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CLASS 44-3

To the Class 44-3:

Throughout the past two years | have had the rare privi-
lege of visiting every battlefront of the world on special
missions for the Secretary of War, especially pertaining to the
Army Air Corps.

Everywhere | found our boys doing a marvelous job with
an esprit de corps unsurpassed, which is evidenced by the
splendid support being given to the other branches of the
service by our Air Force,

To you boys, who are graduating as bambardier officers,
will fall the responsibility of carrying on this spirit that those
who have gone before you have instilled in our men — | know
you will not fail in your duty to them and your country,

May | be presumptuocus enough to offer a word of caution
and advice. You, as bombardiers, are a vital and infricate part
of a bombing team, and unless you are equipped with knowl-
edge and experience that will fit into this team effectively by
placing your bombs on the target, you may be the cause of a
mission wasted,

Furthermore, prepare yourselves with sufficient knowledge
af the duties of your team mates, making it possible to con-
Hibule effectively in case of an emengercy.

In closing, may | wish for every one of you the best of
luck and, in addition to your own knowledge and confidence,
mever lose faith in that Power above,

A

VICTORVILLE ARMY AIR FIELD
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wessage from the
COMMANDING

OFFICER

February 26, 15944

To the Class 44-3:

Mearly five months ago you came to Victorville
Army Air Field to work . ., train. . .earn your wings.
Teday that first mission has boen accomplished.
Congratulations!

As you leave here you will realize this graduation
day is really the beginning of your combat training.
The combined navigation-bombardier course at this
school has of a necessity been concentrated. There
is not too much time these days. You have had to
work hard but so have your instructors worked hard,
They have given you their best. If you feel that
your government has given you good training, make
the most of it. . .and as your training goes on con-
stantly strive to improve your knowledge and tech-
nique so that you will be ready when you reach the
combat theatre, Today we ar VAAF are proud ol
you. We know that you will make your counfry
proud of you. Good luck. . .and put them where
they will do the most good!

EARL C. ROBBINS,
Colonel, Air Corps,
Commanding.
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LT. COL. ADOLPHUS L. RING MAJOR ROBERT H. MURRAY LT. ROBERT C. DAVIDSOM MAJOR CHARLES 1. SAMPSON
Post Executive Officer Director of Training Post Adjutant Administrative Officer

FIELD ADMINISTRATION

CAPT. JOHN D. BARNARD CAPT. WALTER P, MENZIES CAPTAIN LED C. AMENDT MAJOR KMOX PARKER
School Secratary Directar of Flying Air Inspector, Training Air Inspector
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.. WE GOT IN STEP!
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THE LEADERS LEAGUE...
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CAPTAIN A, H. MILLER
Chief Tactical Officer
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MAJOR HAROLD M. SKAGGS
Commandant of Cadets

\Q‘ CAPTAIN LOUIS H. GARRETT
o Depury Commandant of Cadets
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Victorville Loomed on the Horizon

The giant G. |. two and a half tonners rolled menacingly
toward ""the hell-hole of the Mojave.”

Lugubrious skeptics tock over and gibberishly plied the
conversation with “'the shape of things to come.” We thought
of H. G. Wells and shuddered. Maybe these jokers had some
inside dope about the place. The mere mention of Victorville
produced storms of unprintable patter.

The screeching halt of the G. |, buggies sounded like an
overture to doom, We were here...at last. Mo love...no
nothing. . .no brass band to greet us.

“I'm not kiddin’, fellas! This place is really tough. | heard
from a very reliable source that the food is terrible and the
barracks are even worse, . .and the tach officers. 0-0-0-0-0!
Well. , . you'll find out!”

Wa did find out]

Fears were liberated and skeptics changed their mournful
lyrics as Lt. Ardell Anderson took over controls, He made a
direct hit first ime up. And no flash in the pan artist, either.
He knocked home runs with us straight through a long, hard,
tedious eighteen weeks of adventure,

In this brief piece, we convey our deep-hearted thanks and
appreciation to Lt. Anderson, for it was he who led us through
the dark days in October, He taught us proper military disci-
pline and exemplified in himself the right and honer of being
an officer. He has imbedded in each of us, the incentive for
being a good officer, and with the foundation laid, under his
watchful eye, may we never swerve from that incentive. We'll
harbor an everlasting remembrance of a "swell guy.” At this
point memorabilia sets in and we're victims once again of. ..

CT. ARDELL ANDERSON
Tactical Officer
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NAVIGATION . ..

It was an undisputed fact. We ware guinea
pigs. But even a restive guinea pig has his
day...so we lived for the moment when we
could pack our gladrags, bid a fond adieu and
claim our rightful legacy. . . bombardier wings
.. .gold bars and a certificate of proficiency
in D. R. Mavigation.

In retrospect, the art of dead reckoning
was a comparatively simple job. We all had our
distinct and individual problems. Stan Swenson
always had more than his share,

“One day while | was still felding my map,
they told me | was going to navigate to Death
Valley and back. It seemed very much like a
prelude of things to come. Anyway | glanced
briefly at a map, drew in a couple significant
lines, and hurried out to the plane with an
armload of brief cases, computers, pencils and
erasers. There | found that the work table was
too small, the air too cold and my tools kept
jarring to the floor. The drift meter could Ee
quite confusing and | lost all ability to add or

subtract correctly. To tap it all off, | couldn™
see out of the plane so | hadn't any notion
where we were. |n desperation | called my
buddy in the nose of the ship and asked, "Will
you glance out and tell me where we ared |
seern to have lost my bearings somewhat.’

"'l was going to ask you the same thing,’
he screamed back, ‘| thought we were follow-
ing a high-tension line until | saw a freight
train on it.’

" That's nothing. | just took a drift read-
ing on a jack rabbit,

| felt that | nught tn he a pretty fair
dead-reckoner when my instructor put his final
stamp of approval on my mission with. ., , Desti-
nation dead ahead. . .ETA. . on the nose.”

From navigation, it was just a hop, skip
and a jump to the Ground Schoal building for
a daily round of verbal vitamins from Lieuten-
ants Horn, Lewis, Borrell and Friday. |t was
their job to teach us. ...




THEORY, THEORY . . . ..

How we pertormed in the air, depended entirely upon our ability
to grasp the paper and pencil work, generously bestowed upon us by
"The Four Horsemen."” They were out for blood. There was no escap-
ing the deluge. . .and so Lieutenants Friday, Horn, Barrell, and Lewis
took over.

We were past the eager stage and things came harder, but soon we
acquired a gourmand’s love for gears, gyros. . .malfunctions and the
like, There was little in the books the hardy guartette failed to give
us. They were willing to grubstake us for this art of exploration into
the theary of precision bombing. . . fifty per cent of the job remained
with us,

LT. LAWRENCE 5. HORN

LT. RICHARD A. BORRELL

But, we were a hard nut to crack. ““Why 15 if, sir. . .when I'm up
there killing drift, | always think of Ella Mae. She's my girl you know.
Ella Mae Gossamerfeet.” Wild-eyed instructors ventured a loud reply
and to “get that damn babe off your mind. You can't bomb and love
at the same time.”

The hell you say. We were willing to entirely forget Ella Mae if
they would only tell us how.

Yes, the things that troubled us most at the time, seem so
amusing now. Overs and shorts, . .deflection errors. . .synchroniza-
tion. . . malfunctions. There was more griping due for this unhappy
gang of classmen. The schedule slated us for a session on. ...

LT. JAMES C. FRIDAY
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JASZCZAK’'S JALOPY

Who invented this elevated monstrosity, any-
way? Why don't we dispense with the “kid’s stuff”
and take the bomb by the fins and go right to it?
The High Command was firm. We reluctantly suc-
cumbed to the inglorious task of learning how to
bomb in trainer hangar No. 3.

Mob hysteria mounted with each new day, We
wanted to fly and drop real bombs, And then one
night . , . the Kiwi Kids went berserk and sent a
brigade of "baby bombers” scooting across the
hangar runways intent upon driving straight through
the building. There were thoughts of confinement
.. .50 we veered from our course.

We complained. . .begged. . . pleaded, but still
the High Command centinued its firm denial, to
wit: Mo flying “till you learn this trainer stuff.”

We pitched in. Patient instructors tapped anx-
ious feet to the rat-a-tat-tat of our electric bombs,
We learned procedure, though, and saved ourselves
a million headaches later on. Happiness was short-
lived, however. We gulped a few more aspirins and
barged into the ready room. . ..

IT'S A GREAT LIFE!

perreerrrrreeeer e QR

T TN TR TR TR TR, Ry >

PR S (Y. Fr

EEEXEXX.

P!

"



awnnxjailan-..i:i:_w...:.i-_-n.aa;».ﬁ



A

TR R R R R IR T E Y

T LMy s myTe
", -
a7 J

ten
i F




T 2 R R E R R E R E R R T T T T R R E I T T T T T TR EETY R

RARIN” TO GO ...

With plenty of fool-proof theories crammed into our heads, we dashed
into the ready room in wild excitement, First glance reminded us of Grand
Central Station. . .or. . . the Victorville USO on a particularly crowded night
.. .or better still, a change of bill at Minskys. Here was a veritable paradise
for a schoal marm. . .blackboards all around the room. . .and plenty of eager
bombardiers with good intentions, Bombardiering would have been ever so
much simpler, if the army had only realized the importance of women
instructors.

There was an unnatural tingling clear to the bottom of our toes this first
night in the ready room. But after all, wasn't this an auspicious occasion.
A Bombardier is Born,

"Hey, Bud. . .stop gawking and tell me what you want.” The corporal

was insistent, We blabbered incoherently, but he understood, “Take care of
these things, Bud.”

One Parachute. . . $230.00; One Clip Board. . . $2.00; One Oxygen Mask
.+ - 36.00; One Flashlight. . . $2.00; One Stop Watch. . . $20.00; One Camera
.« - $600.00.

“If you lose them, Bud, they'll take it cut of your pay for the next ten
years,"

Cold beads of perspiration followed. . .and soon we were. . . .
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‘Get Vour Head Out”

Synchronization perfect,
Rubbles level and true,

Alir speed at '] 20
MNothing much to do.

But alas, | hear a clatter,
And new | must report,

| forgot my “extended vision"

The bomb hit three miles short,

THE CARE OF EQUIPMENT for! A GOOD C, E
A little luck, a little skill,
A little prayer, a little will,
A C-2 computer, an C-6-B,

A darn good pilot, and pencils three!
An M-4 camera and MO MISTAKES.
Eliminates the use of. . ..
(A lot of film to track the
impact back to the target.)
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Moonlight Missions

Can we ever forget the romance of Moonlight Bambing. . .and
the unsung slogan, “miss your sack and smack a shack,” thal
accompanied our ventures into the night? Remember what eager
beavers we were on the shadowy flight line. . .anticipating C. E.'s
of 25...and synchronizing on the red tail lights of the AT-11
ahead when the black of the night met the bombs of the bay?

Yet, there was a heck of a lot in night flying we thrilled to.
F'rinstance. . . the spectacle that came from glittering targets iso-
lated in the desert and the twinkling stars that coughed bacause we
pulled the instructor’s leg instead of the switch in the dark nose.
How about L. A. and its suburbs in expansive splendor. . .the
colored lights. . .and how we wished we could “paratroop™ down
to the Palladium or the Ambassador. Remember those searchlights

.. the 5,000,000,000 candle watt giants that scanned the skies
and made us “come out, come out wherever you were.” Yes, there
were many memoralle sights in night flying.

Then the landing. We wondered if the pilot would make 2 soft
one between the amber rows of field guides and most usually he
did. The mission was over. . . the result. . .“"No shack. . .no sack,
and no flak either.” We rushed from the flight line to home
territory for a new kind of battle. The card read
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GALINDO Versus LEWIS

“In this corner. . ,at *8] pounds, we have THE KING OF
CAIl ISTHFENICS 1+, Renjamin Lewig. . .and. . .in thiz cor
ner,..at 190 pounds...we have that famous KITCHEMN
COMMAMDER. . .Lt. Bert Galindo."

The fight was on, It seemed to us a heartless state of
affairs. . .but we were merely innocent bystanders, rife with
the spirit of fisticuffs and this ringfest promised to be a
healthy squabble.

Day after day the battle raged. Lt. Galindo nursing our
avoirdupais. . , producing menus that would have startled the
chef at the Ritz. He plied us with monstrous, juicy steaks,
mellow white mountains of mashed potatoes, forests of nutri-
tious vegetables and every conceivable delicacy we could name,
Faster than you can say Fatty Arbuckle or Katharine Smith, we
began to fill out the baggy G. |. issue, But this Utopia was
destined to real failure.

Lt. Ben Lewis, sparring in the center of the ring was sworn
to revenge. He didn’t mind having us fill cut our G. |, gladrags,
but when the seams started to burst in the most obvious,
revealing corners, he got fightin® mad. He scooted off to the
source of irritation.

And so we had athletics! Muscles for bombardiers. | .Yes!
But, no paunchy stomachs. ..no sagging waistlines, Taboo
...taboo! The big drive was on. He gave us everything in the
books. . .situps . .. chin-ups . .. side straddle hops . . . wind
sprints. . . shuttle-races. ., , arm exercises. . . leg exercises, and
any other muscle molders on record. A few not on the record
were thrown in for that extra good measure. As an added
feature, we haunted the cage lots, threw some mighty nifty
ringers, pounded a home run into left field and knocked the
hell out of the punching bag

Lt. Lewis smiled. Maybe he was winning this battle of
calories after all, Well, . . he thought so anyway. We didn't
stop to figure it out, The schedule read. .. Mess. . .and we
were starved,

The battle still rages. Lt. Galindo putting it on...L%L
Lewis. . . taking it off.
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PART OF THE GAME. ..

The prolific school secretary’s office pleaded
not guilty to the charge of riding the fag-end
af 44-3, but we knew it was the work of some
scoundrel there when our schedule read, . .
meteorology. . .code. . . aircraft identification
.+ .5mall arms

We were a plucky bunch though, and waded
through the process of being groomed for that
special day with ease and the kind of grace
that puts Henry Kaiser and his whirlwind artists
to sharme.

Bombardiers in eighteen weeks? Yes, but
more than that, They were bound and deter-
mined to make well-rounded personalities out
of us. We took it all with a grin. . ."cause this,
too. . .was parl of the game
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MINUTES TO SPARE(

Love of bombardiering registered in sl place in o medley of learning.
Yet, the sideline attractions coaxed us away on those all too infrequent
weekends when King Gyro went to bed. There were minutes between classes
for a coke — or maybe a gabfest with the well-stacked blonde at the PX. ..
a Sunday session at Arrowhead over a glass of the kind of stuff that makes
a bombardier forget,

Melancholia set in sometimes — and so we wrote letters and more letters,
repeating the constant confession that /I love you, loads.” Then we sweated
out a mail line to see if she still cared, Love does silly things to a fella’s C. E.

We worked. . .we sweated , . .we prayed. . .yet somehow we always found
time in a hectic schedule to shoot the bull, . . just good shop talk or perhaps
a recital about that favorite movie and what big...big...eyes (?] the
heroine had. The long-haired boys kicked the libretto ‘round and screamed
holy hell each tirme we dialed Dorsey with his “Star Eyes.”

There was bowling for the maple marvels. . .basketball for the cagers,
Yes. ..we all had fun during our minutes to spare. . .minutes that brought
lasting friendships. . . minutes to be set aside and logged for memory.
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JAMES C. ALEXANDER

East Liverpool, Ohls
The anly B. who kKrwi
Mo=well Fald inslde aut. Left
Ohio State U to join codets
Good man on the boske 1
courf squally o5 good
owver the torgets,

ANTHOMY F. BARULICH
Bakersfiuld, Calif,
Meutrol when iF comes o
comparing Fla and Cal
farmeg, snge he lived in bath
Former crew chief n A-20

RALPH E. BORDMER
Eglvidere, linois
Tought school in [linois, Wes
in the Ambossador o much,
he wos considered gne of 1o

Fixiures,

RALPH H. AMDERSOM

Jamestewn, M. ¥
Tall and honest Andy wos an
o Hbbar por excpllonce. For-
merly on  engraver in  the
Tregsiry Dept. before er
ng. A nice low C.E

JOSEFH R. BERMAN
Breakiyn, M, ¥,
Tygpcol civilion of the ¢loss
Raced with Bryan far 1he
hanor ol baing the last ong
out for all formotions.
“There's no sense in hurry-

g™

GEORGE H. BOWER, JR,
Boston, Mossz,

Won many arguments by ouf-

shauting  th th

Head @ dai

“"demos” ond

ol shacks,

¥ § O
plotted Ihc 'n

FRANCISCO A. AVILA
Orangeburg, M. Y.
Framciscs, the speed demon
swi 05 fast o poce aon The
sight o5 he did an the track,

LESLIE BERRY
Woaster, Ohia
forl'le" Woosier College man
. father of the class

unossuming, and o
pood ‘guy to know, Did mare
than hin shore of detailh.

DEWITT F. EROWH
Ju.lburl'l H. Y.
‘Bement ence had 4 close
shava
Eritar] aing |
ing Opera

ot

b
the shower

JOSEPH F. BAHNKEN
Lt Albams, M. Y.
Longy Giland” to youl Typi
cal Inshenon. Deodsys on the
poskeiball court. A genius in
araund Had more
o th

GEORGE H. BLAHHIK
San Pedra, Calit,

The boby of the closs For-

mtr  faherman deluxe from

San Podro, Fovorite hobby

shaving. Wishas he had more

to shawe, though.

FRED WILLIAM BRYAM
Jackuanvilla, Florida
Moved with o codence that
matehad his slow, sautharn

drowl. Chorter member of
‘Boik's Joiks™ . . . jovial
. aminkls

DEMMNIS BAKER
Arlington, Ya.
Can't woit until he returns
o Washinghan, D, T, and re-
sumes normal living with his
wife and son. Proctical Joke
feard,

HYMAM BLOOM
Maw York, M. ¥.
Logped more brown time than
flight tima. He wos olways
willing to halp onyons —
smoke thesr cigoreftes. Ew-

pert pistol shot,

= =
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JAMES DRAPER BURKE
Haddenfield, M. J.
Brother of Flight “A's" pin
up girl. Ex navigation stu
cdent, He may be a smoll
mon's beord on The desert
man, but he rolsed o big

ROBERT BARMETT
Asplawall, Pa,
‘Jueior,” A former orf sfu
denf  From F‘.H::_w_,-'-'_'rl._

ofraid of nothing
wamen! Hopes to revalutio
im0 window  designing

MILTON BLOOM

Les Angeles, Calif,
Los Angeles hia homa
whaot o lucky dog. A recent
Fofbuey popular in R
borrocks. Hod two cors. In
sists e i not reloted to
Hyman

DEMMIS ALBERT BYRME
Leximgton, Moss.

A Mew Englonder amd known

ol the “Beou Brummell™ of

“B" Flght becowse af his

reatness of dress. Sovs he

likes VAAF,

RICHARD C. BARTLETT
Bridgewater, Mass,
Studind navigation at Mon-
One jump ohoo
al us, Quigl, soiy go
Dick calls Boston ho

ritary.

JOHH BODMHARUK
Spring Valley, M. Y.
A former bank cherk, smiling
johewy  made  friends  of
\r'."n..-'\-F_ A comera tiend who
snapped all the stars ot As-
rawhead

ROBERT C. CAMPBELL

Minneapolis, Minn.
A aueot, likeable chap who
hails from AAinnesoba, Armisi-
fious ond enenpoetic You
coaldr't Tind a thing wrong
with him, Ambition — Tour
Algaka
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JOS, CAMPOLONG, JR,

Haw York, H, Y,
Little Boy “Blew” and " Blew. "
Requisitioned steam  whistlo
from quarfarmaster to awaken
lets i maorning.  Hobby:
Shower operas and garden-
ireg.

JAMES WALKER CLARK
S8, Gearge, M. Y.

It was he who cheered our

corly morning orimgs with

has goad humar, Girls think

him cute, bul his romances

have oll been malfunctions.

JOHM C. DAHMER
Chicaga, Ilinals
Wa wondar F the maliune-
than kid woubd mind drill so
mach I Cadet Olficers were
WAC's. Wife cocks him o
steak every Saturday night,

ARCAMGELD CARLINMI
Lockawanna, M, Y.

A product of sweney |taly and
we oll hope ta live up to his
fine slonclard of Amaricon-
wm., Congeniol, with o gréat
sorie o&f humar, Hobby:
Spoghottl cookin' mamas!

JOHH JOSEPH CLARK
Hew York, M. Y.

Here we hove a modemn
versian of Rip Van Wenkle,
& brother of o lod who war-
rimd obout nothing ond tha
anly man alive who can sléep
whily clondiip-timineg

PERRY A. DAWSOM
Wilmingten, M. C.
A typical rebel who holls
from Maorth Caraling. A flash
performer in the ale, Hos on
atcen? oll his own.  Broke
Toaled record with his C. E,

JAMES A. CARLINO

Froepart, M. Y.
A bombardier with o definite
future, Dn hig firsl mission,
e bombed o roilroad, He
added a Teuch of masch need-
::11.1 aynurhiul Innocence o
43,

JULIUS DARIUS COBB
Mossopegua, H. Y,
Strictly the fresh-air type. He
slapt with oll windows wide
epen in 20 dagress Bobow.
Room-maotes slept in winter
Hying equipment. Hobby:
Hunmting . . . good hunting

FRANK E. DcBORGER
Brookiyn, M. Y.
Strictly on the ball. Tokes
real pride in his bombing,
Faw gigs . . . never ouf of
fine. Crack “HBambs Away™

salesmarn.

HERBERT CARLSOM
Breokiyn, M. Y.
A big Swede from Brooklym.
A hot bombordier from the
stort, Ha storted out good
ond mod a comfortabhe E E
gl the way

OWEN GLENN COOPER
Baltimore, Md.

An example of efferveicen)

biut mischlowous youth, He

graw all af 1/16 inches of

beord during his week on the

desert.

HARRY L. DELAPLAME
Chicaga, llinaks

Here wo howe o collegiote

tombardier, A MNofre Dome

lad whom we gredict an early

chomplombia In the Chew

Hound Club.

H. B. CARPENTER
Pittiburg, Texas
Our lone star represonictive
and & rootin’ footin® one ab
thot, Hopes to buy chicken
farm after his share of &bg-
loyin® Is done.

ARTHUR M. CORRIE
Atlanta, Geargia
Valiont dofendar of e rebal
cowse ond Géorgla peoch
Claimi. them ba “yeller” and

*fuz-zoy."

JOS, J. DEL MARMOL
Philadelphio, Penno.
“Thase wha don't want 1o
eot, foll out.” What do you
five on Del? Ch, well . . . wo
con't ofl have wives waiting

oufaide the gaobe,

MANDO A, CAVALIERI

Chicaga, lllinais
His Mapaleonic lecdership has
ngwar  Taltersd wunbil ha W
Glendole. Here he met his
Waterloo in the form of a
blonde. Hobby: Balcony
doorr.

ROBERT M. COTTOM
‘Waban, Maoss,
The energetic, efficient type.
He typities fhe cool, precise
bombardier, Wbk woa bhod
more of his kind.

JOSEPH P, DEMPSEY
Darchester, Mass
et . . . reserwed, HWever
ailed to get hizs room ready
for inspochion bofore anyone,
Going 1o be o real success,

PAUL CHRYST
Patistawn, Pa.
Squodron Commander of Ma.

v o« mt married] Hos
the enwy of everyone . . .
the wifie is berrific.

ROBERT J. CROOKS
Dmaha, Mebraska
The borbor's nemaosis Trom
Mebrotka, ‘Well-known for—
mgar, U'm a hithe boto—chew
wuz loter fodoy than wiual,*
Glider pilsd, 1o

LELAND HOBART DODA
Dumzan Mills, Calif,
"Bombing is Just like shoot-
kg Ducks’ Ha found out
differantly. Still persists in

giving i all he's gat.



JOHM H. EMGELMEIER
Fittsburgh, Panna.

W, P. DORGELOH
Rutheriard, M. 1

ROSS E. ELLIOTT, JR.

Terre Haube, Indiana

The trock af the troner The kwe bug got hem, Good ‘Wos quiet. Mod o very good
ongar, Alsa ong of fhe bet- luck, Rows you'll meed it of Fdmioe . when he
ter bombardiers of 44-3 what one we saying! All of his closmates

g and bamb-

AMDREW R. FRIESEN
Hibiside, M. J.

WILLIAM PIKE GATES

Chattansoga, Tenn.

LAWREMNCE A. FROST

Honsen, Maoss.

Found a home in itk arey Mo instructor alive could keep Farnaug fost wards . . . “Toke
Boosts MocArthur for Pres rost owake in Grownd School off wyour hat . . . you're in
dent Wil never need Ovolfine to 5f. Poul's Cothedral.”™

radax,

e

-

EDWIN JOS. GRAMGER JAMES L. GRISARD
Buffale, H. Y. Chattanoega, Tann
‘Take Ten ond smarten up.” Tha imverted WV man, .
Grange kit the ailk in rthe
ready reom, Potentlal Borry
Goodman on clarinet?

SAMUEL GURLITZ
Warcestor, Mass.
A mouss in the barrocks "
a wolf on Open Post. ‘What
could e befter,

band.

7
mude of the pos

IRWIN JOS, EPSTEIN
Chicaga, Hlinais
A windy city leliow,. Lives
far thirgs Chicogo
andd 0o

JOHM STAMLEY GAVEL
Batavia, M, Y.

Short but powerful. ‘Will be

a proud Papa 3oen. Congrar-

ulations, John . ond may

there be more of them.

LEOMNARD A, HAAS
Chicogo, llimols

Hey, Falios . @ EEen
pound baoby giel but . . . no
cigars . . . Mo payday.

JOHH PHILIP FEDAK
Bridgepart, Conn.
He lived for Open Post, Took
adwvantage of oll his minutes
to spare ., . bl good hamb
g continued. Knows his woy
orpund

LAWREMCE A, GLAZIER
Morthfiald, Mags,

Talk cbout noise, This fellow

fokes the gold ring for abl

oround gobhing. Good ball-

player everyone's buddy.

RICHARD T. HABEL
Teoneek, M. 1.
Eoawar with a brief cosa, Al-
ways @ smile on his foce , . .,
& guy we |fked to call friend

JAMES R. FEMMESSEY
Moplewood, M. 1,

Whot o strongs force palls

wou to Decth Volley o Mawi

palion missicns, Jim?

PAUL ARTHUR GOETI
Methpage, L 1., M, ¥

Handsame debonair

and knew ik, Voled tha mon

most likely to succeed

“Thore's one ‘G in Long

Islarnd, Demgasey."

RICHARD H. HAGE
San Francisco, Caolif.
One of ihoss ordent sup-
porfers of the couss, bo wil:
Colifornia shauid be glven
bock fo the [rudions!!]

H. D. FRIEDLANDER
Broakiyn, M. T,
Tha terror of Los Angpebes . .,
greol corfoonst great
lowver, He's the boy who drew
most of the corfoons for Fhis
hook

BAILEY GOODELL
Welli River, VE
Kick ‘em oul Goodell, You
should iy maore olften with
Fedok.

RAYMOND W. HALL
Adalphia, M. J.
Mot enly om | ignceont -
Bart | con prowe i1, Modest
o hell about the whale thing,
ey,

, 9299999298 Q 8490
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DOMALD W. HAROQLD
Rochaster, M. ¥.

Why, Mister, | have more
soba  sock  Gime  than you
have . amd | can preve iE

WESTOM ORLIE JAYNE

Elmira, M. Y.
Mo wine, no womgn bt
he doos sing.

LED HEMRY KOMOPKA
Scranton, Poana,
One of owr soger boys. As a

mesult wos  flight  Seegeont
three timos. Disogreed with
others on rodie progroms,

HAROLD F. HARSTEDT
Leomba, M, J,

“Lily Pors is & colorofura

saprono??  |s she really cal-

aredf? | thought sk wos

Franch,™ That gives you @

rough idea, boys

—,
- -

i "

)

HOWARD A. JOHHWSOM
Frankiin, Ind.
This boy  sponds  two-thinds
of his fime combing his hair
e ather haif wrifing
letters, Bombing s T
incidantal.

WILLIAM KRAKOVITZ
Clevaland, Ohio

One of the coger boye .

spand his dpare lime thinking

up guestions for his aetrug-

tors. Eoges + yooh mond

JEFFRE DAMIEL HART
Mt Hally, M. €.

Gaot these insignios off, and

fell the C.Q. I've gone T tha

lote show.

ALLEN BERMARD JUDE
Anoka, Minn.

Being an old & |, . » T

wos one of tha most cooper-

ative koydets whan It coms

to folling in . . . the sock.

FRAMCIS KUPETZ
Barneshere, Penna,
When he's not running bock-
wards on the football field,
Kupels wai lockung ahead ta

the weokend of Berdoo,

JOHH RUNDLE HERD
Pen Argyl, Penna.
Gab up, Mister . o o
sitting on my tooth,

WILLIAM P. KISILUK
Thoamastan, Conn.
Will leave his work af Victor
wille by wirtue of a mcoed
bombking misson.  Since then
. has concentrated on
yaking down dooss

ARTHUR L. LARRAMCE
Rénmo, Hovada
Hgvar could prepare his room

for inspection on time or
march  in  cademce,  Mever
warried . , . alwoys smiling

A. B. HOUSKEEPER

Hewton, M. J.
He left Hart holding the
bogs. Two bags . . . foo bod.

MORRIS KLEIM
MHaw Yark, H. ¥.
Our coroer Soldser. Aldready
ks won comaderable oction
by his learning how to aim
again.

WALTER JO5. LEAHY
Mow Yark, M. ¥.
Tried to torm Flight E'S cf
g I unilorm into soldiors
He had the rank Fleght
Ligutenant and Squadron
Coptain, Amazingly tiorough

MARVIN G. HOWELL
Memphiz, Tean.
All moisw ond stomach
Groaned as loud as his gos-
tric juices bart still o
mice  felflow Slow, Rebel
drawl. Valleylall aaplront

FRAMCIS A. KLUCZ

Harfolk, Va.

Lives for just twa thing

gpen post ond sock

This Southern humorisl i

now  awaifing the orrival of
a fittle Klucz.

me.

“n
<5
b

YALERIAM J. LEKSAM
San Franchice, Caklif.
“The Greal Omar. Usually
found drowing corfoons  or
paychoanalyzing ar of the
numerous visitors to his room,

alryl

JOHANNES IDEMA
Fhitadelphia, Penna.
Diomonds ond puddin' what
mare coudld Mre. M1 weant?

FLOYD W. KNAPP
Painted Post, M. Y.
Hod o hoged time convincing
ws that Pointed Post wos o
fown and not o dog kenno
quiet . + personable
Cixbat

SANFORD WM. LEWIN
Woodmers, M. Y.

All around good fellow. Swail

sense of humar, Has dropped

g out of comens

hateh but the instructar.




SHIRLEY CURTIS LEWIS
Indionopalia, Ind,

A quist boy . . COsy going

Hoosier who pulled dewn the

highest morks with the

slightasl gifort, Ona of the

few fathers in the cioss,

ROBERT C. MEEKER
Soratogae Springs, H. Y.
Sack ortist persaonified
“Doughter, wolch oul  for
those quiet fellows.” A Good
machinist and ke  follows

through on the bambsight,

ADRIAN OOMS

Lynden, Wosh,
"Hut, sir, if PR T,
sager begver boy who irored
his sheets ond blankets for
inspections. He woi olwoyd
there with the most. A swall
Al

JO5. R. LIMOMCELLOD
Chicaga, |llinpis
Bubbles, Bubbles . . how
can they be so avaihve, Wos
gure that every borb would
have been a shock bt for

them,

ROBERT CARTER MILLS
San Francises, Calif.

The tronsportation poromator

for L. A. Hapdy-go-hucky on

fop, but a sentimentolist of

hipart. Knows Hollywead and

the stars like a boolk

HYMAN O550FF
Peabady, Moz
“Listen, Adrian, It should be
done this way. Don't give me
ary orgumants  oithes™ A
greal odvocote for the easl

with twoa laughs for one

MARVIN DALE LITT
Chicage, lllinzis
BTO from Chicogo. Usually
fourd ssending his  open
posts @f Asrowieod.  Almost
os fall os the toles he fokd

HORACE RAY MOODY
Clarkastan, Wash,
PHaorse™ js ow H. B. A jolly
old G 1. with o heort, that
tits his smile. His weakness?
Weakends i tha hright
lights, Whaor could be finer.

ROBERT E. PACQUER
Saattle, Wash.
"Rerdoo, here | coma T
human encyclopaedia, always
rgady with an answer. Sedicus
ord  studious ond  cloims
washington the best state

n the Union

HEMRY LEWIS LOMG
Springfiald, Mass.
Could always fid semething
to Taweal out.” He is eosily
racagnized by his huge frame

and red hair

ROBERT J. MeCOY, JR.
Cleveland, Ohia

ey, Meeker, that lost oo

won G000 fepr from  torget

four,” Ope of our hot shots

from the thres C's |s always

ready with o lough

LEIGH DAVIS PEFFER
Honalulu, T. H.
ey, Doc can you hide
my bomb during inspection?’
Wine, women and Song wore
geltirg him down. Concello-
tion music lessans

WILLIAM 5. MACE

Baltimore, Md.
This gentleman fram Yieginks
it always heaed from. Reody
to argue with anyorne abolt
orytiung. However, too good-
nafured to be token seri
owshy.

HAROLD WM. HADIN
Haorwalk, Conn.

Remaember those
"glacks” before first callf
Guess who? A good steady
puy fighiting for the lirtle
worman bock home.

"Stud."™

CARL R. PHISTER, JR.
Erie, Penna.

The youngest momoer in tha
Hight, Welghs about of much
as o practice bemb, The boys
gure kidded him buf he's @
nice fellu-iv. 0K te fun
gir-t-r-r 111

HORACE MALLINGER
Hew York, H. Y.
Full of ambitian a goad
mafured Mew Yorker with o
boomeng voice and heart 1o
match.

FRAMK F. MELSOH, JR.
Son Froncisce, Calif.
“Pawdarkurn.  Moons . . .
“Buf, =ir, 11,000 feat Is tod
for away from the targer.’
Wi sold on his wite os well
o5 insuronce before cadets,

ROBERT F. POMMERING
Chicage, lllingiz
“ou think this s fough?
You should hove boen in ot
infantry!™  Drove instructons
crazy by going into detail.
Likes averything west of the
Mississippl, including Texms.

THOMAS A. MATASSA
San Formands, Calif,
“Eoider.” A sock time spe-
ciolist first anp im, bost
ong out, Uncle Sam claims
himi but his hearl belongs o

Juanita. Wodding bells,

EDWARD 1. MICKEL
Gary, Indiana
"Come on,
it out.™ Silent
the big grin,
“ane™ g million guys,

ROBERT MILTON PRICE
Indiznapelis, Ind.

The red heoded wl'l|r = |rmi=
Cara. 8 mora

If‘;‘ﬂf,.._.":"nn the givls than

arveng. One of those guys

with big blue eyes that you

carf'l forget.

teeecqcqaqana
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RAYMOND PETER PUCK
San Jose, Calif.

The kid next doar  with

frackles and o condid cam-

era. | con't get them in
thare the targel is foo
small'  Armoteur geologist

ardd waather man

JACK STERMBACH
MHew York, H. Y.
A bBombsight i3 jus! an apoen
book o him, Wish we could
soy the some thing obowt
tht devilish Tlute he play

DEAN 5. TOWMSEND
Long Beach, Calli.

Was strictly oeutdoor

type. Liked all forrms of aths

letles @d wou might have

moticed,

JOHM R. ROBERTS, JR.
Jenkintawn, Penna.
';_h.s nighd

STAMLEY F. SWENSON

Irishmoin.

DAYID E. TYRRELL
Lo& Angobes, Callf.
Knows more obaut hits

4 comera hatches than
v man lving. We'd all like
to hove his C. E

RICHARD T. ROBIMSOM
Rochester, M. Y.

The mafly silont ang  who

waosn't stumped by onwthing.

Had his 12Cs fillad cast long

before anyone. Oh, thass big

bressn eyes]

MARION E. SWOPE
Dmoha, Mebr.
! cut fhese ponds off throe
times and ithey're still too
short,

FRAMK 5. VAN DORMN
Matawan, M. 1

He hokd his head high . . .

ta keep from stepping on his

beard ofter a week on the

clesact

HERBERT F. ROSOFF
Middletown, Conn,
Got off to o good stert In
navigotion by glving pilot a
mag. beading fram the T.A S,
column, Strictly glomaor boy,
mcluding the cwrly hair

JOHM F. TAYLOR
Cohoes, H, Y.
Hatd the despest volcs of
onpone  in 44-3, A real
square-shaoter.

ROBERT M. VERBRYKE

Lebomon, Dhio

He saw the movie, '"Tha
Gang's All Hers,” 18 con-
tecutive times . . . becouss

Alisa Faye meminds him of
somecne of homae,

JOSEFH MARION RUBY
Flintxtena, Md,
Enows more obout Pomano
thon their Chamber of Com-
merce. Will pack his gladrags
and make this district his
permanent stamping grounds
.« post war,

OLIVER JAMES TAYLOR
Bristol, Tenn.

“lust fly me o shock coursa,

sir.”  Thinks his instructors

are the finest Men in the

Air Corgs

FRANCIS ). YVILMINOT
Jackson, Mich.

A stwady, corsistent  man

who found no trouble com-

bining rmmarried  life  with

pombing

JACK HYMAM RYFF
Passaiz, M. 1.
“I'm open to conwiction, but
I'd ke 1o see anyane Con-
wines me,”

CURTIS E. THRIFT
Yontura, Colif,
Men who know thelr stotes
Iz'.mr choosa ?n:-mrn-n i 8
e

RAY ODELL WAHLER
LaValle, Wisconsin
Balimves that horseghoss ara
the degl sport for developing
rugged bombardiers. We

wonder how?

ROBERT O. STEPHEMS
Fulkerton, Mabe,

A good soldier. He knows
msre aboul the junglas [n
Panama thon the mosquitoes
i,

WILLIAM H., TITLEY
ingfiald, H. J.
Ha could finish exominations
faster most of us could
réad instructions

PRESTOM J. WALLACE
Fuebls, Caba,
Dropping bombs i oll right
but I'd rother be cobinet-

making again.



GEORGE B. WALTOMN
Pledmont, Calif.

G lhghts wealher man, Al-
woys hod aone eye on the
clewds and the othéer on o

weather mgnual

LOUIS A. WESTPHAL

Kendall, Witcensin

The Moth teacher had plenty
solving Sambe

of trouble . . .
ing problems.

ERMEST YUHAS
Harrliburg, INinsis
Moi one fo brog, but behind
that ouisl countenance lies
plenty of persomality ond
pambing ability

ROBERT WASHIMGTON
Gastonie, M, T,

An all-round athlcte with o

madest monner, Caralino Bay

with o thick Southern Dvgwl

that mode the lodies swoon,

Whal ladiess?

WILLIAM J. WHITE, JR.
Chicago, Illinais
"Guess I'm always in some-
one's hoir.'" Poppy Bill was
sbrictly @ home boy wha re

lowed on the hardwosds

EUGEME G. ZAREK

Milwaukee, Wisconsln
King of Salva
nombing ard baosketball . .
as aven officers Know

GEORGE F. WATFORD
Midland, Toxas

The only good mon  who

ever come out of Texos

Madash . 0 bang-up cages

and o hord codet closs book
warker,

!_7 _

W, 5T. JOHN WIESLER
Sheboygon, Witcontin
“The - 5aint."
hawe oy enjovable week-

ends in Los Angeles . . . in
gpite of bubble-trouble and

malfunciions

Algs e "

organing.

Maoroged to

FRED. 5. ZIMMERLI
Kansas City, Hansas
The better half of the Thoee
Z's. Found military lite o bit wihg  shewad
differdnt fram drumming and

E. K. WEBSTER, JR.
Haddan Heights, M, J,
Adoléscent? Perhaps . . . but
@ hot bombordier. Toctful
and copobis in spite of his

modasty,

R. M, WILSON
Birmingham, Alsbama
Spoats star of The class. ‘Wean-
erful  coordination

hglpnd
hirmi, A deadly bombardier!

WILLIAM F. ZOELLMER
Lewisville, Minn.

A mécharical

Figil H it

Morden only beot him to fhe wine  love

invantion becouse of his age

PHILIP JOSEPH WEITZ
Mew York, M. Y.

Fourd Bombing very simple

ond st as simple to be first

in the chow ne . . . and

cut of tha gate on Saturdey.

WILLLAM F. WILSOM
Ridgewoad, M. J,
Mo trouble with the nsfruc-
tors, Bt 1F fook him o long
time to solve the mystery of
the bombsight.

master  miind

BRUNO H. WAYCIE
Albony, H.Y.
A Chorocter with o loathing
for beach heods. Had a gen=

Matorious in basketball . .

RAYMOND EARL WELLS
Columbusz, Thio

Quiet, copoble with o wall-

founded self-confidence in

his own ahiilty,

LAWRENCE R. WOLFF
Chicogo, linals
Bombing 5 wmpla for this
Chicogo doydreamer. He st
tokes A tirme ard the sight

does the hurrying

married life.

Oh, well we can't ol be In far his "Biug Dorter.™
the big time circuit.

FHILLIF F. WHALEN
Cantan, Ohin
Old lrevpants himself, Gan-
Inely mildary bt just
ai penuine i his weskond
good tiemas with the rest of
the boys.

ROY ROBT, WOOD, JR.
Cleveland, Ohis
The youngster of his flight.

Showed everyone how o
really get hits.

SAMUEL JOS. LISICA
Coropolis, Penna.
Seldam fourd his oem room
Was only at homa |'r'll'll.'i| ini
gomeong else's sock ar play

ing on the ball-field,

eeeereceeerEeEEREEOEREROER RN QS 8

-~ & ®
e e L






E . TE "B " "Em " " "

30 dddddddddd i dveoLudLrDbIIT

.. Please

Vour Signature .



li'TﬂTﬁ’i%iiiiibibli.biibﬁi“‘.l

LoOOK .- 1T's SUPERMAN!

By

STANLEY FORD SWENSON

"Where's my crew?'’ screamed the pilot as he stood by his sturdy
B-29.

“He'll be here in a minute,” remarked the mechanic, anxiously
eyeing the door of the ready room.

What do vou mean, he'll be here? ['m missing a navigator, a bom-
bardier, and. . . half a dozen gunners.”

"D, that's all right,"”’ replied the machanic
assuredly, ““This fellow graduated from Victor-
ville Army Air Field and has been precision
trained in all phases of air crew training. Actu-
ally, he's the most versatile artist in the Air
Forces and represents a liberal expenditure of
Uncle Sam's funds.

"Do you think it's really necessary for me
to go along,”” queried the pilot with suspicion.

“MNot actually. . .but you may as well go
along for the ride. The weather's fine."” The
mechanic was caustically humeorous,

Suddenly from the ready room, & Mars-
like creature emerged. In awe-struck admira-
tion the mechanic whispered..."This is a
Victorville-Bombardier-Mavigator.” The pilot
was speechless. Mever before had his weary
eyes feasted on such a suspicious sight.

This Engine of Destruction lumbered gro-
tesquely toward the mighty bomber, Draped
around this form was a parachute, six calibre
.50 machine guns and several thousand rounds
of ammunition. Yes. . .he even carried a pilot
balloon for weather observation. ... A walk-
ing arsenal!!

The fingers of his right hand hald tha
stabilizer firmly; his left fingers caressed the bomb sight. Between his
teeth he gripped a brief case. . . bulging with computers. . .plotters. . .
mercators. . . dividers. . , erasers and more computers,

Having reached the plane, he dropped what he could., . . jumped back
from the equipment that crashed to the ground. . .revealing a hidden
camera, several screwdrivers, a book on meteorology, and a copy of Dale
Carnegie's "How to Win Friends and Influence Pecple.” (Editor's Mote:

He intended to drop that too when he ran out of bombs.)

The propellers bit the air as our human dynamo preflighted the sight
with his left hand. . .hand-charging the nose guns with his right hand
and making mental calculations concerning the true course, the drift,
ETA, ATA, NRS, AFCE, BVD and LSMFT,

Once the plane is in the air, things really
begin lw inuve rapidly, The one-man bombshell
records the temperature in the nose of the
ship at each even thousand feet of altitude; at
each odd thousand feet he goes to the back
of the ship to record the airspeed. Between
trips he checks the flight instruments, sets up
the AFCE, shoots down all enemy planes within
range, takes a triple drift, makes five-minute
entries on his navigation log, prepares a 5
course dinner. . .and logs a few choice minutes
of sack time.

MNow the plane is approaching the target,
so tha specialist in murder takes all his maps
and other navigation equipment out of the
nose of the ship. While he is killing course, he
figures out a complicated radius of an action
problem for the trip back and does evasive
action through a curtain of flak. He jeers the
enemy pilot with a monotonous version of
“Flat Foot Heinie with Your Flak Flak." As
soon as course is killed, he clicks the pilet,
fires all nose guns, figures out a pilotage wind
and makes another entry in his log. Killing
rate is difficult but he easily checks ten belts
of ammunition for short rounde, takes a quick
DR Eusirim; makes another leg entry, reads chapter twelve of Carnegie's
book and sets up the intervalometer. At last “"Bombs Away." As the
demos fall, he dashes back to the camera hatch in time to record a
direct hit and shoot down another ME-110.

As he rushes up to the nose, he gives the pilot, ., . "Okay to toin,
Doc”, . .and then lunges forward to cage the gyro before it topples.

The trip back is quite uneventful . . _he hopes!
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IT HAPPENED OM THE DESERT. Simulating combat conditions
wasn't bad, but we yearned for the home haunts

“"CHAMCE" RULED THE HOME LOT. A con- CAVALIERI AND GOLDBERGER arrange a few simple props
stant pal, a real Coke booster, he sweated out co.and . ..M Cover |s Born. It all happened at the Base Photo

gach day with us.

Lab at 2:00 a.m. ane moming in January.

The Staff

Mands Ao Tavalleri. . oo s o i e s s s s me sk Managing Editar
Robart MITEOE COTHOR - <« <. cis con s w wim L8 bes ok 30k s Business Manager
James Robert Fennessey. . ....cvvivvennn Assistant Business Manager
Valerian Joseph Leksan. ... ...covrsermsarssosossssssini Artist
Herbert David Friedlander . ... .. cocciniiimnnmninains Cartoonist
BEanbey FPOnd SWEBRBDN L o e e i s o MR 8 R e s Writer
George Franklin Watford. . .. .. .ovvvvveunenssss.-...Photo Editor
TRy BUORITY v i s S S ad e e e Rk wgca- e Contributor
Jozseph Ralph Limancello. .....revevmsvrmeeennnrssnss Contributor
0 T = T e R £y s e Contributor
T Y R R Producer
Cpl. Edward Goldberger . . o« s v vbama s i i sesass Photographer
*

The Cadet Staff deeply appreciates the assistance of Staff Sgt. Al Chopp
in layout and production of the book, Thanks to the Base Photo Labora-
tory and Pvt. Don Pope for the portraits and use of the Base Photo
facilitias.
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