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These are the reminders of those study-studded, care-
free days when as cadets we were building towards those
coveted wings and bars.

These are the fellows who saw us through. . . the fel-
lows who went through the mill with us.

Later years will bring back memories ot Victorville. . .
memories reminiscent of trials and tribulations. . . fun
and f.o.. . . then finally achievement.

b

This, then, marks the milestone in the military career
of a swell bunch of guys. . .the Bombardier-Navigators
of 44-4,
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wiessage from the
COMMANDING
OFFICER

March 18, 1944

To the Class 44-4:

Whatever prompted your entry into the service
. ..whether it was love of aviation...service to
country, . .or the chance and opportunity to pre-
pare for the future, . . today brings you to the end
of the first phase in the goal set for yourself.

Whatever lies ahead...bear in mind that to
attain your goal you must uphold Armerican tradi-
tions. Cooperation and teamwork are the very essence
of the American customs which have been winning
wars for us since the birth of our glorious nation,

As you know, harmony and the teamplay spirit
have personified your activities here at Victorville
.. .from the moment you checked in. . .at ground
schoal ., _nn the f|igh+ line

If you carry this spirit into combat, there can be
no doubt about your success.

EARL C. ROBBINS, .
Colonel, Air Corps,
Cormmanding.
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LT. CoL. !LMLFHU‘.'- L. RIMG MAJOR ROBERT H. MURRAY LT, ROBERT C. DAVIDSOM MAJOR CHARLLS 1. SAMPSOMN
Post Executive Officer Director of Training Post Adjutant Administrative Officer

FIELD ADMINISTRATION

CAPT. JOHH D. BARMARD CAPT. WALTER P. MEMZIES MAJOR KNOX PARKER CAPTAIN LEO C. AMENDT
School Secratary Director of Flying Air Inspactar Air Inspectar, Training



CAPTAIN A, H. MILLER
Chief Tactical Officer

CAPTAIN LOUIS H, GARRETT
Deputy Commandant of Cadets

MAJOR HAROLD M, SKAGGS, JR.
Coemmandant of Cadets
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LT. WILLIAM P. WALKER
Section Comemander, Section Twao

By o

Lt. William P, Walker, the Southern gent, possessed
an iron claw with the touch of velvet, Underneath that
cold and bellowing air mass was a warm front that did
its utmost to guide cadets to successful missions in
the air. Mo tog in their brain matter when he got
finished,

We'll never forget his guttural bursts to wit: ""Who
had a double release yesterday? What happened,
Mister? | want this place cleared out in five minutes.”

Lt. Walker is a model officer and a guiding light.
We owe much to his sincere and broad-minded ap-
proach to our numerous problems. Later years will
justify our emulation of a really fine chap.

LT. FRED B, BLANEY
Tactical Officer

Cu Uee Bl

On The Growd . . .

The work of a Tactical Officer is one that entails a vast understanding
of men. Lt. Fred B, Blaney possessed that keen edge of comprehension which
is 50 necessary in the management of Bombardier cadets. He knew us all by
name. He did his utmost to correct our faults. A glance at the bulletin board
of 44-4 was evidence of the fact that he kept us in step to the cadence of
Cadet Regulations.

His work did not end at dusk, nor was it confined to the area about his
desk. Advice and precious hours of Open Post were offered with a smile. Now

he can observe the fruits of his efforts, step into the rank and file of the
Commissioned Bombardiers.
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From The Rugged . ..

In a stiff brace. . .with a stiff face. . .we watched the gig-macstars go by,
A murmur from this royal committee denoting satisfaction brought the subtle
warmth of happiness to our well-scrubbed faces for we had put our all into the
project,

Prior to this excursion by the inspection intelligencia, the eager beavers
of 44-4 attacked the bed-making problem with protractor and ruler. Mathe-
matics played an important part in the scheme of things. Sheets had to have
45" corners. . .8%collar, . . 4" space between pillow and eollar. . . 1" between
pillow and the head of the bed. We were miniature Einsteins. The Petty
collection hit the seams of overcoat pockets. Clothes draped luxuriously over
protruding racks reminded us of Sth Ave. Brook's Bros A symphony of
symmetiry !

The dulcet footfalls retreating down the steps brought sighs of relief from
the merry moh of fun seekere  What affert a gond inspertion had on our
gastric framework, we'll never know but victuals always tasted better after
the ordeal of Saturday morning rituals,

grerreserrreeany
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To The Sublime . ..

Webster defines the sublime as the awakening feelings of awe and rever-
ence. And quite an appropriate mouthful, too, for the grandeur of graduation
day mirrors the awe and reverence we bestowed upon those tranguil sessions
as guests of Lt. Bert Galindo and the Cadet Mess personnel.

We had daily invitations to this happy hall of nutriment. . . flanked with
the marvels of culinary arts. ., . prepared by the chefs whose handiwork chal-
lenged the chef d'oeuvre of the pros,

C.E.'s registered in the lower brackets and ground school with its jungle
of theory became just so much melted butter when the Galindo menu supplied
our ravenous appetites with the kind of food that helped push our work of
bombing to a successful conclusion.

From the moment our Dachshund Shaped Caravans from the Hubba Hubba
Campus rolled on te Victorville soil. . .te this climactic day when we stroll
from the path of learning to the avenue of doing, we recall with lasting grati-
tude the fine work of Lt. Bert Galindo and his corps of warkers at the Cadet
Mess, Thanks for keeping us healthy!

EEEEREEEREEEEEREE




WHERE BOMBARDIERS

Bombardier-navigators in eightesn weeks? Impossible!

Visions of the hatchet loomed as we trudged to ground school, “We're
due for a surprise,” someone whispered. The whisperer was detinitely digging
it right on the front burner. Ample supplies of Southern hospitality dismissed
the gleaming steel edge first day in class. Source of supply. . .Lt, “You Kaint
Be Wrong" Walker. He and his cohorts in crime paved the way for the kind
of amicable relations which would put the Good Meighbor policy to shame.
There was the joker who was never separated from his “El Rope” and the
crazy antics of a 20th Century Pagliacci, Yes. . .these were our instructors
wha meted out the brain work in liberal doses,

Bombardier-navigators in eighteen weeks? Well. . . maybe!

The fun began! After three weeks of invading the unknown, we yearned
for the melodeon intermissions at Minsky's. . .a brawl session al Ebbett's
field. . .or maybe a choice 5th row center at Shuberf's. This business of
learning how to bomb was so much Irish Stew without the potatoes. The noble
kiwi boys made with the explanations. We got knob-nutty, gear-goofy,
bubble-happy and earned a probable section eight trying to absorb by osmosis
or otherwise the intricate estentials of bombing the holy hell out of the enamy.

Graduation day on the dim horizon lighted only by our shining eagerness
«+.we had to buckle down,

Bombardier-navigators in eighteen weeks? Yes. . .but definitely!

EEXEEEEEEEEEERED
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FLIGHTE A...C...
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FLIGHTS B...D...
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WE SWEATED OUT BOMBS . ..

With misgivings and a certain amount of appre-
hension, we began the saga of the flight line. Many
times we felt that both sentiments had been justi-
fied—at first it seemed like a primitive battle of
survival, . ..

Agonized “But Sirs" rang through the ready
room and flooded the interphones, We were all cer-
tain that Mother would never approve of the way
we were being treated. . .it was all so very nerve-
racking. Just when we thought we won over the
instructors and the bombsight, both decided to take
an aloof attitude. We were perplexed. And then there
were those mammoth bombs to load. . . the intricate
shackles to place. . .those pictures we didn't get
and the ever-patient pilots. We were certain they
had been innoculated with the Good Humor serum,
Those first few days we'd have sworn that the bub-
bles were in a pot of boiling water and that the
target suddenly developed motive power at “Bombs
Away." Our procedure wasn't bad tho'. . . aside from
a few toppled gyres. . .dry runs. . . perambulating
bubble levels, . . juicy double releases and fregquent
"800 footers,"” we had the whole business down to
a fine science, ... “ButSirl”. ...
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Then, suddenly. . .professional skill or some-
thing faintly akin thereto, emerged from the chaos
and squirming. Life became liveable again; the “hot
rocks” began to report, ... "Had a bad day today
.« « tossed one out at 50 feet.”” And even the lesser
maortals among us stopped screaming “Malfunction™
or “Dud.” It was too good to last...blackness
desconded., . ..
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DOUBLE DRIFT AT 0900...

There's the cement plant coming up. . .better check those coordinates
again. “Instructor to navigator. You're on course at 0831." We're off at
0832, You're glued to the driftmeter, . . something’s wrong . . . the sagebrush
doesn’t go down the grid lines the way it did in class. Mo wonder! You were
tracking down a jackrabbit. First you read 20 left. . . then 20" right, Looks
like 07 is the best bet. Oh, oh, compass is reading 3" off. . . but which way
to correct! Let's see. It's reading left. Correction should ba right,

"Mavigator to pilot. . (3" right.” Where's the dividers? Been gone 14
minutes. Mow the computer. Put 14 over true air speed. What! mph?

That doesn’t sound kosher. | got it. Read the wrong scale. Boy, could "|
| go for a smoke. ""Double drift at 0900, Sir." 45" right for 2 minutes. . .
0° left for 2. . .subtract 1 minufe lost in turning. YIKES! What a wind
star! Big enough to land a B-17 in. Oh well, that will happen every now
and again.

"Mavigator ta Pilat. . .ETA Boulder City 0923 15."
“Pilot to Mavigator. . .ETA okay. . . but we'll be over Las Vegas instead.”
Handy gadgets those compass covers!!
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“flot Bombardier”
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Meet Miss Wings . . .

She was the master of our destinies. In civilian life she tempted us with
savory glances and all the sex appeal that a girl could offer. She created within
us an unbridled passion that made our souls long for her thrilling companion-
ship. We wanted Wings and we would have her at all cost. . .even a year of
preparation under the guiding hand of her Chaperon, Uncle Sam. ...

After a series of moral setbacks in which we proved to our Victory Lady
that we could take it from a physical viewpoint (basic training) and also from
the intellectual angle (C.T.D.] we entered the den of Classification and
Pre-Flight, . ..

By this time Wings had lost all her glamor. Our desire to be a part of her
lessened under the ordeal of petty annoyances set forth by the military
hierarchy of Pre-Flight School. In our estimation she was a woman of uncer-
tain virtue. . . the woman responsible for all our gigs, week-end confinements,
guard duty and K.P. This wench destroyed our visions of “Climbing High
Inta the Sun ' She waz nnly a sy a wnaman ynii conld nat trost, She
held out her tender bait of Commission. . . ribbons and medals and above all
.. .a gentleman by Act of Congress. However, a taste of these delectable
ingredients left a trace of bitterness. And all because of Miss Wings. ...

She was commercial, devoid of innocence and liberal of nature. . .the
Cadet Widow, Why doesn’t she leave us alone? We were weaklings and
quickly succumbed to her tempestucus nature. ..

On Movember 13th we formerly announced our engagement at VAAF, ..
a mutual agreement that Saint Patrick would bless us for and send us to
Combat in union with our beloved lady. This was a trying period. We loved
her and our every thought was concentrated on the day of our nuptials. This
would be followed by a short honeymoon with our folks. . . then the home life
of a married couple ., . . "the greenhouse of a bomber.” . . .

Like Mitchell’s Scarlett, Miss Wings was worth fighting for after all.

T ——



“Evasive Action”

SHOULDA' BEEN A SHACK! Mo foolin'. . .bubbles perfect. . .rate
and course okay and it lands 500 feet. Hamann and Guidotti try to
figure the whole thing out but it looks pretty rugged.

I TELL YOU FELLAS'. . . this is the way it's done. Courtenay, Castro
and Abrusci disagree on a pre-flighting problem. Castro disagreed
with Goldberger, the photographer, about the peculiar pose, but look
what a swell picture it made. "Page Goldie."
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BOLAMD LEADS THIS QUARTETTE of bombardiers from the line.
Lonks like ha's in a hurry. He is. This is the last flight of the weock

and Open Post beckons tomorrow, He's ready.

FEMMNIMG, FARLEY AND FISHER stick together as this picture indi-
cates. Farley is cornered in the plane. Seems he knows the correct
answers for the forms, Give it to 'em, Farley.

50 1 UPS TO HER." One will get you ten that Lyda and Stumberg are
discussing the elevator girl at the Californian. It's all very well, but
what's the percentage. . | fellas?



T surrounded .. luminous guides in a vast
sea o blackness. YWhat was yesterday, MNow. ..
with and wings in hand and a rightful place
assur r us in this firmament of endeavor. . .we

glance ba&k to those “Star-Spangled Missions™ with a
certain sense of nostalgia. . . for there is so much here
to be logged for memory. ...

Cold Mojave nights. . .the wind lashing against
our faces. . ,an adequate revolt of the elements as we
ventured into the star-studded heavens.

Thaughts of fickle C.E.'s danced through our minds
as we hovered over lighted targets. Was it harder to
bomb when the sun goes down® We soon found out.
Melanchalia set in as the moon mockinaly reminded
us of the nights when stardust was synonymous with
romance and that steady date.

We got into our typical bombardier hunch over the
bombsight. . . things seemed so different now. . . the
glowing lights of the targets screamed revenge to open
bomb bay doors

"“Bombs-s-5-8 A-w-w-wa-aayy...5-i-ir.” We trem-
bled a bit.

“Mice going, Mister. You're a regular night owl.”

We could almost hear the eerie hoot of the kindly
old bird who not so long hence had witnessed our at-
tempts at romanticism from his perch in the garden.

MNow the garden seemed so far away. We snapped
Ilaa-:l:_lklm reality as the pilot set the trainer down ever so

ightly,

“Mice work, Mister.” He repeated himself. . .but
we looked on, proud and thankful for a successful
mission. . .and a good pilot. “Hey, look at the time,
My wifc is going to be plenty sore. She's waiting up
for me.”

Lucky pilot, we thought...to have someocne to
come home to,

We? Oh, well, . .we merely had a vexing CE.. . .2
cup of G.|. brew...and a COLD SACK to come
home to,

War is hell!

Q]
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Bodies All Achin’. ..

Emanating from the rumar factory (latrine to you) was the story about a
talent scout from the big leagues wha was hitting the air bases for some post
war material. And susceptible as we were to the din and glamor of the
athletic spotlight. . .we began the arduous task of impressing the big bey.
VWa were especially agile that day...attempting barbell antics that would
have startled the champs. . .ran the 300 vard shuttle in nothing fiat. ..
pelted the leather to within a stone's throw of the Green Spot.

“"Hey, bud. . .remember that rumer about the falent scout? It's just a
rumor. . .forget it, Better put that weight down before you hurt yvourself. "

The resulting crash was muffled only by the bestial bellowing of a ruffled
mob of muscle men wha had put on 2 show with no audience . .. ne applaussa
. . .no nothing but an achin’ Ea.cif..

Lt, Ben Lewis claimed complete innocence in this matter of producing
tall stories. His subtle countenance belied his reasoning, hewever. . . for he
was building bodies. . .and as in love and war. . .anything goes.

I
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LOREMZQ ¥, ABRUSCI
Alameda, Coliternia
Swaerip's letters keap  him
going. He would rather argue
abauf the RAF than eaf . . .
ha breszed through grownd

schoel.

ALLAM VAM B. DEERS
Hew Yark, M. ¥,
Spands all of his time baying
on thot sock. Reqlly goet far
that Viclarville chow.: Drooms
of Mew York boer and meatro-

pafitan babes.

HAROLD R. BRUMSOM
Subley, lowa

The “lron Majer” is olwoys

n o hurry 1o get to Glen-

dale. He has alwoys been a

cadet officor ]

heowy monk , . . well]

DAVID GUINN ADCOCK
Knoxwitie, Ternmesses

g Man Mase kind of won.

ders i |Ey" s bien

true to him. Really o swell

guy 1o have along.,

DOMALD L BINKEMSEDR
San Francises, Calif,
How e can woar that blouse

. . spends gll of his time
worrying, His corpuscles fight
for his sconty blaed supply.
I% furmy ond likes fun,

MALCOLM 5. BURR
'Winchester, Mass,
Mal is fo sturnpy Comeron os
Abbott iz fo Costallo. They
o irmvariobly fogether, Mals
beoming face and terse wil
ore familiar to all

ROBERT ALBAMESE
Hew York, H. Y.
The “Lotin Lover™  hosn't
besn wrong yet . . . would
give The shirt off his back
; . soys the girls back
hame are tops.

WILLIAM GALLC DLAKE
La Jolla, California

Had the marke! comnered on

tours . . . spends all of his

Tieng wedrying. Also hounts

the mowles, He sheeps lafe

WILEUR T. CAHOOMN
Mewpart, R, 1.
Praft Institute's gift to the
Air Farcos, Pralifie with the
brushes ond egually s with
fha femindine  gender.
work  within  these  mighty
covers comes from him,

MAX ANDERSOM
Dok Mobnes, lowa
An old soldier who jus? mor-
rigd the girl back homa . . .
he's @ hot bosketball player.

GERALD D. BLEISING

Qrd, Hebrazske
Popo olwoys talks  obout
Mikki . . on ace on the
basketball  court is

i % i
ambition is ta comb his haic
again.

WILLIAM R. CAMEROHN
Indiane, Penmsylvania
sTumpf. or "the thumper'™ os
wo atfectionately call  Bill
Comvan, i o maon of fre-
mendous veoobulory and drodl

hiamer.

B. W, BANNIGAN
Utica, Mew York
Tre wild Irishmaon hasn't an

army in the world |, . . al-
ways has o good fime . ., 8
ruts about the heost throh

at the hame Percrifary.

ANTHOMT J. BOLAND
Plymouth, Michigan
Heods for L. A, svery week-
end . . . he B on e
beover in all reédpecis. The
girfs down Hollyweod  waoy
spread  the welcome mat

auite frequenily.

CHARLES B, CASHIM
Deimont, Mass.
Charley is offen mbstoken for
Sinatra ond be's Victorvilie's
aift to the femals ook
Haorgdserme os the devil and

knaws it

ALEXANDER BARATH
Lawndale, Califomio

The former Mew Yorkar Dow

resides in God's country. Gets

dally scribblings  from  the

ather half end lives for tha

il P

WANKEN E. BRIGGS
Summit, Hew Jorsay

Always yailing For peace ond
guiet. He's getiing marred
soon ond falks of nothing

but the blessings af mar
ricge. Eagar . . . bub he®ll
soon find aut,

EDWARD CASTRO
Tampa, Flarida
Ed B as well-known for his
foir wife and model A os he
i for his Sponish accent and
rectioss natune.

DOMALD W, BARMES
Erig, Pannsylvania

The only man so for who

hesn't a "girl from bock

home.” Lives for the wesk-

ende in L. A, Sops the woer

can end @y time

DALE EDGAR BROWM

Fr"rarl‘. Pennsylvania

Brawn ia a hot navi-
aatar o, . hos o good time
afl the wa cmun:l? Says he
wants ta blost enemy targets
from a B-29,

Calestig

MICHOLAS ). CELICH
¥ Chicage, INingis
Mick's temper and booaming
@ arg o3 fomilior os the
He's gne af our beds
thlptic wonders and goes
tﬂ}: a cute little babe from




MILTON COHEM
Mewark, M, J.

Mittan, who i better known
os “five for gix,” is extremely

affached to the litHe woman

In the ciass of better bomb

droppers, foo

GEDHGE E. DAMIEL
Colonial Heights, Va,
Zon of The South-lond, Tha
arigingl boeaver . .
Maxwell Field man,

WILLIAM M. FENMING
Los Angeles, Calif.

His fthird aftempt fo  fight

for Uncle 5am. Hos done his

chores with the glorious Ma-

rimgs ard the MWavy, Just

wouldn't be 4-F,

PAUL WM, COMMELLY
Reading, Moss,

Dowviously from Mew England
. .. ha's
of genial os e s oul-spoken.

-+ Tall ond lonky

SAMUEL A, DARBY, JR.
Sam Anlonio, Texas

A Texas drawl . . . o good

bombardwer, tes . , . Claims

Texos hos the biggest heartad

women buf he wan't wouch

for this thing called charm.

HAROLD FISHER

Maw Yark, M. ¥.
"The Fish.'" Clolms to have
bean the beou of Brookkhn ot
ane time, but now droegs oul
the pix of the wife o it
nnF at tha slightest prove-
aloin,

ROY RVENE COOK
i ; Manchester, lowa
“Jim' {s an airman from way
bock and s best recognized
by his modest but meoning-
ful manner.

EDWARD A, DAVIS
Chicaga, lilinois
One of tha hi command, | .
Iz kncwn for his  prefhy
doughters,  The kids are
F;CI:I:.IIJ they toke offer thcir

ROGER D, FOLEY
San Francheo, Calif,
An lrish femper. Will mah
bock to the wife and fow
school whan the kst bomb iy
[T 0N

A. P. J. CORCORAM
Weochowhken, M, J,

Corky I3 Weshawken's gift
fo the oirlones, He's full af

lite ardd Smiles perpetually,

JOSEFH EDW. DEVIME
. Pelham, Hew York

Jog s best known far his red

hair afd hot pilot’s cop, He

con ba fesnd i any of LoACs

finer bars.

HARQLD FRAMKEL
Rachastar, M. ¥.
A solid crtizen . , . and & bot
rock on the basketboll court
Quiek . . . but guite a chunk
o' maon

G. T. COURTEMAY
Les Angeles, Calif,
Rumor bas ot Gord lost his
woman fo  semg Heufenant
and with ronk distinctions os
they are , . , Gord resigned
nimeeif to o loveless sty af

WAAF,

WM, R. DOMINGUEZ
San Bruno, Colifornia
*You thirk this is col? You
shouid have besn In Alaska.”™

cogd,  guiet bombordier
whao could reafly ky ‘em in.

JOSEPH FRAMKIE
Fresne, Texas
A hoort ox big of Texos
Christened the "Rio Groande
Kid," he come fa us from the
Moval Air Farces | el
when things got rough . . .
“when | was in the Mo

R. A, COWFERTHWAITE
Akron, Ohio

Copper 8 a man who can ba
depended upan 1a da just
wiat you expected him nal
to do. One of the original
Quilz kids but doesn'lt knaw
the answers,

JOHHN DOUGLAS EVAMS
Salt Lake City, Utah

His supor goet lest from Salt

Lake City, A bit an the sby-

diciuts side . . . bub eager as
hetl.

FLOYD E. FREY
Ann Arbor, Michigan
Ha owad us with his sogers
mest . . . our bald on the
ball kid, ‘Wants to knew the
name of 0 good hadr restorer

G. C. H. CUMMINGS

Eolie, Idakg
“"Groverhowls” B a4 man of
the world, he says . . . hov-

ing frovalled te many dstont
pomnfs, Wos on Wake sland
beforg  the Pear! Harbes
fracos

JAMES R, FARLEY
Snyder, Mew York
His dry zenze of humor kept
il goansg  when  things ool
raugh, fenitaly knows o
to choose males. Poge Mra
Farley

PHILIP ELI GERMAM
Bronx, Hew Yark :
“Pr, Bralng'”™ Our cosmopoli-
ton kid, Well-versed on_cll
topics, including women. The
ground school  inefructors’
dedight . . . but oh . . , thal
quodrugle relpose,

f
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WILLIAM L, GORMAM
Bradford, Penniylvania
The porpetual supdly =gt
Can ond did slesp on avery
oooation, Hobnobbed with the
gold trold come open post,

JOHH HALL
Eridgepart, Penmo,
This miéghly mile haits from
Pennsvivania ond that Irish
twinkie in his eye speils mur-
der for the Axis,

e

f

WALDOMN A. HOWARD
ThiET Gnhr;r:, Texas y
1% | exgi i W(JﬂlrlE or

a girl back home:! o 5
striving 1o do batber in
Ground Schoal and bombing
+ v o bWl aren't we al@®

HOWARD 5. GRAHAM
Poughkcopsie, M. Y,

Lite was a series of |nter

bucdes batwesn LA, weakends

with “Squeakie.” Those over-

segd  ribbons will enhance

those bars ond wings

LORIMN Wi, HAMAMM
5S¢, Jlak, lewa

1 ow lowo formhand 5 as

handy en the plaw oz he is

at the bombeight . . . then

thai earn grows high in lowg,

REX LEROY HUGHES
Cokland. Caliltornia
Riex s guist bal he dossn't
kove much fo talk obewt
Get's gals of eats from the
home front . . . and spands
mosl of his time eating,

HOWARD F. GREGOR
Two Rivers, Wisconsin
Wisconsin's  canfribution to
the war effort Aot her
waghand n L, A, boy. Cal
lects chosce phong numbon
o hence choice babes.

What a man!

D. M. HAUSEMAN, JR.
Boxeman, Montana
Mantana's pride ond joy . . .
Maother senf Chrgtmas freée
all the way from Bogeman
for the cadets ot VAAF. The
Housemon's boostoed our

morale,

IRVIMG E. HURST, JR.
Syracuss, M, Y,

Hurste s dorever  asking
quesions . . m.1h_-ri.'lr;
argund ond raising the roaf,

Usually hod o reoscn

JOHN JOSEPH GRIPNE
V Staples, Minngsoio

“A child shall leod them.™
He did in closs amnd In tha
oir, Lock of a beard mods
Jackie closs Moscot

WM. H. HEIDERICH
Milwaukos, Wiseaniin
El Ters hos mare gripes thon
there are sand flees on the
deaert, Usually ends up pro-
E:cgmq: by lowghimg  out
ud.

JAMES B, JENSEM
Honagdale, Pennsylvamia
Little, bulb b Is a
shower-roorn Paghioccl  and
marders the closics A bom-
bordier of deadly occurocy,

CARL JOS5. GUERREIM
Erie, Pommsylvonla

"The Voice™ made falling out

a fitwal, Az squodron odju-

tant, Corl kop! us on the

bal!l with five minute warn-

Ings. "Guerrein Must Go."

HAL G. HOBERECHT
Waatherford, Okla,
Qur "student of Efa" who
can be found enjoying his
pipr ond boak. Mext fo his
tobacca-literature sessions,
e liked ground schoeol besk.

FRANK W. JOMES, JR.
Salt Lake City, Utah

A fomily man who comes

frie Salk Lake City, Mewar

LT T . #0¥E ha doesn't

fmoke or drink , . . one v a

millian, but we'd like his C.E.

ALFRED H. GUIDOTTI
Milterd, Maszochusotis
An outhority on Boston and
i3 beons, Tore L. A. oport
on Open Post but lenged far
his Meéew Englond haven

Chipor gt

JAMES JO5. HOFFMAM
Les Angobes, Calif.

Oaef waung protege has re-

cantly Becorme a man, Can

sell more Collfernla  frails

and Auts thon twenly men.

JAMES ARTHUR KARMS
Cakmant, Pennsylivania
The Fttle mon who deesn’t
soy much bt thinks o lof.
Thinking poves dividends for

ki while af tha sight,

JAMES COWAM HALL
Elizabothiown,, M, €.
Alwayve doing the autlondish

con bomb anything . . .
anytime . . . ompwhere. Our
rebal i3 G sharp ot a lock.

HERSHEL C. HOFPER
Memphis, Tennessos
“Say, 1I'm from Mernphis,
where you from? Seemed to
ke the happies! guy among
us. His gipglo wos contogious,

ROMALD D. KINGSTOM
Santa Monica, Calif,
“hpidec’” with 1he grean eyes.
How bhe crowls inlo  the
grasnhouie s everyone's
wander, Rates as one of the

best bombordiers n d4-4,



RICHARD R, KNIGHT
Quakar City, Ohis
Mokes with iha falss teath
to the side-splitting jey of
afl of us. Wife had the shack
of her lite when he Pook

them out one day.

ARTHUR M. LIPPMAN
Brookline, Mass.

Proud Hooo-vahd sens . . .

F.O.R . MM one of

the educotod. Wonts plenty

ef action in a B-26 . , .

wants oction]

MELVIN C, MERRILL
Syraeuse, M, ¥,
Arnother H. P. wha lives fo
fly. Likes dual stick time. In
his unbombardiering o=
mants . . he fkes LA, too.

GEO, LANCASTER, JR.
Willigmspart, Penna.

The boys from “E" call him

Homest  Abe Wae  wondor

whiy?f

WALTER E. LOHMAN
Santa Manica, Calif.

The man with o pargetual

smile. Luwcky lod lived near

home. Santa Moéica . . .

here | come,

HEMRY G. MILANS, JR.
Evansville, Indiana
Squadron Six Fuehrer ., .
and an exceflent ane, tea
Firm in kis corwictions . . .
but vet we all lked bim.

Goad |uck!

CHESTER JOS. LASOTA
Edun, Méw Yark
Red Hot A-20 man baad
bormbardiar . . . night Fighter
5 Queen. The Buf-
W o KL R

fala Flosh
rEvariE . .

EDW. C. LOOKER, JR.
Flushing, N. Y.
“But Sir, with the Sparry we
g it this way." Perplaced
his mstructors ro ond  with
thea competitor's em. Ins
structars want griy

SAMUEL E. MORSE
Lang Beach, Calif.
He never liked if bt we
called him Swampy. Andy
Hardy flivver or a Hareld
Teen fgopin’ Leno . this
falopy gat him o Long Beach

AUGUST V. LESHNER
Burlingten, Mow Jorsay
"Taken off advanced ship
ping orders for buzzin'® 23

wolid months os o codet
.+« « professionol.  Most
liknahle chap anound the ok

MORBERT |. LUCAS
Rochester, H. T,
"Rl Fappy,™ wos the hottest
fhight bombarcier we knew
Scent long wears o a G,
Always warbed 1o fiyl Wikl
fly with a VAAF degree,

FRED L. McCULLOUGH
Lonece Creak, Wyaming
Baaal 1t's thaot sheep herder
from Wyoming, A smile for
svery oooosion, bul never an

occosion foar o wwile

IRVING H. LEVIM
Chicage, lilimss
From the other %o the ethe-
real 4 yeaors of Basle at
lEnas.  Don't  use
Gillathes whea levind's arosmd

ROBERT EARL LYDA
Wichita, Konzos
Konsas 2. R, worker, Gaing
back to “Witchitawww® by
wiry af Albuguergee . . fwo

days flot. He's g prince.

S5AM F. McILHANEY
= I Paso, Texas
Cute little daughter Janics
A Texos lod with o Scuthern
hospitality. Friee Toxi fervice
1o San Berdoo for “F" Thght
Thone Mae,

RICHARD JOHH LEVIN
Shelton, Waihington
Flight Lisutenont . Eww

Scturdoy morning  in-

spectiom emal . . .
Dper Post . sweal L L .
C.E sweal ., . Corme
dunior I May . R,

pwdat, sweat!!

BRUCE C, MARTIM

Plainville, Conn,
eclcut  Yonkee At
e Columbla U, amang
other high ronking institu
tiond,  Calls VAAF one of
the highest,

Wh. YAN McMABE
Grocndale, Wiscansin
When | wos ot C.T.D. Yeah
. v o | want ta Peabody, Let's
give ‘em the C.T.D. sang. Wa
awr that town, WaH, WAH,

WAH!

HERBERT LICKER
Las Angelos, Calif.
L. A 's prociipal som |, ., . elows
1o heme and ready. Good
C. . should da wonders

ovier Tokio . . should do
wonders anywiere | . . Should
da. Wil

DONALD J, MATHEWS

&t. Louls, Missour]
D. J. ond S5 Berdes , . .
ard of cownss what's there
. ta ao synarymeusly, Ton
ke lose? HMeopo! Does he
gwer miss?  Moocod] Roger
Gl DT

JOHM JAY MEUKOMM
Columbia, Missourl
Dusty, Dusty Qivg mE your
armwer tre, A product af
fhe bast mocshisnds of the

Bozooka stofe. Undarstand
him ord you've gof a friend.

. teQ¢ Q¢
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WILLIAM E. NORBY

Minncapedis, Minm.

Geol iF by the Morby handis
ord watch the sk fiy, Ball
o at IRED, Mo bether

"ECHTODNK™ ever wos bred
n Minnesota

NICHOLAS F. SALLESE
Whitestone, H. Y.
aches of might, Lt

Gets Feo
hix hala 4
competitor fo Te

an hn rwenbos and fongos,

HARRY SOLMICK
Marlon, Alabama
Spent most of his time and
mongy on hair grower, In-
ifed it wos inkteal rotarda
Ham of tho scalp. Swopped
Bl rolling for knob bwisting.
Wa colled him “Grandpa,™

JOHM HAROLD MORRIS
Kimberly, Idaho

Cutel, humble Individual,

with a code all his own. A

avand buddy they oy, Be-

ware of the peoceful chops

or i it eyes of Blue,

ROBERT H. SAMBO
Chicage, IMlincls
Sambooooooo,  He's on the
worpath . chased by big
souaw.  Chicogn  wias  never

like the Colifornia hotel

CHARLES D. STEWART
Broskhaven, Miss.

“Gos house Charley.” Mooned
v Leno Horne while his
wife sloved away over a hat
stationory countor af the PX,
Famous lost words; “So halp
me, it was Walker.”

JAMES PATTON

Svasido, California
A conglembration of roces
but very proud of his son
Quite o bit of hordwore on
that mon's blouse. Philso-
phy: Here today . . . gone
e T e

DEAM DARRELL SANT
Los Angeles, Colif.
Tough ane fo lose . . . 10

G's, ten thousand of course

d The devil with inspes-
tierns. Let"s fry him

WALTER A. STEELE
Denver, Celorado
“And in this coge, lodses and
gentlemen, we hove Stain-
less.”  Qne more halr and
ho'd been on ope.  "“Walter
lead me to the olior'"™ wos
tha cry of avery girl he met.

JOHN PERSHING PEEK
Bloomfleld, lowa

A ghart fellow with the in
telligence of tha beaf of
them. A maorried man who
swagted ouf weekend schod-
ules in order fo ba with
wilie, And who wouldn't.

JOHMN DOUGLAS SAUER
Paocitic Palisades, Calif,
“The Dreamer.”” Recipient of
sudden telegrome Expert on
nervous indigestion, A woice

anly a Mother could love,

e

ROBERT L. 5TORY
Ddabalt, lowa
Hod o pro-war job  hiring
begutiful women in o govern-
ment agency i the Mation's

Caopital, . . . He'd like te go
bock. . . . Wa'd like To go
with him.

ROBERT HW. REBILLOT
Cantan, Ohlls

Come o us from 44-3 ond

ropidly become one of the

gang. He and Lesh sure hod

thelr times boenbing “Oh,

my happy McHaney.”

MURRAY J, SCHULTZ
Brockton, Moz,
Eept s loughing continu-
ously . . . got us through
PEvIaiion « erigd “Flying
Soturdoy night, Sir. But, sirl
You see I've told Corola , ..

HENRY E. STUMBERG
San Antonio, Texos
Competent ond cificient ad-
patant Hod the dublous
honoe of boing the star of
many a song. Went fo bat
for Us avery time we got infa
a Jom. Went to bat a bot.

R. K. RICKABAUGH
Cauncil Bluffs, lowo

Why you lob, ... He was a
pood man. A bit of lowo
fromsphanted In L. A, With
a heart belonging s Ala-
bomeme . . . he wishes his
girl could hoar him ding

WILLIAM C. SHIMNN
Ashlond, Ohio
We callad him kst Slain
“BilL™ Forever in trouble,
Drocded cver Barbara from
Sonto Maonico six doys o
Wik

MARTIN F. TARGOMSKY

Las Angobes, Calit.
Closs strong man. Flve foet
ond 4 inches of THT waon
trophies ond  ribbona - for
. bt ane Zombke af
tho Brachcomber floored him.
Abwoys smiling

JOSEPH EDW. ROZELL
Fi. lrug?. M. C,

Whose dealing? Room Mo, §

men. A bBit &f Braskhm in

Forest Hills, Mothing con

stop "Rose™ except the

weather. | give up.

JAMES G. SHOEMAKER
Lemara, Kaniod
Yehemently lnsists he's not

a farmaer , but thot drowl
bolies if. Main ambitian in
litg i to pet Shinn on
ke ball

DOMNALD M, TIPPETT
Los Angeles, Calif,
Sings bike Sinofra . . . looks
lika Teyiar walks like o
Duck . . . fomous last words
h. . 'I'_:i Mary Jane were only
Cre.




DUAME ELMER ULSTAD
Fard Dodge, lowa

The P, T. kid. The oniy

sweal he ever workod up wos

tha one A The chow line.

Always Dorrowing  SomBcn’s

redia.

JOHM E. WERTIN, JR,
Loz Angeles, Calif,
Ancther fomaly man . . . and
he moved Them ta L A, just
fo be near tho brood, Bald-
ness descending . . . but his
good haemar carrigs ham thru

RAYMOND L. WILSON
Fortlond, Oregon
Whare s Pizzont? Here s
Pizzont! They go wild, ssme-
ply wild cver ma. Ha's rugged

ROWLAND C. VINCENT

Mendavi, Wisconsin
The original “Late fo his own
fumeral Kid" Always stood
oround wrapped in oo towsl
velling . . . "Where s every-
ang ?ni"-q:" Meed we soy
LLYE

WM, D. WHITAKER
Maywood, Calif.
Made 110, bur the fandars
siowed him down Took “em
oft and he flew. He drives
by might.

LOUIS H. WILLSON

Lets g0 te L. A, Lo
Con't . . gotte’ write my
girl o dozen letters. Ha's
crazy.

ALEXAMDER J. WALKER
Yonkers, Hew York
Gum chewer Deluxe
argues ahaut anythir
copious fop piist
elags, Our Irish tenor
nto ecstasy svery 1
marched by the fire houss.

RICHARD E. WHITE
Rachester, Minn,
“&ir, the powder trosn con-

sints of " iwith mod-
esty). Took ROTC af U, of
Mrrnesoto. He's really White

ROGER C. WOLCOTT
Marihfield, Oregon
Been in the ormy throe years
Dozens of girls waiting for
him, but he con't get out,
He's i a rut

LOUIS E. WALLACE

Syrocuse, How York
Quigt, hard  working "
wolleyball ployer abewve avar-
oge. Alwoys insisted upon the
reasan behind everyihing

BLAINME B. WILCOX
Pacific Junction, lowa
“A kgl of breod, o jug of
wine, Mre. B, B, and the liftls
bucksnots and the world s
mine.” Ha's boppy

GERALD T. WOLFORD

Biythe, California
Guite a hyibrid kid Diogenes
con stop searching for this
Cadet actually hod his peck-
3 sown, What docs one do
withaut pockafaf

SPURGIN ELDEM WARD
Grand Pralrie, Texos
A mon of his own maoking
and likes the brand he man
ulacturad. Cugh! e pounce
heavily on the manufactur-
ery of fthis war when he
sfrides inko The big Tirme

JEROME M. WILF
Philadalphia, Penna.
Hubba, hubba, the odds arme
5-3 that | am dropging ten
ang gaing to the movies. Ha's

Quaker City,

W. H. WOODCOCK, JR.
Forest Hills, H, Y.
Hells, ‘Woodroof Yes, but
you can'l ger your hair cut

n o bor. He's hitter

JAMES L. WELCH
Guthar, iy
"Hey! Somebody waks ‘Wel-
dar up! We're going to tha
flight line.” Spent mars hours
on ftihe ramp then Schultz did
A the peesture chomber.

RICHARD L. WILLIAMS
St Paul, Minn,

Only two ledges laft . , . ft's

gnly midnight wiharn's

the sondpoper? He's eoger

EDWIN C. WOODROOF
Swarthmore, Penno,
Helle, Woodcock! A boshket
ball i one Band ., . . o beer
in the other . amd o gir
in his armi, He's versafils.

LOREM K. WELDEM
Lox Angeles, Calif,
One could heosr him scream
saven Blecka away. "Hey, got
o cigorefte?™ Alwayt i a
hurry first out of the
gots apen-post,

5. E. WILLIAMSOH, JR,
Croston, lowa

True . , . Y CoMmirg avViraQe

iE o Bt what o wegk-

end. He's married,

WILLIAM ROY WORK
Eant Liverpasal, Dhia
Christmas, 41, dug trenchos

in Hawae Cheistmas, "2,
KP . . . Chrintmas, 43,
W AAF The sfotes for me
He's G.l.
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GREY H. WYMAN, JR.
Mereersburg, Foana,
Lunday night s« ONE oyPe
sparkles  with  sotisfaction,
The other gleams anticipa-

tHam He's starry-éyed,

IOHM R RORERTS, JR.
Jenkintown, Ponng,

“My aching botk, this night

bambing runed me [ Hos an

anwwes far gverything, Orates

ary the Eost. A swell lad wha

doserves e besl

WILLIAM R. TOBIN
Seattlo, Washingfon
Strietly o civilion in Army
Clofhes. Our secund effects
man whon we song ., ,
"Rosie the Riveler,” Swell
ang mon oaxlience for cormy

fokes. Pope Goldberger]

e —

FREDERIC A, YERKE, JR.

Your sfatement |s
with controdeetion, bl
have lovely eves. Me's Ede's

STAMLEY WM, YATES

‘Whet's tholt domn  moised

JOSEPH YAND

Have youl tried sweating |
Three shocks  sheould
bring ma under the curve
He's Mew England,

THED. ZIVANIDIS DOUGLAS DORE ZOOK GORDON F. ZRUST
Hew York, H. Y. Akran, Dhia Minneopolis, Minm,
-+ have my E-58 ‘Wellll now . . . The Wooster- “But please fall in, fellos!’
oo T2 stop watch . . . ond Booster Bulletin reports on Let's not be carried owoy,

my poger bog. afummai mesting on Torgws Gardy, He's newhrwed.

He's wure of it

Student Officers . .

Student officers who trained with us have our
greatest respect and admiration. Having won
their commissioned rewards in other fields, they
sweated out the long trail to the land of silver
wings and a bright shining spot in the realm of
airmen. Mow they're serving double in the fin-
est Army in the werld. Congratulations, Licu
tenants John Roy Gibson and Walter Joseph
Victor!

ZMD LT. W. J. VICTOR IMD LT. J. R, GIBSOM
Dutrait, Michigon Charlette, Yirginia




Time On Our

Some jokester out of sheer exhaustion and with no malicious intent
was floored with a G.I. brogan when he gave out lyrically on the song
from which our headline was derived. He feigned lonesomeness and said
the melody with Irs more than approprigle lyrics acled as a robust
roborant on his weary system, We, however, weren't in the mood for
lyrical strengthening and proceeded to count the “spare minutes” be-
tween classes. . . the flight line. . .ground school. Gigs meant tours and
tours meant walking and walking meant less shoe leather and less shoe
leather meant depleted stocks of this impertant commeodity. We had no
desire to raise havoc with the U, 5. economic structure and besides, gigs
meant “'no Open post.” And we were a venturesome bunch, hepped to
the cadence of fun and frolic and had no pleasure in living by the gig
lists.

Hands?

There were moments when King Weather would go berserk and
Queen Schedule would take a holiday by virtue of this very, very, variable
situation. This change in tempo afforded us a chance to scoot about the
lot with the alarrity of a walf on the loose. There was a hamburger at
the PX...short chats with a lonesome party of gals representing the
Women's Army Corps. . .a note fo write to that all-important Lucybelle
dame. . .making friends with the cute little pup at the ready room. . .or
standing in line for mail. . . long overdue.

Open Post and a ten cent bus fare was passport enough to the thriv-
ing little town of Victorville with its bright lights. . .a good band. ..
dancing. . .spirits. . . pretty girls and lots of happy moments of enchant-
ment a la cadet style.

Time on our Hands? Well. . .a little. . .and we made the most of it.
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WE HAD OUR CHARACTERS

Birkenseer: B.B. doesn’t stand for Beautiful Babe, but it does stand
for Bloodless Birkenseer — plasma deficiency. Don is so thin, that when
he drinks tomatoe juice he looks like a thermometer, When he took his
&4 blood count, the doctor stopped at one. Upon arrival here, Birk posed
tor a Red Cross Poster, depicting the urgent need for blood. The results
were gratifying. We received a dead horse, four chickens and a moth
eaten skunk, not to mention four bottles of watered-catsup and a broken
syringe. Father's Day, mosquitces all over the country sent him cards
and blood. One day Birk slipped into the latrine, to. . .of all things. . .
SHAVE. We heard a groan and a thud. That one drop of blood was
rushing toward the opening seeking escape from its anemic master. We
peppered it with nose spray, Schlamiel No, 5 and finally cement but it
wae all vary futile. A blood transfusion was necessary as evidenced by
the accompanying picture, The syringe was quickly prepared and the
mess injected, Birk is ckay now, though he whinnies in his sleep, cackles
continually and no one dares stand near him. Cheer up, Bloodless. . .
maybe you'll get a goat transfusion one of these days. That wouldn’t be
too baasadddddd, would it?

DOMALD “THE BLOODLESS OME" BIRKEMSEER

Fenning: Once upon a time there was a glamour boy named Fenning
who was a killer with the women. One Saturday night he said, “Think
I'll go to Hollywood to give the slick chicks a break.'” So. . .off our hero
staggered via thumb. “Fearless Fenning,” finally arrived and proceeded
to “Stinkfoot Jacks," Hollywood's version of a bar, complete with two
little doors labeled “"Him" and ""Her."” Quickly glancing around he spied
a lovely creature drooling over a brew, “Kismet, ‘tis fate for we two to
meet," and without further adieu he whisked her away from this den of
iniquity to a secluded spot south of Hollywood and Vine. Monday found
our Fenning in camp. He could not eat. . .he could not sleep, Rowena
was in his soup, his foot locker, his barracks bags, Egad! An inspiration!

Owver the lines went crackling his message of love: “MNo more Stink-
foot Jack's. We'll build a dream house at your apartment Saturday
night.” Five hours later came an answer, “'5ir, you cad. . . nevar darken
my mail box again. . . Rowena.,” The face that had launched a thousand
beer bottles had betrayed him. Mo Rewena, no apartment, no nothing
near Hollywood and Vine. Fenning was stricken and sank into more
than his usual coma, mumbling. .. "What did | say to her...or what
didn’t | say to her?"”

WILLIAM "ROWEMA™ FENMING
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JOHN "HAIRLESS" GRIPME

Gripne: And in this cage, lads, we have Jo Jo the dog-faced boy.
John Joseph Gripne has an appearance only a bombing instructor could
love. Jo Jo's face is absolutely devoid of hair. . . that item which differ-
entiates between the man and boy. Gripne's face is so smooth that up
to the age of five he posed for Johnson's Baby Powder ads. His contract
finally ran out because of the lack of large sized diapers. Guerrein on the
wielding end prepares to give Jo Jo his first shave. Don’t be alarmed
though. . . there's no blade in the razor and that white goo is nothing
more than flour and and water. We called him “Mascot.”’

Knight: Damon Runyan would probably squeal with ecstasy if he
ever came in contact with our boy Knight. ‘{ﬁs ambition in life is dedi-
cated to two things: 1. Having Fun, 2. Having fun. Dick is probably the
only man in the Army Air Forces with a gorgeous upper plate. With this
extended at a 45° angle, and eye-brows up-raised, Tojo himself is in
front of us, With arms slung downward (one hand searching for a cootie,
sometimes we don't think he's kidding) we have an ape. %ick delights
in going through the G.I. dental clinics. He waits for his name to be
called and then marches in with the plate, putting it down, in all its pink
and white glory, Knight got married a short while ago, keeping from his
wife his toothless condition, Well, we always said, “Love is blind but

RICHARD ""UPPER-PLATE" KMIGHT

MARTIN “MUSCLE-MAN" TARGOMSKY

marriage is an eye opener.’”’ |s she going to be surprised when she reads

fhis1 episode. Pardon us while we make reservations in the nearest bamb-
shelter.

Targonsky: 148 pounds of solid muscle distinguishes our boy
Targonsky, apgmpriately nick-named “Tarzan." Marty is our favorite
weightlifter. Of course, he's the only one at VAAF, but what the hell,
Lifting weights for only two years, Marty has gained 115" additions ta
the biceps...2" in the chest and 2" to the diminutive frame. In the
148 pound class, he's taken first in the L. A, city meet, the L. A, county
meet, the State ?:t-l’ogﬂht.'r and the Army, Navy and Civilian meet,
“Muscle-buster” Marty presses 210, snatches 190, clean jerks 250, dead
lifts 380, one arm presses 185 and knee-bends with 300,

Tarzan has been married one and a half years and says, “'It's almost
as wonderful as getting a new set of barbells for Christmas.” He wants
to finish his education after the war and plans to conclude his life’s
ambition, namely: to teach math. . . preferably at a girl’s college. “Pag-
ing Mrs, Tarzan!"

Marty is one of our favorite boys. If you have any dumbbells you

want taken care of, see him after he knocks off a couple called Adolph
and Tojo.
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LIPPMAN and HAUSEMAMN. .. ..., . ... Lettuce Snatchers
e po, o e B e = e Made with the Brushes
SMESEBMSCHULTE.........__......ThaBigGem
GERMAM and GORMAM. ... ............ The Little Gears
SHOEMAKER and SHINM. ..., ..........Punched Keys
GOLDBERGRER ., | . o v s oo son s He Snapped
CRORE e B e He Chopped

MEET THE STAFF. . .

Thera's a bouquet or twa for tossing purpeses here and the class
of 44.4 directs its floral barrage at Staff Sgt. Al Chopp who
produced this splendid edition of “Bombs Away.” Chopp bears
the brunt of all the preduction preblems. His day sterts at 8:00
a.m, or earlier. , . he hits the sack next moming at 2:00 a.m. or
theresbouts, Manages to keep zane and at the same time keep
peace among 10 eager staff members, the cooperative Base Photo
Lab and everyone else concerned. His aide-de-camp is beaver
Cpl. Edward H, Goldberger who moved heaven and the flight line

Ao capture us on film. Thanx in this, too, for the fine work of

Pvt. Don Pope [Chopp asked us to add thisl, and Lt. Jack Cooper
for a swell set of individual photos. Thanx all the way ‘round
till next tissue.
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