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The 4the weekend of October was 
a beautiful fall weekend for flying  
into the  Flying M Ranch near Rek-

law Texas.  The hosts, Dave and 
Marsha Mason were everywhere, 
as usual.  The weekend weather 
was perfect and it looked like a re-
cord number of flyers and drivers 
made the trip.  I was only there Fri-
day and some of Saturday, as I 
had a previous commitment in San 
Antonio., but  I saw many mem-

bers from Chapter 35 in atten-
dance, and helping with the event.  
Norris Warner, Jack Ridgway, Rich 

and Ann Grambling, Marion and 
Dave Talley made the road trip.  
Joe and Cheryl Romotowski and I 
flew our Stinsons over, joining sev-
eral other Stinson owners for the  
event.  As I taxied out for depar-
ture I saw Jim McIrvin’s big bird in 
the pattern.                                        
CONTINUED NEXT PAGE 
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YOUNG EAGLES AT 
PLEASANTON TX 

NOVEMBER 12 

PLEASE SUPPORT THIS 
EVENT 



 

 

There were several very notable air-
craft at  the Ranch.  

An AN-2 with a crew of Cajuns made 
for interesting conversation.  

They had a total tail-gate setup in the 
airplane, food, beverage, camping 
gear...it was all there. 

Also, a Mitchell Wing U-2 was truly 
unique. It was fitted with a custom 
seat and ballistic chute. 

This event is one of the best fly-ins in 
the local area:  Numerous EAA 
Chapters and Church groups served 
food as fund raisers. The low key nature of the 
event and  absence of commercial events, 
make it a flyers fly-in.  Another feature of the 

event is the migration of CUBS to the field.   
The new Legend Cubs were there as well as 
an amphibian, and too many other restora-
tions that were simply stunning. 

I also noted several Challengers on the field, 
this seems to be a popular plane for low and 
slow touring.  Easy to maneuver on the 
ground and carries enough camping gear for 
a couple of nights. 

Put this one on your calendar…..jf 

 

Ru n w ay  35    OFFI CI AL NEW SLETTER OF EAA CHAPTER 35  –  SAN ANTONI O, TEXAS 

REKLAW 2005 

P a g e  2  RUNWAY 35 V o l u m e  4 7  I s s u e  1 1  

Above:  AH-2 and crew  setup camp in the 
piney woods 

Left:  Norris, large unknown man,  and Jack 
checkout the U-2 

Below:  U-2 and fans. 



 

 

Hi folks, 

We had over 150 e-mails in our in-box when we 
returned because I forgot to remind everyone 
we would be gone from Sept 25 - 30.  Rather 
than look at all, I’m deleting them………so, if 
you need to let us know about something, 
please resend. 

We flew from Lockhart to Lake 
Mohave (on the Colorado River 
between Las Vegas and Laughlin) 
to meet some friends there and 
stay on a house boat, ride Sea 
Dos, etc.  On the way, we 
stopped at Sedona, AZ, and spent 
the night.  We had never been to 
Sedona before and were im-
pressed with the beauty of the red 
rock formations.   

1. USS Sedona -- the approach to 
Sedona looks almost like landing 
on an aircraft carrier (runway is 

atop a long bluff) 

2. Sedona Arrival – the two of us in front of our 
little home-built airplane after landing (we have 
about 120 hours on it now) 

3. Sedona Red Rocks – a view from the hotel 
balcony 

4. Good Reflections – 
one AM it was so calm 
behind the house boat 
on Lake Mohave that 
you could see the re-
flection of the hills.  It 
was so windy the day 
before that the big 70-
foot boat tore loose 
from the ropes shown 
on the lower left of the 
picture and we wound 
up sideways on the 
shore and had to call 
the marina crew to pull 
us off and reposition us 
(most exciting part of 
the trip). 
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It was about a six-
hour flight back with 
two stops along the 
way for gas and 
restrooms.  We got 
back to Lockhart at 
8:30 Friday night 
and couldn’t see the 
runway until we 
were right over it.  It 
was a fantastic night 
landing if I do say so 
with great modesty 
(we walked away 
from it) {;o) and 
we’re happy to be 
home.   

 

 

 
 

The little plane was 
cheaper and quicker 
than flying commer-
cial and a lot more 
fun.   

Best regards, 

Chuck & Edna Im-
ken 
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“Al”  Almond was born on All Saints Day, on No-
vember 1, 1920, in Albemarle, North Carolina.  And 
there he acquired the foundation that would develop a 
love of singing, traveling and flying.   

“I grew up with music always being a part of my 
life,”  he says as he sways ever so gently to the beat of 
some tune in his thoughts. “As a child I went thirteen 
years without ever missing a day in our Sunday 
school.  Our high school chorus won the state contest. 
Then as a freshman at Elon College in 1941 I sang 
second tenor in a quartet.  Presently, I am actively 
singing in our church choir.”   If his family tree is any 
indication, he will be singing a very long time. “One 
of my aunts lived to the age of one-hundred and 
seven and the other one lived ninety-nine years and 
nine months.  We traced our family back to Virginia.  
Dad was a grocer and learned the business by work-
ing and getting experience at the A & P Co.   It was 
my parents’  work ethic that made it possible for me 

to go to college.   But, as a youngster, I’d earn money 
by collecting whiskey pint and a half bottles, washing 
them in a small commercial washer in our basement 
and after buying new tops selling them to the boot-
leggers to reuse.  That’s how at thirteen years of age I 

had earned 
enough 
money to lend 
my brother 
eighty-five 
dollars.  When 
a year went by 
and he didn’ t 
repay me I 
took his 
Harley 80 as a 
‘paid-in-full’  
settlement.  I 
always try to 
be honest.  

 

“My father 
didn’ t fly but 
he was always 
helping barn-

stormers.  One day a sea plane  landed nearby.  My 
dad was offered a chance to go up and he accepted.  
But the three-dollar price for me to go up was too 
much for him.  I cried my eyes out and was allowed 
to go up too.  It wasn’t until I went to Presbyterian 
Junior College in 1942, that I had a flying start in the 
Civilian Pilot Training Program.  Students carried a 
full academic curriculum as well as a flight program 
that included: meteorology, traffic control, aviation 
courses and flight maintenance.  In 1943 I received a 
commercial license with instrument and flight in-
structor ratings. Flying became the mistress that got 
me through many rough times.  At times she has been 
a rather expensive endeavor.   

CONTINUED NEXT PAGE 

ALICE JACOBSON AND AL ALMOND ENJOY A 
LIGHT MOMENT DURING THE INTERVIEW. 



 

 

 

“A stint at the University of South Carolina and at 
Barnsville Military School in Georgia rounded off 
my educational experience before heading to Brooks 
AFB for Primary Trainers, PT-19 and to Randolph 
AFB in a PT–17.   From Charlotte to Phoenix I fol-
lowed the path until I finished B-25 training in 1945.  
Then I was sent to Tokyo, Japan at Headquarters Far 
East Air Forces and an assignment to 8th Army with a 
C-46 and crew.   In 1947 my C-46 crashed into To-
kyo Bay.  All of the crew was picked up by Japanese 
fishermen.  The replacement plane was a C-47.  After 
my return to the U.S., I separated from the military 
and entered the University of New Mexico.  Then the 
Korean War started and I was recalled to active duty 
to be a fighter pilot in a P-51.  

I once flew a plane over Nebraska and ran smack into 
a hail storm at 17,000 feet.  The plane’s radar was 
knocked off and I ended up flying for two hours to 
use up fuel before landing.  Another time I was 
thrown from a PT-13 during a slow roll maneuver.  I 
counted 1-2-3 than pulled the rip-cord and felt the 
parachute tug.  But my troubles had just begun.  The 
wind carried me to a grove of trees and smacked my 
back into a tree that was situated in a haven for rattle-
snakes (Ignorance is bliss),”  he chuckles as he adds, 
“I was lucky that day.  

“My longest and most interesting assignment lasted 
from June 1960 to November 1969 in the 19th LSS at 
Kelly Air Force Base.  I flew 10,000 hours in a C-
124 (Old Shaky) to many interesting places.  The C-
124 was a workhouse that could pick up a 20,000 lb. 
cargo through the elevator hole.  There three electric 
hoists would pick up the item and place it over the 
center/gravity (C/G) without local ground support.   
The engines were 3,800 horsepower (4360 w/28 cyl. 
= corn cob engine).  It carried four engines but could 
fly on three engines very well (and often did so).  

 

 

 

   

“During this time I did sixteen months of duty in Viet 
Nam.  That’s when I flew an EC-121 on intelligence 
missions.  I never built an airplane but then, I never 
wanted to,”  Almond states as he shrugs his shoulders.  

 With 14.000 hours logged on form 5 at his retire-
ment, and 3,300 hours logged on an RC-121 there is 
documentation of his skill and expertise in the glori-
ous career that spanned several decades. “I let the 
military pay for my love of flying and for my love of 
traveling,”  he says with a sly smile.  

 It’s a record of success that Irvis Hurley Almond Jr. 
can be proud of.   But more than that, he knows the 
true meaning of “to defend against all enemies”  and 
what it takes to say, “I am an American, a free 
American,”  because he served far and beyond the call 
of duty.   AJ                                      
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 RIGHT  C-124 “Old Shaky 



 

 

It was a warm and sunny morning for the first 
day of fall 2005. The motel I was staying in was 
full of people escaping hurricane Rita. Most of 
them had spent the last 20 hours, stuck in traffic 
on the highway from Houston. You couldn’t tell 
that Rita was churning out in the Gulf of Mexico. 
Here in San Antonio, it was blue skies and se-
vere clear with light and variable winds. The 
only thing on my agenda that morning was to 
go flying with Norris Warner in his Breezy.  

When we rolled it out of the hangar into the 
bright sunlight, it was obvious that this was the 
prettiest Breezy I had ever seen.  

It was a joint project, by Norris, his son Norris, 
Jack Ridgway and John Latour. They had done 
an outstanding job building it, and their color 
scheme was a real looker. It was bright yellow 
with orange accents and a white tubular fuse-
lage. We decided to fly over to San Geronimo 
Airpark and land. I had never seen the airpark 
from the air and I was anxious to get some ae-
rial photos. As we started our roll-out, the vibra-
tions from Medina’s grass strip, gave way to the 
smoothness of the morning air, as the wings 
took the weight off the wheels. With the wind in 
our faces, we quickly cooled off from the heat, 
as we slowly rose into the sky.  

Off to the right, a group of rather large buzzards 
circled in a thermal. The terrain below was 
greener than I had expected, with live oaks cov-
ering the rolling hills. Norris pointed his feet to-
ward San Geronimo and fifteen minutes later, 
we were over the airpark.  

As the ground slowly rose up toward us, we en-
tered the pattern and a few minutes later, you 
could hear the chirp-chirp of our main gear mak-
ing contact with the runway, as Norris made a 
perfect landing. 

 

CONTINUED NEXT PAGE 
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Riding in the Back Seat of a Breezy:   Kris Niswonger 



 

 

You haven’t really flown, until you have flown in 
the open-air with no cockpit to confine you. Fly-
ing in the Breezy is akin to driving a motorcycle 
on the ground.  

You have a tremendous sense of freedom be-
ing out in the slipstream with breathtaking views 
all around you. Many thanks to Norris for his 
hospitality, and for a flight that I will never for-
get.  ---Kris Niswonger 
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Riding in the Back Seat of a Breezy:   Kris Niswonger 

KRIS OVER THE HILL COUNTRY VIA THE BREEZY 


















	Page #1
	Page #2
	Page #3
	Page #4
	Page #5
	Page #6
	Page #7
	Page #8
	Page #9
	Page #10
	Page #11
	Page #12
	Page #13
	Page #14
	Page #15
	Page #16

