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These Are Americans .

millicns of mothers, dads, sisters and brothers—

fighting for America with all their strength

They're making the weapons and toals we need on

eveny Teld of atile, Like a great higarl PPUrTILH G S L redrmis
of blood to maintain life, their tireless work goes on and

on and on, and from their hands come the planes, ships,

guns and tanks that smash harder each day at a weak-

ening enemy,

To the ingenuity and resourcefulness of American
engineers and scientists, and to the boundless deter-
mination of our millions of production workers, we—the
Bombardiers of Sixteen—bwinbly dedicale this page as

our gesture of thanks for their great work.

Victorville Army Air Field

¥

I FEEE E R EE R E EE R E R EE "



= VR T

Farewell . ..

from our Commandant

Movember 13, 1943

To the Class 43-16:

Silver wings and a commission in the Army Air
Forces are your reward . . . reward fur a jub well done,

You are now an important cog in the bomber team.
In your hands rests the final result of all bombing
missions.

You have been hand-picked for your technical
knowledge and skill. As a commissioned officer you
have taken on an added responsibility and duty to
your country, The results of your training will be
felt nver Tokyn, Berlin and a hundred other taraets
that will soon be yours,

Good luck and good hunting.

EARL C. ROBBINS,
Colonel, Air Corps,
Commandant,
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COLOMEL A, ), McVEA LT. COL. ADOLPHUS L. RING
Director of Tralning Post Executive Officer

MAl, PAUL F. KIRKPATRICK
Post Adjutant

MAJ, CHARLES |, SAMPSOMN
Executive Officer, Technical

They Ran the Show...

Behind all Post Regulations were a number of offi-
cers, whose duty was to administer activities at Victor-
ville Army Air Field. Although we rarely, if ever,
contacted these officers, we knew them through the
department or activity they supervised, Occasionally
we saw them, and they returned our proud salute . . .
Always we had the feeling that this field was well
governed, and its officer personnel seemed to be on
its toes, Regulations were strict, but never unreason-
able, The morale of cadets ran high, and our respect
for administrative officers grew constantly. To the
officers who shaped our program of training so well,
we say Thanks! You did a splendid job of it.

MAJ, JOHN DE PAOLO
Pest Operations Officer

CAPT. A. W, SHERMAMN
Directar of Ground Sehosl

MaAJ, ROBERT H. MURRAY
Deputy Director of Training
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They Played the Lead . ..

The job of enforcing rules is usually harder than making them. And that
job rested on the shoulders of Major Skaggs, Captain Garrett, Captain Miller,
our tactical officer, and the sergeant major.

To play the leading role of shaping us into officers, Major Skaggs and
Captain Garrett had to be themselves an example of what they expected of
us . ., And we soon found that they set a fast pace and kept way in the lead.
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MAJOH HARDOLD M, SKAGGE, Jr,
Commandant of Cadets

T;!l:i'r NO
. NORMAN
rgeant ME',-:M:':HE




Twelve to the Bars

Twelve short weeks was all that Lt. Fred B. Blaney had to make officers
ol us. As Taclical OfMicer Tur Sialeen, be had the tedious, unglorified task
of moulding us to fit the pattern, but quickly.

He was the weeping wall and guiding light of each of Sixteen’s Bombar-
diers. Yet his manner was calm and his hair unruffled, A resourceful offi-
cer and a gentleman, he insisted that twenty-six hours a day was too much
for his boys. He then proved his point by miraculously getting a free hour
here, an earlier pass there. A lecture occassionally became an hour of “'sack

time."”

Lt. Blaney was known for his leniency tempered with firmness; his soft

voice had a back-drop of steel. Mecessary subjects were driven home by his

deft hand,

We owe much to Lt Blaney for his effective teaching and example. But
his greatest accomplishment was our realization of the honor and respon-

sibility of being an officer,

CAPTAIM A. H. MILLER
Chiaf Tactical Officer

LT. FRED B. BLANEY

Capt. A. H. Miller was Chief Tactical Officer. Why he was became ap-
parent when he gave us our first lecture. His enthusiasm and vigor gave a
certain zest and clearer meaning to the many subjects he lay before us. 'We
came to understand how men F;Ee this built armies.

His ram-rod back and dapper appearance became a familiar sight. Always
on the alert, he corrected mistakes that might have grown, He was strict
on enforcement of army regulations, and followed them to the letter in his
own conduct,

Our admiration of Captain Miller goes very deep. We leave him with the
feeling that if we're ever half the person and officer he is, we will have ac-
complished a worthy goal.

T2t ee

P 9!



e b

B L - " Ll L .

D0 0000006006000 006000000606BLBLLLLOS

N

Sixteen Began the Grind

“pirfield—T miles.”
M road sign pointed the way as our bus, crammad te the roof with

men, rounded the curve into the home stretch. The bumpy, cactus-
lined road led straight to the gates of Victorville—scourge of the
West—the dreaded bombardier's death Valley.

Take me Back! | can't stand it. MNO!

These were just a few of the comments as we pulled into the con-
fines of VAAF, All the talk about “"Hell-Hole of the Universe," took
on sharp significance as we scanned the bleak desolate barracks set in
this small clearing of desert. Here was home—I12 long weeks of it.

Hot, dusty, tired and hungry, we piled from the three large busses
into the sultry, blistering sun, cursing the day the Majave Desert was
discovered. Then began the mad scramble for equipment, barracks bags
and most of all—A DRINK OF COLD WATER.

We got it . . . and more , . ., a few moments later as we trudged
wearily into the mess hall. Surprise! It was air-conditioned, Here
was relaxation for the first time, with soothing music and best of all,
“food fit for a king.”

Things began to take shape! Like a chapter from “'Lost Horizon,"
we were transported from a sweltering sand-baked desert, to the cool
interiors of our new barracks,

Reluctantly the skeptics began to admit that "Victorville was all

right—after all." MNext on the roster . . . a cold shower , . . soft bunk
s a good night's sleep . . . and the next marning we started the ball
rolling.
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Officers

... In the Raw

At break of dawn on Saturday morning, we were yanked from
our sacks and the day began, Wildly we blitzed our brass that
should have been polished the night before, We shaved a little
closer, too. And put a blinding polish on our G.1, shoes, for
this was the day that counted.

On the parade ground, we strutted our stuff and cursed the
guy who missed a step. In the barracks, we cleaned out the
corners cached with a week of dirt; made up our beds with an
eight-inch white collar,

Mot that we were overly eager to look so sharp . . . but we were
eager for Open Post, our reward for being on-the-ball.
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First Came Theory . ..

They told us how important our theory was, computers were the thing,
and analysis and causes of errors absolutely necessary. Yes, this they
said and more. And we listened alertly, groggily and finally half asleep.
We sweated and strained;our brains raced madly or didn’t move at all.

But we learned, one way or the other, we learned.

Our instructors pleaded and stormed. They stomped around the
platform or stood still in agonized silence. They demonstrated how
this gear pushed against that one, and to ocur amazement, we hit a shack

and not a hat full of nickels,

LT. JAMES C. FRIDAY

LT. EDWARD A, KLOCH

Finally the light of understanding penetrated our grasping minds.
Fumbling thoughts became clear, and the fog of bewilderment lifted.
This was ground school, where the mold for a bombardier was first cast,

For a job well done, we give thanks to Lts, Friday, Kridner, Kloch and
others on the Ground School staff. They not only accomplished the
seemingly impossible, but they proved that slave-drivers can be regular
fellows. They sweated out every test with us, watched over us like
mothers, and treated us like brothers, When an understanding of the

bombsight finally dawned on us, they were as happy as we wers,

LT. JOHM D. KRIDMNER
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Qur New Love, Bombin

Awake, or half awake, or not awake at all—it didn’t make a devil of a lot
ot diffterence. We stood reveille at 4 AM and bombed at 5. That was way
back when our vague impressions of bombing and our not too certain know-
ledge of the sight itself were enough to keep us groggy and uncertain 28
hours a day.

There we were, staring at the board . . . draggin’ around after forms, hittin'
the line of some seventy-odd, for chutes, 'ox’ masks, stop-watch, clip-board
flashlight, peanuts, popcorn, chewing gum, candy; get chur lucky number . . |

Then the stroll, hand in hand with a ton of the aforementioned, out to our
gleaming ships. Looked like we were all set, and we were until about the
middle of night phase when the Armament men tock a powder. And all they
left 11w were the hambe,  Pretty little 100 Ib, bundles of blue. All we had to
do was load them, Meanwhile somebody had to pre-flight the sight, the
question was WHO, and the bohunk with the two-headed coin usually won,
Salute your pilot, check the form | and we were ready to take-off,
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Food...Fit for the Kings!

The royal kitchens of the cadet mess, packed high with savory delicacies,
provided us with many a pleasant moment in our round-the-clock schedules.

We extend full culinary credits ta Lt. Bert Galindo and his staff of kitchen
commandos whe had the knack of mixing together a few good left-overs,
adding a dash of this and that. The result—a tempting dish truly fit for
the kings.

From early morning to late at night . . . after tedious missions . . . our
thoughts turned to the bill of fare at the cadets mess. We dined in style on
sizzling steaks and delicious ham—choice chops and roasted chicken to say
nothing of the lowly fish all bedecked with tartar sauce and salad.

Our well-rounded meals ended as perfectly as they began with tempting
pastries—just the kind mother used to make. They won our hearts from the
start with tasty, crisp cookies, fresh doughnuts, cakes and juicy pies, to say
nothing of the kettles of hot chocolate at night—to calm aur nerves and 1ol
us inte deep slumber,

We of 43-16 give thanks to Lt. Galinde and his staff who struggled
through a maze of ration books and food budgets to keep us well-stacked
with the almighty calory.

Sonnet to a Steer

Ah, the steaks we used to get,
Thick and juicy, with onions, too!
Three days a week, then only two.

Ah, the steaks we used to get,

Two to a man, to a turn they were done,

Two days a week, and then only one,

Ah, the steaks we used to get,
Tender and mellow, Beef kissed by sun!

Ore day a week, and now we have none.

War is HELL!
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Lt. George B. Wallace, navigator, U. 5. Army Air Corps, with
more than three hundred combat hours to his credit in the

Sputhwest Pacific war zone, was stationed at Victorville to
learn the business of bombing with Sixteen. But his unofficial
position was that of a tonic and extra-curricular instructor for
cadets in the class, We were justly proud of our one and only
Student Officer, not only for achievements here, but especially
for those overseas. His related experiences kept the boye in
the class spellbound, as we sat around him in the ready rocom,
awaiting our flight.

When we had our problems with navigation, it was Lt. Wal-
lace we turned to for help. He was a swell fellow and he knew
all the answers.
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Prof, C. E. Slaphappe, eminent scientist, has just perfected a
revolutionary new bombsight. This sight is unique in that it costs
only $46.98 and includes free with every bombsight a complete
book of instructions, 840 pages. Cther features include an instru-
ment for telling whether the plane is right side up or not; a
crank for use in case of power failure and a special telescope
equipped with five sets of cross hairs for synchronized bombing
so you just CAMN'T MISS. A nickle in the slot brings you the
latest dance music and the voice of Frank Sinatra to smooth your
nerves, Also a special plastic steal is furnished for the bombardier
to sack on. Army officials were amazed at this astounding piece
of machinery., They plan to place them in mass production
immediately for distribution to the enemy
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Night Life. ..

When the sun goes down, the C. E, goes up . . . Might phase has
long been notarious as the bombardiers’ Waterloo, But Sixteen was
a fairly hot class, and we didn’t have too much trouble with our
bombing. Sure—we had our share of checkrides, toppling gyros,

and bombardier malfunctions.

But night phase leaves pleasant memories, too. The stars so clear
and so close, and far below each target seemed like a pattern of
pearls set in deep black velvet, with emeralds or rubies beside them
to point the way . . . And then, the supreme thrill of all—a flash—

as our bamb found the center of the pattern.




Shach Busters . . .

We can't help feeling that our in-
structors are the real heroes of this war
—the men who by virtue of their assign-
ments are denied the greater glory of
actual combat. These are the men who
soothed and consoled, and fretted aver
us—who slowly but definitely made us
expert in the secret craft of precision
bombing.

During those first trying hours as we
went praying down the bombing run on
thae way ta the targat it was our in-
structors who shared the ecstasy of the
“shack” with us—or who saw us through
thase black moments that periodically
cast a shadow over every fledgling
Bombardier.

It is our collective hope that their re-
ward will be in the reflected glory of our
achievernents.
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DESERT SCENES. by Brink
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Cadet Officers
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Wing Commander, .. ..... Hays, R. F.
Wing Adjutant, .. ....... .Pererson, G, W.
Wing Sergeant Major., .. .., Koermer, F. C.
Group Major. ..........., Smith, H. H.

Sq. Sq. IV

Captain. . . . Jackson, W. C.
Adjutant. . . Benton, J. F.

Captain. . . . Shumate, E. E,
Adjutant. . . Martin, J, M.

“A™ FLIGHT “E* FLIGHT
Fit. Lt.. ... Bunn, T, A, Fit, Lo Jenks, W. L.
Fit. Sat... .Beeby, J. F Fit. Sgt Kalley, C. E.

Supply Sgt..Branch, P, C., Jr,

“B" FLIGHT

Fit. Lt..... Daly, W. F.
Fit. Sgt....Ditchey, 5. D.
Supply Sat..Dobbs, C. E.

“C FLIGHT
Flt. Lt.... . Glasser, L. H.

Fit. Sgt....Emery, B. D.
Supply Sat..Fisk, J. L,

"D" FLIGHT

Fit. Lt..... Green, J, H,
Fit. Sgt....Havelaar, H. H.
Supply Sgt. Griffiths, 5. A,

Supply Sgt.. Korzeniowski, M. P.

"F" FLIGHT

Fit: Efi... Martin, 1. C,
Flt. 5gt.. .. Matwicio, P, R,
Supply Sgt..Maka, J. P.

"“G" FLIGHT
Fit. Lt..... Patrick, B, F.

Flt. Sgt....Offermann, R. H.

Supply Sgt  Peck, H, M,

"H" FLIGHT

Fit. Lt..... Rogers, G. M,
Fit. Sgt....Stohl, R. W.
Supply Sgt..Smith, W. T., Jr.

Arthur W. Esmarch. ..

. Contributor

Murray R. Harris....... Managing Editor Put. Bob Funk. oow i nasse Producer
Wilson Leahy.............Business Manager Cpl. Eddie Goldberger. ...... 00l Photographer
Billy Lee Colvin,....... Business Manager

Heber H. Smith. ., ,.... Copy Editor The Cadet Staff deeply appreciates the as-
Iheodore A. Bunn.........Artist sistance of Pvt. Funk in layout and production
Paul E. Brown, ........... Artist of the book. Thanks to the Base Photo Labor-
George W. Peterson. ... Artist atory and Cpl. Lorin Potter for the excellent

portraits and use of the Base Photo facilities,
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Ei:?rg L'afri;fsls?rj IIIIIIII Eg:t:',ﬁﬂ:g: And thanks to Sgt. J. W Greaves for his gremlin
Lewis M. Robbe,.......... Contributor sketching over Baskoff's head.
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Sweat and Strain . ..

Yep, those P-T periods were really rugged, But we soon
noticed our bodies hardening up and tuming chestnut tan,
And our sense of humor improved, too, Even to the point
of appreciating Lt. Anderson's amused glance as he rolled
out those back-breaking words “Wind Sprints.””  And re-
member Lt, Lewis’ big smile, especially when he yelled out
"Free Play"'? P-T was rugged, but we liked it
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4. G. ANMDREASEN
Ganeral Delivery
Shoshone, |daho

GILBERT T. BENMNETT
€02 Laurel Strest
Modesta, California

JOHM G. BRADLEY
87 Sowth Main Street
Chagrin Falls, Ohio

ALLAMN W. ARNESOM

Hilisboro, Morth Dakora

JAMES F. BENTOM
502 South First Street
Monroe, Loulsiana

PORTER C. BRANCH
923 Fifth Place West
Birmingham, Alabama

W. H. BARTHMAIER
1168 Wells Place
Stratford, Connecticut

EDWARD J. BIERING
3913 Morth Mozart Street
Chicago, llinois

RICHARD E. BRINK
725 Scuth Rose Street
Kalamazoo, Michigan

SEYMOUR 5. BASKOFF
4801 Gransback Street
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

MARIO N, BOSKOVICH
426 Page Street
San Jose, Califormia

PAUL E. BROWN
208 Esst 11th Street
Beardstown, lllinols

IRA M. BECKMAM
Rural Route 1, Box 121
Jordan, Minnesota

FRANCIS A, BOWERS
1521 Sherwin Street
Chicago, Nlinois

THEODORE A. BUNM
8525 West Third Street
Los Angeles, California

JAMES F. BEEBY
607 Morth Kenmore Street
Los Angeles, California

F. G. BRADLEY

MNew Harmony, Indiana

HEMRY BURKLEY, Jr.
2628 Jeffries Streat
Dallas, Texas
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CLAUDE C. CAMMNADAY
615 South Mulanix Street
Kirksville, Missour
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MILTON J, COHEN
528 MNorth Oakhurst Drive
Baverly Hills, California

JOHM F. CROMNIMN
2646. Willow Pass Road
Coneord, California
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WILLIAM J, CAREY
7550 Marth Claremont Streer
Chicago, Hlirois

A, A COLACIND
1810 South East Second Street
Des Moines, lowa

WILLIAM F, DALY
58 Mew Broadway
Marth Tarrytown, Mew York

TEREMCE B, CARROLL
B22 Ocean View Drive
Honalulu, Territory Hawail

WILLIAM K, COLE
521 Wesr Tremont Street
Hillsboro, linois

GORDON P. DAVIS
3155 South East Belmont Street
Partland, Oregon

JOHMN B, CARTMILL
3711 Ruby Avenue
Kamsas City, Kansas

BILLY LEE COLVIN
G625 Morth Boston Street
Tulsa, Cklahoma

RAYMOND E. DAVIS, Ir.
1B Thousand Osks Boulevard
Berkeley, California

De F. CHRISTIANCE

Fultonville, Maw York

EDWARD G. COUGHLIN
1635 Berwyn Street
Chicago, 1llinoks

ROBERT M. DAVIS
4117 Virginia Street
Kansas City, Missouri

KEMMETH E. CLAUSSEN
1019 Fifth Awvenue, South
Clinton, lowa

SAMUEL G. CROCKETT
143 Howell 5.
Trenton, Mew Jersay

ALAN M. DAY
2837 Humboldt Avenue
Cakland, Califormnia



STERLING D. DITCHEY
421 South QOrange Street
QOrange, Calitornia

ARTHUR W. ESMARCH
129 Point Lobos
San Francisco, California

JAMES L. FISK

502 Deering Avenue
Portland, Maina

CHARLES E. DOEBS CHAMPE V. DOBLER
326 East Bishop Street 1507 Lincoln Street
Santa Ana, California Barkeley, California

Y

CLARENCE G. FALKE ALVIMN R. FARAGHER
403 South 2T7th Street 1453 Locust Avenue
Temple, Texas Lang Besch, California

HERBERT E. FLETCHER (CHARLES J. FOELDING
723 Ventura Street 56 Manroa Street
Santa Paula, California Garfield, Mew Jersey

EDWARD T. DREESSEN
256 Eighth Avenue
San Francisco, California

MAX RAY FARROW

Biggers, Arkansas

RAYMOMD B, FOWLER
Route |, Box 2758
Ventura, California

2518 Morth Bth Street
Phoenix, Arizona

W. B. FETTERMAN
1850 Gough Street
San Francisco, California

PRESLEY C, FUNK
3636 Haynie Street
Dallas, Texas

FRANK DUNST, Jr.

BEM D. EMERY
157 Duane Street
Clyde, Ohic

ROBERT C. FINDLAY
727 South Mariposa
Les Angeles, California

GEORGE A. GAFFNEY
339 South Volutsia
Wichita, Kansas
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LOUIS F. GARRAMONE HARRY F. GAY LEON H. GLASSER JOHN T. GODWIN R. M. GOLDSMITH JE5S H. GREEM
3947 Osage Street 4322 Van Dyke 1620 Avenue | MW, Tst Avenue, 3th Street 902 West Lake Aveniue Box 506
Derver, Colorads 5an Diego, California Brooklyn, Mew York Homestead, Florida Ladysmith, Wisconsin Rosebud, Texas
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o JOSEPH HELLER LLOYD L. HENSLEY RICHARD L. HERSHEY JOHN D. HICKS RICHARD F, HIRSCH W, 1. HOEFFLIMNGER
2332 West 31st Streer 709 Ohio Avenue 304 Sturges Avenue 1911 Sunset Avenue 5057 Drexel Boulevard 131 Lakeview Awvenue
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AERA  sivelent 3

JOMES C. HOPPER

Rural Route Mo, |
Germantown, Ohio

LOU R. JOMES, Jr.
T20 Scuth Linden Street
Bloomington, California

Le ROY B. KENMNEDY
Box 187
Dillanvale, Ohio

B. L. HOUTCHENS
907 Ewing Street
Kansaz City, Missouri

THOMAS F. JORDAM
20451: Seneca Street
Bartlesvilie, Oklahoma

ROBERT E. KEYSER
T20 South Church Street
Bozeman, Meontana

SOLON A. HUMBLE
5204 Rodeo Read
Los Angeles, California

HARLAN J. JOY

Route 1
Touchet, Washington

EDWARD D, KLIMEK
Postoffica Box 107
Manhattan, lllinois

¥

WILTON C, JACKSON JOHN P, JARMAN
1307 Morth 2nd Street T41 Grosvenor Place
Temple, Texas Qakland, California

EDWARD T. KEARNEY  WARREN W, KECKER
5246 Mavarro Strest Route 1, Box 203
Los Angeles, California ‘Wasco, California

ALEBERT P, ENIGHT F. C. KOERMER
1333 Avenue E 89-0%-32 Avenue
Fort Madison, lowa Jackson Heighes, L. 1, N. Y,

WILLIAM L. JENKS
2428 Taggart Streat
‘Wesleyville, Pennsylvania

0y
CHARLES E. KELLEY

Frasno, California

M. P. KORZEMIOWSKI
3086 37th Street
Astoria, Mew York
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THOMAS F. KREMER
4508 1715t Streat
Flushing, Mew York

'!:H,:ﬂ'u.ﬂi_E:':3 G.I lLJ NDMNER
Kreole, m|‘t¥.'lise!.ise;.ir;q:u'

PHILIPF N, MALOOF
1931 East Lake Avenue
Los Angeles, California
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LEROY A, KRUG
135 West Fifth Street
Russell, Kansas

SALVATORE A. LIPIRA
B0 Mary Lane
Buffalo, New York

s 4
ALBERT MARCUS
366 Morth Slerra Bonita
Les Angeles, California

DAVID W, LANE

1221 Peterson Strest
Deer Lodge, Montana

SHERRILL B. LOCKE
2468 Blanche Street
Pasadena, California

J. C. MARTIN
511 Morth Madisan Streat
Tulsa, Oklshoma

WILSON LEAHY

3650 Revere Avenue
Los Angeles, California

THOMAS A MAGINKN
1327 West 10th Street
Er'u:_, Pennsylvania

JAMES M. MARTIN, Jr.
846 Lilius Street
Abilene, Texas

ELMER M. LEGGET
1225 Mevin Avenue
Richmand, California

GEORGE A, MAGRUDER
2630 Piedmont Avenue
Berkeley, California

PALUL R. MATWICIO
1437 Morth Washtenaw Avenug
Chicago, [llinois

WILLIAM V., LEITH
15 Conway Place
Beacon, Mew York

JOHN P. MAKO
1721 Highwood Place, 5. E,
Washingtan, D. c.

K. H. Mc CHESNEY
Route 2, Box 345
Puyaliup, Washington




PAT L. MELLGREN
4015 Allsh Road
Venice, California

RALPH W. MOHR
Route Mo. 1
Hood River, Qregan

M. G. NACHTSHEIM
Selz, Morth Dakota

LEELAMD A, MESKA
930 15th Avenue, 5. E,
Minneapolis, Minn.

CLYDE R. MOODY
424 Griswald Avenue
San Fermando, California

DONALD E, MEUSCH

Welecome, Minnesota

SEYMOUR M. MILLER
| 204 Shakespeare Avenue
MNew York City, Mew York
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THELEY M. MORGAN
3734 Moore Strest
Wenice, California

JOEL 5. NEWMAN
20 Royal Road
Balmont, Massachuselts

il

FRANCIS A, MINTURN

Beals Building
Tillamook, Oregon

WELLS MORRIS, Jr.
BOS Mimes Place
Los Angeles, California

SIDNEY L. NEWMAMN

Boston, Massachusetts
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MARTIN ¥, MISEVIC
Box 34
Caronado, California

RAYMOND L. MOYER
East Cedar Street
Mentesano, Washington

PAUL R, NOEL
10 Badger Street
Mashua, Mew Hampshire

NORMAMN B, MOERBE
2345 14th Street
Part Arthur, Texas

n ' &

CHARLES MUSICH
4443 Lovett Stroet

Los Angeles, California
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MAURICE O. NYSETHER

East Stanwood, Washington

@ e =9

~



|

R. H. OFFERMARNN
Boe 133
Shandan, California

ALEX G. PERRY
R. F. D. No. 1
Waddy, Kentucky

GEORGE M, ROGERS

Concordia, Kansas
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HAROLD S. OLSON

Story City, lowa

GEORGE W, PETERSON
R. F. O, Mo, 1
West Plaing, Missouri

RAY E. ROGERS
Box 24
Casstown, Ohio

RICHARD W, PALMER
210 Columbia Avenue
Pomona, California

i;-.

WALTER A. PILAT
225 Fifteanth Strest
Miagara Falls, Mew York

EDGAR E. SHUMATE, Jr.
118 Merth Clarkston Street
Charlotte, Morth Carolina

BUEL F. PATRICK

Avenue B & st Avenue
Yucaipa, California

RAYMOND J. POWERS

T21 Cooley Street
Kalamazoa, Michigan

HEBER H., SMITH, Jr.
2307 Piedmont Avenue
Berkeley, California

ROSWELL P. PEARCE
BOR Graceland Avenue
Des Plaines, |lingis

M. E. RADZIEWICZ
5242 South Winchester Avenue
Chicago, linois

WILLIAM T. SMITH
5419 Allan Strest
Los Angeles, California

HOWARD M. PECK
1050 West 45th Street
Los Angeles, California

LEWIS M, ROBBE
817 South Fiske Street
Spokane, Washington

MICHAEL V. SOLAS

Blaine, Kansas



JAMES A, STEVENSOM
1009 Silver Bow Homes
Butte, Montana

COMNALD J, VOLK
9 Aldrich Way, W, Haven
Wilmington, Delaware

MNORMAN WILLBACH
353 Sweeny Street
San Franmcizeo, Califernia

WILLIAM A, STEWART
2816 "C'" Street
Sacramanto, California
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CARL L. VOLLMER
119 East 95th Street
Los Angeles, California

S W, WILLIAMS
Route 2, Box |98A
Visalia, California

FEMWICK STILLMAM
416 South Westlake
Lo Angeles, California

J. M. WAGENHALLS
Fifth Awvenue, Tth Street 5.
Glasgow, Montana

GEORGE E. WITTICK
978 South Seventh Street
Marshfield, Cregon

ROBERT W, STOHL
78 East Ashland Street
Phoenix, Arizona

G. B, WAKEMAN
16 Bemcliffe Avenue
Albany, New York

A, R. MENDENMHALL
2879 Sunser Place
Los Angeles, California

WALTER M. VIESER
422 Grave Street
Irvington, Mew Jersey

MALRY K. WALKER
2812 Cudahy Street
Huntington Park, Califormia

Our
One
and

Only
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I

ROMALD J, VINCENT
1046 Harvard Road
Piedmont, California

JAMES N. WATSON
1124 Maple Street
Wilkinsburg, Pennsylvania

o

GEORGE B. WALLACE
First Lisutenant, Air Corps
East 5t. Louis, |llinois
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BOEING FLYING FORTRES
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The Boeing Flying Fortress lifte its nose into the sky, its wheels retract,
and into the distance it roars on a bombing mission. Laden with a heavy
assortment of deadliness, it is a fearful sight over the Rhineland.

Its five thousand super-charged horses will bring it back, leaving behind
a ruined objective, be it in Colegne, Duesseldorf, Hamburg, Wilhelmshaven,
or perhaps Berlin.

Tha Fertress firepower is tremendous, And now, something new has been
added . . . deadly "whiskers”. The new B-17G moadel has a "chin turret”,
mounting two 0.50 calibre machine guns.

The Boeing Flying Fortress, if need be, can clear its own path without
fighter escort, blow up a pin-point target by daylight, and bulldoze its way
home to the death-waltz of its thirteen powerful guns . . . Any wonder that
Bombardiers like the 177



The Exploit of a Bombardier

The mystery about First Lieutenant Jack
Mathis, bombardier of the Flying Fortress,
The Dutchess, is not how he died, but when
he died. The “How"™ is answered simply in
the performance of his duty, |t is the “"When"
that takes us into the wonderful, unfathem-
able realm of the spirit of man.

Texas Jack Mathis had earned the title
“hero" long before his last ride over Germany,
depicted in this second canvas of the epic
series of the men of America at war. He had
already flown fourteen missions over enemy
territory. It was on the tittesnth that he
achieved immortality.

‘Whern The Dutchess smoked the English
runway with her big wheels after the punish-
ing raid on the U-beat works at Vegesack,
near Bremen Germany, the body of Bombar-
dier Lieutenant Mathis was taken from the
shattered nose of the huge battle bird, A
burst from a "Flieger-Abwehr-Kanone,” the
dreaded “Flak,” had knocked him away from
his bombsight just as Pilot Captain Harold
Stouse guided the ship in the steady bombing
run aver the sprawling target halow

The doctor who examined the dreadful
wounds in chest, side and back, of which he
had died, said that they must have killed him
instantly, that he could not have survived the
impact of the metal that struck him down,
The boy, ha deduced, never knew what hit
him. One moment he was bent over his bomb-
sight weaving the cross hairs into the target:
the next, a black burst, a searing blow and
“eternal darkness,

Medically, and perhaps factually, the diag-
nosis was correct,  But spiritually and equally
tactually there is ancther story, and the story
has a witness, First Lieutenant Jesse H. Elliott,
the navigator of the Flying Fortress, who cc-
cupied the nose compartment with Lieutenant
Mathiz,

And there were still other witnesses. There
was Pilot Captain Stouse who heard a word

By PAUL GALLICO

Courtesy, Esquire Muagazine

sing through his ears on the interphone. And
there was the crew of the Fortress next in
formation who saw the deadly spawn come
tumbling out of the belly of Mathis’ ship to
split the target and send it heaving in chunks
up into the smoky air.

And that was seconds after Bombardier
Mathis had been struck and knocked back-
wards out of his shattered bombing seat.

During those seconds, Mavigator Elliott
watched Mathis roll himself over onta his
hands ond knces and crawl forwerd ogain to
his unharmed bombsight. His movements
were slow, almost reflective, and had about
them a kind of irritated, dogged stubborn-
ness, the resentful movements of a man who
has been unreasonably interfered with in the
performance of an important and interesting
piece of work.

Mathis reached the bombsight. He knelt
and squinted through the eyepiece, The
navigatar thought it was queer that he worked
the control and sighting knobs with his left
hand until he noticed the right hanging limp.

lhe target was in line. lhe navigator
glanced at his watch to time the flight of the
bombs. The bombardier removed his left
hand from his knobs. His fingers reached
for and found the solenoid switch, His head
took the characteristic little bombardier's
hunch forward at the kill as he pressed his eye
still tighter to the finder. He touched the
switch, The Dutchess bucked, freed from
the ton load.

“Bombs . . .”, said Lieutenant Mathis over
the interphone. The pilot and the co-pilot
heard him, the navigator at his side, the gun-
er parked in the tail and the gunner in the
belly blister, the engineer and the radio oper-
ator. ."Bombs . . " but not "Bombs away!”
which is Air Force and Regulation,

Only the navigator at that juncture knew
what had become of the missing word and
too, what had become of Bombardier Mathis.

He looked up in time to see him reach for the
lever to close the bomb bay doors, push on it
and fall over backwards.

The enemy cannoneers on the ground had
killed him. But Bombardier Mathis had also
destroyed his target and completed his mis-
sion,

Hercism is natural to war. During those
mysterious seconds from the time that he was
struck his mortal blow until his dead or dying
finger pressed the switch, this twenty-two
yeoar old boy transcendcd horoism, for in what
he did was no longer heroism, but only the
purest manifestation of the indomitable will
and spirit of an American.

Into the broken nose-cubicle of the bomber
swept not only the winds from enemy skies,
but the divine breath that animates the youth
of our country.

Mo man can tell the thoughts of young
Mathis in the greatest and most beautiful
moment of his brief life, but one may guess
that perhaps there were no thoughts at all,
but only that rising gnr?e at being balked at
the moment of accomplishment and victory,
the instinctive reaction to the inextinguish-
able flame of competition, the same uncon-
querable will to win that brings a fighter up
from the floor, that hurls an exhausted,
fatigue-blinded runner five more strides to
the tape, that sees the downed ball carrier
fight for that last forward inch of ground.

In the slow, agonizing progress he made
back to his post, in the will to deny the death
that had come to him until he had rung up
the score for his team, Mathis was speaking
for his kind, the millions upon millions like
him, the men of this country.

The “How' and the “When" of his passing
in the light of this story somehow becomes
less important, or what the doctor said, or
where he lies today, for perhaps the truth
might well be that young Mathis did rot die
at all, nor ever will ., .
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