhead. 
 Then came the day that changed everything. At 14 years 
old, I embarked on my first flight ever as a Young Eagle at 
EAAôs Pioneer Airport in Oshkosh. Soaring above the ground in 
a sleek GlaStar, my first taste of flight was indescribable. That 
summer I saved up my allowance and did odd jobs for neigh-
bors so I could purchase a ride on EAAôs Travel Air and Ford 
Tri-Motor, each flight further solidifying my dream of becom-
ing a pilot. 
 In 2001, my flight training journey officially began at Du-
Page Airport (KDPA) in West Chicago, Illinois. My weekends 
were fully dedicated to flying, fueled by long hours working in a 
local pharmacy during the week. The culmination of those ef-
forts arrived in February 2002, when I finally soloed. The feel-
ing of independence of having my instructor out of the cockpit 
was pure exhilaration. 
 Visiting Meigs Field with my dad remains a cherished 
highlight of my early flight training. A standout flight with my 
CFI and my dad offered eye-level views of the tops of some of 
the tallest buildings in the world. It was truly a sight to see. 
However, the tragic events of 9/11 momentarily dampened my 

flight training. The subsequent loss of my father proved a signif-
icant setback, leaving me adrift and struggling to find motiva-
tion to continue my aviation dream. 
 My pursuit of becoming a pilot was delayed by the de-
mands of life, especially after I met Amy, who soon became my 
wife. She wholeheartedly supported my dream and even encour-
aged me to pursue my pilot certificate as a wedding gift. How-
ever, building our life together became the immediate focus. 
Tragically, a few years into our marriage, Amyôs health de-
clined. She passed away shortly after a second heart transplant, 
leaving me heartbroken and lost. 
 Being in my mid-30s, there arenôt books or groups for peo-
ple who have lost a spouse at my age. I closed myself off from 
the outside world and tried to get through the grief myself. It 
was during this difficult period that I rediscovered aviation 
through YouTube. Aviators like Trent Palmer and Cory Robin 
showcased the adventure and romanticism of flying low and 
slow in a small taildragger. More than just crazy cat videos, 
YouTube offered me a wealth of aviation content, proving to be 
a therapeutic outlet that began to reignite my passion. 
 That summer I met a local flight instructor, Joe Standley, 
at Lake in the Hills Airport (3CK). Joe wasnôt just known for 
training competent pilots; he cultivated excellence. It was a no-
brainer to restart my training with him. Naively, I assumed that I 
could just pick up where I left off many years ago, but after a 
few less than graceful landings it became evident that I still had 
some work ahead of me. Joe made training both enjoyable and 
challenging, constantly pushing me to exceed the PTS stand-
ards.  
 In April of 2018, I finally achieved my dream of becoming 
a pilot. My first passengers were my future wife, Caitlin, and 
my mom, both unwavering supporters throughout my journey. 

AERO ADVENTURES 

Ed Becerraôs Pacer, N7413K. 
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ence with her current owner and a successful pre-buy inspec-
tion, I was on my way to St Joseph, Missouri, to become its new 
caretaker.  
 In October 2019, Caitlin and I became the proud owners of 
our first aircraft, N7413K. Before I could head home, I sought 
the expertise of Super Cub guru, Steve Johnson, for some famil-
iarization with the new to me Pacer. Steve put me and the Pacer 
through our paces, ensuring that I was comfortable and confi-
dent enough in handling the aircraft solo to Wisconsin. After 
topping off the aircraft with fuel, I departed Rosecrans Memori-
al Airport (KSTJ) for Batten International Airport (RAC).  
 The true start of my journey into aircraft ownership had 
officially begun. About an hour into the flight the ceilings were 
starting to get lower, forcing an unplanned overnight stop in 
Centerville, Iowa. I spent the night on an uncomfortable FBO 
couch, watching YouTube videos while being sustained by ex-
pired Hot Pockets from the FBO freezer. 
 The next morning, fog enveloped the airport, delaying my 
homecoming. Steve checked in periodically and cautioned me 
against underestimating the low-lying fog, emphasizing the im-
portance of waiting for a clear break before attempting takeoff. 
After what felt like an eternity, the fog finally began to lift, re-
vealing a clear path home to Racine. Low and slow over the 
Midwestern flatlands in my own aircraft made me feel like I 
was a true aviator ï just like all the mentors who helped me get 
to this moment.  
 Emotion struck me as I tuned into Racineôs CTAF, the 
culmination of my flight training and hard work had finally paid 
off. I finally touched down in Racine, an emotional homecom-
ing. Caitlin and Lolla greeted me with some much-needed food 
and champagne to celebrate. I had finally achieved another life-
long dream. 

We flew to a local pancake joint, Charlieôs Restaurant, at Clow 
International Airport (1C5) in Bolingbrook, Illinois, for a cele-
bratory breakfast. Later that year, I further expanded my skills 
with a tailwheel endorsement in a J-3 Cub and flew the Boeing 
Stearman, Orange Roughy, with Wausau, Wisconsinôs aviation 
legend, John Chmiel.  
 As a newly minted pilot, I initially indulged in the simple 
pleasures of flying: local pattern work, weekend breakfast 
flights with Caitlin, and the occasional Young Eagles flight. 
However, the limitations of renting ï availability, return sched-
ules, weather ï soon became apparent. As newlyweds, we 
yearned for the freedom of true travel and to explore at our own 
pace. 
 After much deliberation, the decision to purchase our own 
aircraft was solidified. We considered many different options, 
however my heart gravitated towards a vintage taildragger. Ini-
tially, the Stinson 108 seemed like the best aircraft to fit our 
mission. It had enough room for me, Caitlin, and our pup, Lolla, 
along with full fuel and baggage for any trips. I scoured the in-
ternet for a Stinson 108 that was within our budget and one that 
didnôt need a ton of extra work. 
 In every search, one pesky aircraft kept appearing and it 
wasnôt even a Stinson. A 1950 Piper Pacer would rear its beauti-
ful little head in all my searches. Upon more research I came to 
the realization that this classic little Pacer was worth consider-
ing as a candidate for our first airplane. After some correspond-

Top: Edôs father, Edward, flew with his son into Miegs Field. It 
was one of his last flights with his Dad. 
 

Above: The victorious day when Ed became a private pilot, with 
his friend and flight instructor, Joe Standley.  
 

Right: Ed and his wife, Caitlin, love having adventures in their 
Pacer. 
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Top photo: Putting the Pacer through its paces in Missouri.  
 

Center: Some of Edôs favorite Young Eagles from a few years 
back are now young adults. 
 

Above: Flying 100 Young Eagles is reason to celebrate. 

 With an aircraft now at our disposal, new adventures beck-
oned. The arrival of COVID-19, while challenging for many, 
presented an unexpected opportunity for us. With closed public 
spaces and wide-open skies, an idea emerged to complete the 
Fly Wisconsin Passport Program while vlogging our journey 
along the way. 
 Thus, The Flying Stampede YouTube channel was born. 
Armed with a couple of GoPro cameras, we embarked on an 
adventure to explore the numerous airports across the state and 
inspire others to do the same. The first few airports were close 
to our home base of Racine. As I became more confident pilot-
ing our Pacer, we set our sights for airports farther away. Wash-
ington Island Airport (2PC) has undoubtedly been our favorite 
stop so far. Picnicking under the wing of our Pacer while savor-
ing local delicacies, checked all the boxes for a perfect date. To 
top it off, we couldnôt resist taking the airport bikes on a leisure-
ly ride with our happy pooch, Lolla, trotting alongside. 
 Our adventures have extended beyond Wisconsinôs bor-
ders. Merkle Airport SIS4 (Orchard Landing) in Hanover, Illi-
nois, has been a fall favorite for local apples, delicious apple 
turnovers, and fresh apple cider. Furthermore, our annual gath-
ering with friends near Escanaba in the Upper Peninsula has 
consistently been a highlight of our aviation adventures. 
 Aviation has enriched my life immeasurably. I've had the 
privilege of working with Lightspeed Aviation, forged lasting 
friendships, and shared the joy of flight with others, including 
over 125 Young Eagles. The freedom of exploring at our own 
pace, the sense of accomplishment, and the pride of ownership 
are all invaluable. The most rewarding aspect of this journey is 
undoubtedly sharing it with my best friends, Caitlin and Lolla. 
 My journey, from childhood dreams to cockpit reality, has 
been a testament to perseverance and the enduring power of 
passion. Iôm eager to share our adventures, local aviation histo-
ry, and ignite a spark of inspiration in others to embark on their 
own aviation journeys. Adventures donôt always have to be  
faraway places, sometimes the best are in your own backyard. 

 

Follow Caitlin, Ed, and Lolla as 
they cruise around Wisconsin in 
their 1950 Piper Pacer. Look for 
The Flying Stampede on YouTube. 

Photos courtesy of Ed Becerra and Steve Johnson 

Cubbinô over Racine, Ed and Caitlinôs home airport. 
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Above left: Celebratory pancakes with his first passengers after 
becoming a pilot: his mom, Sue, and Caitlin.  Ed feels fortunate 

to have the support of his friends and family. He says that the 
greatest gift in his life is being able to share his love of aviation 
with his best friends.  
 

Left: A vintage inspired photo of Ed, Caitlin, Lolla, and 13K. 
 

Top photo: Checking off a bucket list item, flying a warbird!  
 

Below: Flying high over Michiganôs Upper Peninsula.  



 

 

Not every young boy who grew up in the aviation mecca of 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin, became a pilotðbut Paul Spanbauer did.  
The presence of a local airport that once hosted an airline, com-
bined with the Worldôs Greatest Aviation Celebration just miles 
away, fueled Paulôs growing love for airplanes and flying. So 
much so, that heôs now an aircraft owner, aviation photographer, 
and a frequent participant in EAA chapter meetings and events. 
You could say that life is good for Paul, whose love for aviation 
is undeniable. 
 Paul will tell you that heôs had a lifelong love for aviation. 
He received his first airplane, a battery-operated DC-6 at age 
four. His dad would take him out to Winnebago County Airport 
(now Wittman Regional Airport ï KOSH) to watch North Cen-
tral Airlines passenger planes come and go. Two years later, his 
kindergarten class took a field trip to the airport to see the teach-
erôs 1956 Cessna 172. They also toured a Basler DC-3. Paul 
vividly recalls a steep walk to the planeôs cockpit. Six years 
later, his kindergarten teacherôs husband taught a youth aviation 
class at his church.  
 He learned the basics of flight and got an orientation flight 
in that same 172. At another class they planned a flight from 
Oshkosh to Clintonville and Green Bay. And then flew it. ñWe 
actually got to take the controls for a bit, and I was hooked,ò 
Paul recalls. He took his first airplane pictures that day too, the 
birth of what eventually became a significant hobby. 
 His growing interest in flying led to building and flying 
balsa wood line-control gas engine planes with the neighbor-
hood kids. ñFly them, crash them, and rebuildðrepeat!ò Paul 
says. He still owns a Ringmaster from those days. Then in 1978, 
his father received two passes to EAAôs air show. They spent 
the day looking at and watching airplanes. ñI was in Heaven, 
with so much to see,ò Paul gleams.  
 Soon the movie Cloud Dancer came out. ñWhatôs more 
exciting than seeing a Pitts doing aerobatics?ò Paul exclaims. 
Soon he received his first aviation book, the Plane & Pilot 1981 
Aircraft Directory. It was filled with all types of aircraft and 
homebuilts, complete with specifications and information about 
each one.  
 Armed with passion and background about these aircraft 
types, it was time for Paul to make a bigger commitment to avi-
ation. Paulôs father told him that if he wanted to learn to fly he 
would pay for half of his flight training, and Paul jumped on 
that offer. On January 8, 1983, Paul took his first flight lesson 
with Larry Marks of Valley Aviation, Oshkosh. By December 
27 of that same year, and after 47.4 hours of training, he had 
earned his private pilot certificate. He was 19 years old.  
 ñI was so excited to become a pilot,ò he says of that day. 
But it didnôt take long to have an out of the ordinary flying ex-
perience. ñThe weather deteriorated rapidly after my checkride, 
and I had to get a special VFR returning to Oshkosh!ò he re-
calls. He also recalls, like many longtime pilots do, that the 
price to earn his certificate was about $1,600.  
 Paul still feels fortunate to have parents who supported his  

flying interest, especially his father. ñHe would go out to EAA 
with me every year until cancer got him,ò Paul said. ñWe had 
many great times and memories together. Mother wasnôt too 
thrilled about me flying. But she did take a flight with me and 
loved it. I flew often the first couple years after I got my li-
cense.ò 
 With a brand-new certificate in his wallet, he applied for, 
but wasnôt accepted, into the Air Force Academy. Instead, Paul 
took two years of Army ROTC at UW-Oshkosh and then went 
to Marine Corps Officer Candidate School in Quantico, Virgin-
ia. ñThat was an experience! I have ample respect for all mili-
tary personnel.ò He decided to stay as a civilian pilot and finish 
college. College and life ñate my moneyò so there wasnôt 
enough for flying PIC during this time, except for an occasional 
flight with an instructor. And that was fine with Paul, because 
he had other aviation interests to fill in: EAA chapter meetings, 
CAP, photography, aviation talks, flying with others, etc., and 
he never lost the bug. He graduated from UW-Madison with a 
masterôs degree in art ï metalsmithing.  
 Before he graduated college, Paul was an artist at the EAA 
AirVenture Museum from 1987-1989 during his college breaks. 
He did screen printing and worked on displays including the 
Voyager exhibit. He also worked at Pioneer Airport on week-
ends. He vividly recalls when EAA Founder Paul Poberezny 
would radio in to say he was going to fly a certain plane, so they 
would get it ready. ñHeôd show up and off heôd go,ò he remem-
bers. ñI got to fly with him years back in the T-28 that the muse-
um had. I traded a photograph of him doing a one-wheel touch  
and go for a ride.ò 

WE FLY 
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Paul Spanbauerôs brother, Jon, drew an airplane with Paulôs 
name on it, as a tribute to Paulôs growing love for flight. Paul 
framed the photo and keeps it on a wall in his studio. 


