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Farewell . . .

from our Commandant

April B, 1944

To the Class 44-5:

Congratulations to 44-5! United Mations air vic-
tories are being contributed to more and more by the
Mmerican bormbardier, He is the pivotal figure in this
war, |nhim is concentrated the responsibility of every
mission. His is the obligation for the failure or success
of missions on which the lives of other thousands may
depend. Today you join your comrades in arms. Help
them carry those responsibilities which in due time will
bring us Victory.

Victorville is proud of your training achievements.
The hard-working folks at home are proud too. Carry
the will-to-win spirit with you always. Be the best
bombardier and the finest officer.

EARL C. ROBBINS,

Colonel, Air Corps,
Commanding.
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We Prowdly Dedicate . . . .

We of the class 44-5 proudly unfurl the honor flag and we raise it high in
salute to “the men behind the scenes’” — the officers comprising the field
administration group of Yictorville Army Air Field.

Although we rarely 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 a feeling that Victorville was well
governed and its officers personnel seemed to be constantly on its toes.

Regulatioﬂs, strict as they had to be, could never be regarded as unreason-
able. The morale of 44-5 ran high and our respect for ""the men behind the
scenes’ increased with each new day.

To the officers who shaped our program of training so well, we say thanks
.« . Tor a job well done.

MAJOR ROBERT H. MURRAY
Director of Training

CAPT. WALTER P. MEMNZIES MAJOR CHARLES I. SAMPSON CAPT. JOHN D, BARMNARD
Director of Flying Administrative Officer School Secratary
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44-5 CHECKED

Raunchy and paunchy. . .and hungry too,
we climbed off the trains from Kingman and
Santa Ana. That long awalited furlough was just
another grand memary and we were all ready to
settle down to eighteen weeks of sand, sweat
and what-have-you. That is, we were almost
.. .after we had eaten, for it's no fun waiting
three hours for meals on those antediluvian
trains. We climbed into the trucks, miracu-
lously getting all the baggage and were off with
many mingled looks and thoughts of apprehen-
sion and question; for this was ADVANCED,
ar long last, Most of our class were off to
Deming and Albuquerque, but those lucky ones
of us at the tail end of the alphabet were here
at Victorville — and glad of it.

We couldn't help but like it immediately,
for the first place we were taken was to the
mess hall, Mirabile dictu. . . wonderful to be-
lieve — such food, Venetian blinds and luxury
of luxuries. . .music. Was this the Army. . .or
Heaven? And we soon found out,

The next three days was a kaieidoscm. i
everything happened. Before we were a old
on the field we were at the inevitable forms.
Lectures and more lectures. . . forms and more
forms. . . | When we thought we had no secrets
left in the world. . . there were more questions
to answer, |t didn’t take us long to find out
that sleep is something a Cadet gets, only if
there's nothing else for him to do. But those
first few days went by quickly. . .we all found
out where we were and what we were here for,
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... LOOKING

We had to lock trim! It was a military directive and we abided by the
rules. Inspections were an old established custom and who were we to
break down Army traditions, |t was more the other way around with the
Army dealing the upper hand.

We could never quite understand why the necktie had to go under
the secornd Luttorn or why arceighil incly span of a clean sheet had to form
the white collar of our sacks. Yet, this was the order of the day and the
little blonde babe in L. A. wouldn't understand being stood up. . . for the
third time in two months,

To greet the inspecting envoys. . .we laid our plans carefully. Brass
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MIGHTY TRIM!

shined with a brilliant Easter glow . . . shoes glimmered in the hot Mojave
sun. . .uniforms had that razor blade press. . . caps were tilted at just the
right angle. Yep...the barbarous blades of 44-5 made an amazing
transformation. . . we looked almost beautiful.

We were an affectionate bunch and acclaimed each other the best
dressed man hereabouts, . .and hoped our tactical officer and the Com-
mandant would agree, Occasionally they confirmed our decisions and we
enjoved Open Post.

A few "on the lot” weekends cultivated a vigorous determination
within each of us to pass Saturday inspections, We did. . .and the little
blonde in L. A, wasn’t disappointed.




MAJOR HAROLD M. SKAGGS, JR.

Commandant of Cadets

CAPTAIN LOUIS H. GARRETT
Deputy Commandant of Cadets

CAPTAIN A. H. MILLER
Chief Tactical Officer
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An honor and a privilege, for that's what
the members of 44-5 have considered our asso-
ciation with Lt. Stanley Reel. Frankly, we were
apprehensive at first as to this impressive
personage who was to represent the iron hand
of Cader Disclpiine. However, it only required
a few days contact with Lt. Reel to inspire the
respect and confidence which has been the
keynate of our relationship with him,

For it was Lt. Reel who has wrought the
military miracle that is 44-5. We were truly
a motley crew. The “beavers”. . .fresh from
the tortuous toils of Santa Ana and that mass
of unshined, unkempt “characters’” from King-
man and Vegas. After hours of drill, lectures
and undoubted anguish on his part, we have
come to be that unit who can proudly be termed
‘officers and gentlemen.’ Perhaps the greatest
tactor in this transtormation has been the ex-
arnple that our “tach officer” has set for us,
His impeccable appearance and straightforward
manner have been the models which we have
set forth to emulate. Mo unreasoning “'chew-
ings" nor unexplainable demands have been
our guide, but rather intelligent, rational dis-
cussions of what is Right and why.

The marks that Lt, Reel has left on all of
us and the memaories of him that we will carry
forth from here are signs of a pleasant relation-
ship that we are all too reluctant to end. The
men of 44-5 say to Lt. Reel. . ."Thank vou,

Sir!"
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LT. STAMLEY A. REEL
Tactical Officer
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GROWING PAINS

Turn on the oxygen. . . this altitude is killing me! So for three weeks we
bembed from twelve feet...indicated altitude Withaut endangering lifa,
limb or public property we got on intimate terms with Mr, Norden’s nightmare,

For days we pushed those massive metal highchairs up and down the con.
crete floors, dreamt about them at night and worried about our mil error in
the daytime. Of course, there were those minutes of laughter and joy when
someone went berserk and drove a collision course for the neighboring jalopy
and when a sleep befuddled, "bubble happy” gadget. . . anonymous by request,
reached for the instructor’s switch and instead tweaked his instructor's nose.
The quality of our bombing was increasing but the quantity, depleted by those
stolen “’breaks” was not enhanced by the many double releases. At the door
of that elusive trigger, we laid those many double releases, causing the per-
petual track meet around the hangar floor,

Finally the', procedure shaped up and just around the corner was that day
when we could say . . . "Bombs Away, Sir!” for more than just a dilapidated
bit of carbon paper.

|
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Oh, My Achin’ Back . . .

Ground School, The words generated scenes of
harror. *'That's how the place got its name. They grind
you to a pulp. . . ground school. . .get it. . .ground. ..
grind.,” This genteel approach at humor by a fellow
dissenter met with only widespread revolt. . . the nar-
rator nursing a suspicious bump on the head. But we
were an eager bunch and strolled into the learned halls
with tongues stuck to the roofs of our mouths, Oh, if
we could only have a Coke, Tense nerves twitched
under the mental strain. . . the instructor took the plat-
form . . . the stogie became a familiar sight and we
krew at once ground school would be a worthwhile,
pleasant enterprise.

44-5's assemblage of gleaming greenhouse gladi-
ators could boast too, of its class-room characters.
Arthur forever questioned the hygrometer in weather
and was offered a personal tour by Lt. Zlotnick to see

if ha roild rlear the matter up, “'Sleeping Sickness’
Woeiner had side boards put on his chair so he wouldn't
fall out in his sleep. Dilliner was caught using an air
temperature graph for a checkerboard and Waller was
found reading ""The History of American Literature”
instead of TM-225. Walker was the class “brain’ and
Wells was the. . .you name it. . .we've got it. ""Snaffy”’
Gardner snafued more times than we thought possible
and Eichelberger studied and sweated out the courses
more than any of us,

Mo harsh methods were employed by the platform
platoon and we soon absorbed theory with the acumen
of the noterious quiz kids. We hit the soft sack each
night, muttering. . .rate ends. , .cross-trail mechan-
isms. . . formulas, malfunctions. , ., mock-ups. . . more
tormulas and the causes of errors. Ground school was
a stepping stone to the flight line and so we endured
the tedious preparation with unwavering determination
.. . thanks to the reasonable teachings of our eloquent
professors.

r.m_g_ﬂﬁﬁ

“THIS GROUNMD SCHOOL busi-
ness is a breeze and besides Lt
Grean likes my brand of cigars,”
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A STRANGE
NEW WORLD. ..

Zero-zero and ETA, strange words from a strange new
world. . .one into which we were soon to delve. We were
to be bombardiers. . . navigators, . .or well, you name it.
Eighteen weeks had gone by and we still didn’t know the
answer to that one. But navigation is no longer just Greek
to us. . .perhaps that too is questionable,

After three weeks of tutelage. . .seven hours daily, in
the wonders of the navigation log, radius of action, and
follow-the-pilot, the embryonic DR navigators of 44-5 were
chafing at the bit to find out if it all really worked. To some
this flying business was old stuff and airplanes old friends
.. .to the novices this was to be their virginal encounter
with flight; but in the minds of all there was one hope and
prayer. "It better be the right way back!"

Then it rained for a full week, but wa finally teck off.
The first mission was to Kingman, but Voss and Vorhaus
made it right on course. . .to Boulder City! Kutchback
wowed the world with his zero-zero missions and we all
swore that Sirl had mated his EGB with a ouija board. Lang
and Larsen finally split the stacks at the cement plant. ..
and then it was all over. Mavigation was old stuff and next
week's bombing was the play.

For the time we parted company, but we all looked for-
ward to the day when all our bombs would be sweated out
and we could wield our Weems' Plotters down at the OTU
Section and again sing that familiar old theme, ., .""Let's
Get Lost."
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READY AND WILLING

Is this a ready room or a G. |. madhouse? We were fully convinced that
here was na place for the perfectly sane, We were a border-line case and this
rrales worried us. Moise. . .noise. . .check the blackboard. . . what's my mis-
sion number. . .what's with these 12-C forms. . .don’t forget the confidential
.. -gimme that CIAS,

We were willing to abdicate and become just plain simple civilians again
., .but that sort of wishing was stricken from the record. Before we were
permitted to stroll onto the concrete ramp. . .our names were affixed to the
. |. journals under "accounts receivable” to the unforgettable tally of $362!

“Damn, . . that's more money than I'll ever have in my whole life.”
¥ ¥

Meatly itemized. . . the near thousand figure accounted for one parachute,
one clipboard, one oxygen mask. . .a flashlight. . . stop watch and a camera,

Jangled nerves became taut and sturdy as we hit the brisk atmosphere of
the leng, beckoning runway, Fears liberated. . .we ascended. . . thankful for
nur sessinns in the ready room where troe friends were made and friendships
tirmly cemented.
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WHEN | DIE, BURY ME DEEP,
WITH MY E-6-B AT MY FEET,

PLACE A 12-C FORM UPOMN MY CHEST,
AND TELL MY INSTRUCTOR | DID MY BEST,




Sidetracked . . .

Learning to bomb led the parade of activities at Victorville. . . yet knowing
how to deposit our lethal cargoes didn't fully prepare us for the big job ahead,
And so we sidetracked the principal project at hand. . .ventured into the
realm of “extra curriculum’ and partook of those hundreds of other fittle
chores which come with learning to become an officer. It was a Round Robin
affair with nothing left untouched. Victorville’s secret sanctuaries were
explored ro the fullesr, From the dit-dor-dash of the capricious code room. ., |
wa wore a path to a class called Aircraft ldentification. . . where we |learmed
in double quick time the distinguishing marks of enemy craft. The ballistic
boys advanced theories on the use of the Infantry’s Carbine. . , the 45 pistol
.. .and the grand Garand. We raised a merry hell of a hullabaloo on the skeet
range, too. Sort of reminded us of those lazy Sunday afternoons at home, Yes
. ..we enjoyed being “sidetracked’’ every now and again. Each new subject
mastered was an obstacle cleared in our endeavor to reach our respective goals,

Proud Papas . . .

“Are there any questions?” The instructor, orating
on the provocative study of the Causes of Errors spied one
hand waving frantically. “What | want to know, Sir. ..
is. . .why does my little baby boy always get his oatmeal
all over his face instead of eating it? | really don't mind
. . .but you see oatmeal is so doggone hard to get out of
his hair and besides it's an important food. . .and..."

The instructor interrupted with a shout. This gentle-
man of degrees fumad by degress, turned an add chade
of sky blue pink and roared. . ."'Listen, Mister. . . this is
a Causes for Errors class. Mot the kiddies forum.”

The foregoing episode proved typical of the ingenious
attacks used by the blabbing beavers of 44-5 to sidetrack
the main issue at hand. . . specifically, . . learning how to
bemb. But these rare sessions in declamation, inane as
they may sound, gave the papas in our class a chance to
narrate to everyone's keen delight about that hospital
corridor adventure. . .sweating out a “junior.”

Charter members of this prosperous Pink and Blue
Circle are: Van lde, whose miniature model, Melinda Jane
tells everyone she is "jist tree yeers old.” Peyton and
Miller laud the antics of thelr four kids. . .2 aplece.
Peyton boasts a Jim Junior who struts the age bracket at
one and a half years. . .with a cute little pin-up number
aged 3 months serenading the house, MacDermott's true
love is a small, eight months old blonde baby named
Margo Ann. Enoch and Heoberg fill the air with proud
papa talk concerning the five year olders. . . boys no less
. . .who bear their names, Walbridge proudly parades his
two and a half year old Paul before “‘us future floor
walkers."” Peggy Ann Ferrier and Ann Talley are two little
tikes who wish their Daddies would “peez tum home.”
Bailey has a four months old charmer that he hasn’t seen
yet, but has receipted bills to prove. Hatfield's four and
a half year ald Phyllis is counting the days “till Daddy
comes flying home again and Linda Lou is right in step
.. .waiting for a Dad called ‘Wassom.

Recently added to this impressive list of perambulator
papas are Klingensmith and Wassom. For the latter it's
the second mission, Their C.E.'s are high. We envied the
"famous fathers of 44-5." They have a genuine reason
for getting the Axis in their sights. Lots of luck, Pops!

Top left, Van Ide's tidy
Melinda. Upper right,
“The Wassoms.” Center,
‘Walbridge Junior and the
Farrier's Fair daughter,

Peggy Ann.
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TARGET TUSSLES

“I've got sixpence, Jolly, Jolly sixpence. . . 1've got six-
pence to last me all the while, , . ."

| he traditional cadence song lacked its usual harmonious
blending. Fright tightened up the vocal chords. . . we were
just plain scared. Yet...everything was in our favor, ..
good ground school average. . .a wow on the trainer. . .and
the weather looked perfect. Wonder how you feel when air
sickness gets you? We stopped wondering,

“Mow relax boys. ..do exactly what you did on the
trainer. You can’t miss.” The instructor smiled. He was
trying his damndest to promote a dismissal of the fluttering
butterflies, raising a helluva’ rumpus down under,

Wa gulped nnes ar twice . . | then climbed aboard, Para-
chute in order. . .oh, and another thing. . . keep your equip-
ment handy . . . stop watch, tachometer, oxygen mask (think
we'll use it) clipboard, camera, progress, confidential and
dear old E&-B, 12-C, and the all important compass cover.

Massive runways turned to ribbons of concrete as we
climbed. . . whirring motors hammered mute reminders into
our befuddled brains. . .""You're in the air, Mister. . .in the
air."

Is that good or bad? We thought of Mom and Dad at
home. Gosh, wouldn’t they be proud of that dumb kid of
lheirs, We saw Lhe banner with the litdle stan hanging in
the front window. We were proud too. Mighty proud!

From then on...bombing became second nature. ..
targets just so much apple butter. . .gyros danced their
merry ways but settled down quickly under our tenacious
grip. We were in! We learned to love our inanimate friend
...C.E. She ruled our destiny at VAAF. We got on well
with her till the very last day.

Yes...we all had our target tussles. We would have
bombing no other way.
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Six little gadgets, looking quite alive. . . .
One flunked Theory and then there were five.
Five bombigators full of ground school lore., . . |

Forty miles of § course ard therr heve were four,

Four H. B.'s off on a spree. ...
One got stinko and then there were three.

Three gay Misters, guite a lusty crew. . . .

Cne C. E. snafued and then there were two.
Out on the desert, miles of sand and stone. . . .

His procedure went haywire and I'm all alena.
Mew | sit and wonder, oft | sigh and meoan.

Wha's to be next? |s it me. . .all alone?
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HE TOOK A CHANCE. ..

The time worn adage that “man’s best friend is his dog," took
on firmer meaning for ye old classmen of 44-5_ | | for it was a pit
bulldog named "'"Chance” who took a chance with us.

Part wolf, and something of an eccentric and venerable old
codger was Chance. , . and almost anyone would recognize him as
the gimpy, bottle-loving dog who grew ta be our favarite pal.

Passing by the ordinary ordeals of bombardier training, for
Chance never went into the air with us. . _he partook of only
those more desirable tidbits at Victorville. Chance dined at the
Cadet Mess_ . . took refuge inside our glorious halls of learning

. .and camped outside Cadet Headquarters waiting for a hand-
out which he knew was sure to come. Rumor has it that Chance
sweated out payline with the 44-5 boys. He seemed to understand
our problems and whined as loudly as we griped when our CE's
brought those frequent verbal barrages.

es. . .Chance is truly of the immartal. . .a character who
teok a chance with us. . .2 dog whe made training at Yictorville
full of those pleasant little anecdotes which proved in the
sequence to be not anly helpful to our morale. . . but good clean
fun as well.
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WE TOOK A

We gazed at the sky. . .black as pitch. . . lighted only by
an occasional star which vainly strived to pierce the misty
atmosphere. We noted a slight quavering of the lower extremi-
ties. . .and our steps to the flight line were slower. . more
deliberate. What was it like. . . flying around in the middle of
the night? Well. . .like our pet bulldog Chance. . .we took a
chance and the initial ordeal paved the way for a series of what
could be termed. . . terrific bomb hits.

As twilight faded. . . the planes on the line became sleek,
silver beauties, . .enhanced with the red and green ear-rings,
technically called navigation lights. Engines came to life with
an angry roar, . .sputtered and bit the air. . .died. . .and then
recovered their lusty mechanical cries. Plane after plane turned
into the runway. .. hesitated and took off like a glistening
arrow. | his poignant panorama of men and machines made us
feel that at long last we were really part of something big.

Might flying had it's lighter moments too. Ask “Eagle
Beak” Crandell about the night he turned around in the nose
te check his oxygen and almost tore half the pilot's instrument
panel out with his proboscis. Up there in the dark, Ed Gilday
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CHANCE. ..

dropped his EGB and after fishing arcumd for it 'Fiﬁa”'y
emerged with the darn thing. . . the computer reading upside
down of course. Gilday didn't catch the error and then won-
dered why his first bomb hit 9,570 feet and 10 inches over.
Tony Pizzato flicked on his rate motor when he reached for
extended vision. All his instructor could say was. . . “|f anyone
is killed down there. . .you know who did it.”" We scrambled
down the catwalk on change of bombardiers, fumbled with the
camera in the dark. . . picked it up, hardly hearing the silent
click and three minutes later discovered that a flick of the
thumb had depressed the trigger and the film had all run off,
The pilot tells Dumler, riding as co-pilot, to check the wheel
and he starts down the catwalk to take a look at the tail wheel
from the camera hatch. Oh, my achin® back!

Darkness had its redeemable qualities, too. |t concealed
our many errors. Luckily cur bombs hit with amazing accuracy
.. .and good missions called for celebrations. We dropped
those good ones again and again over the midnight snack at
the Cadet Mess, A warm cup of G.|. brew was prelude enough
to our last target of the night. . . the sack!




Muscles, Ine., eould have apprepriately and very
amply described the cooperative efforts of Lieutenants
Ben Lewis and Fred Anderson who were building bodies
on a mass production basis.

Lusty commands turned to angry yells when we
failed to respond to the Monday morning *'freshening-
up” routines, And we needed the rest so badly. . .
especially on those black and blue Mondays when the
beers and highballs. . . whiskey sours and weekends
were still fresh in our minds and in our stomachs. Ah
.. .cruel world.

To clear the clouded brains and the stubborn
muscles of 44-5, Lieutenants Lewis and Anderson
devised a tricky set of effective calisthenics which
made the Ranger tactics look like child's play.

p— ———— — — . -

ROUGH AND RUGGED...

For that added good measure we huffed and puffed
over the obstacle course. . .ran wind sprints until we
were sucking air up from our toenails. We trotted
cross-country style until we thought our legs would
drop off,

It was all very provoking to say the least, but we
had only to gaze at the physical prowess of our instruc-
tors to understand why athletics covered a sizeabls
chunk o' time in our diversified training program.

It takes more than courage to drop bombs. . . it re-
quires the kind of skill and steady nerves that result
from a well-regulated athletic period.

Mevertheless, the closing whistle always brought a
tumultuous response, for the sweat and sand were over
. . . for another day,






CAPT. CARL E. SCHULTZ

PEEPSHOW

A glance into the future. . .and a preview of things to come was the real
1easurs Lack of vur last (e weeks al Vicloville, To illuiminate the shape of
events for which we are destined. . .WVAAF put us through an Operational
Training Unit. And the man behind the talk and chalk of blackboard battles
was Captain Carl E. Schultz. After blasting enemy targets with the Bth
Bomber Command and doing his chores as a member of the first daylight
raicers over enemy-occupied France, Capt. Schultz returned to the U.S.A.
and fortunately to VAAF to translate the bombing of Schickelgruber's shacks
into blackboard, class-room adventure which held us spellbound. With 250
combat hours to his fighting credit, the Captain was well equipped to take us
into custody with some pretty fancy formulas.

Each new day at OTLU proved to be a novel experience. . . briefing combat
missions, .  flights over Los Angeles. . . rescues in rubber rafts. . .new gun-
nery metheds. . . startling, exciting discoveries in the art of precision bombing
from our “lethal packing buggies.”

Modesty beset our instructor, . . but occasionally we caught him en famille
and in a communicative humor. The walls of Trainer Hangar Five rang with
yarns of combat. . . acts of heroism. . . lessons that live. . . and the brilliant job
of our valorous American “egg-layers’ at the front lines.

Yes. . .OTU was a magnificent adventure. Those of us who strive to equal
the renocwned record of Captain Carl E. Schultz and his corps of workers will
more than deserve the hearty handshake. . .the wings and bars.
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SOMETHING

Good food. . .cool showers. . .Open Post. . . those were the things
cadets shouted about. Yes. . .the transformation was amazing. Mo
sooner had the inspecting officer left the barracks and the Group Com-
mander gave us “'rest’’ than chaos reigned. Another weekend began and
Open Post took the spotlight. “Pops™ Wan lde was off to L. A, to his
pretty wife, Jane. The wolves whipped in for a final session with Tommy
Vlaszsis and a last minute word of advice on how he did it. The “'sack-
timers™ were already under the blankets and dead to the world. 1t was
glorious Saturday!

The Juke Box commandos were at it again and more memaories wore
in the making. . .not to speak of those Monday moming blues and empty
wallets. We were off to L. A....Berdoo. . .Big Bear. . . Arrowhead. . .
and the Green Spot. And the tales we'd tell on Sunday nights. . . the big
blande at the Casino Reom. . _ the little red head at the Biltmore Bar, . .
the gal at Arrowhead Springs with the big Buick. . . and whatsername at
the skating rink in San Berdoo. . . Ah, those wonderful women!

TO SHOUT ABOUT

Scoteh and Canadian Club, Brandy and Besr,

But our eves are still shining and our heads are still clear.
It's a long time ‘tween drinks, so lads have your fill. .,
Don't mix your liquor, you'll never be ill.

Have tun you joy boys, make gay till the last,

For another mad weekend soon will be past!

The smart men stayed at home. There was the show ar the Post
Theater and & malted at the day room. Twelve hours in the sack and
ham’n’eggs on Sunday maorning. The boys who slept and studied and
caught up on that letter writing were really the smart boys. They were
never characterized by the pouchy eyes and black coffee. . .aspirin. . .
and tomato juice breakfasts, and on Monday, bright Monday they were
the lads with the “leng green™ and little blue bankbooks,

Spend it as we did. . . weekends came and went, . .and the sooner
they came "round. . . the better for us!




ROLAWD ALFOMSO
Arnold, Pennsylvania
YA a8 vivacious Gttle guy;
doos everything with spirif
ol gusto. Packs a Perrific
wallap In that Little frome
Cughta go plodes . . . willl

HAROLD A. BELLO
Disaiming, Mew York

Known as “Low” Liked by
averyane . ., including his
matructory, ‘What's Califor-

nia gof that Mew York hosn't
two off Ok, you can have
Ol
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JOSEPH M. BOMEY
Wethersfickd, Conm,
Call far Mr, Anthony, pleows
Jor hod his troubles. Ex hot-
pilet by woay of Maxwell Fiald,
Likes bombardlering better
and he'll moke good

CLYDE W. ARTHUR
Los Angebes, Calkf.

“Hark . . . the mighty one
opproaches.” Codet  Major
» hord warker, Took on

managing editoriol chores of
“Bambs Away' In mpEte of a
hatty schedulo. Book . .. 0
SUCEETS.

CHARLES E. BERMAM
Detroit, Michigan
Tohorky,” the sick ool kid
got to know fhe flight sur-
gran personglly, Hay, Evans
« « .« bring me some breakfosE,

G. K. BRIDGES, JR.
Pittsburgh, Penna.
Bricges af Ridge Awve,
olwoys bumt his bridges be-
ki  him Had on eleciric
rozor but mo plug, Hotes the
OPA,

FREDERICK W. BAILEY
Sacramento, Calif.

Long lege “"Earrey’” wal ong

reason YA Flight hod to

change stef. Coversd mare

terrifory in o few seconds

than Bunyon,

YICTOR H. BESSER
Inglewond, Collf.
“Wic" s o Californio bosaber
through ond through, And
why rat? Tha wife lives 100
miles drom this sond and
dusk, Lucky!

D. J. EROADBENT
Mazea Cily, lowa
“Don™ found pencil trouble
the only bod fecture of bom-
bn":'lerlnq. Fonever lost them,

Ha's ety ""lead™ ground

B. WM. BANNIGAN
Utiea, Hew Yaork
Wedding bells ring for him
. Irish fresm the top to
bottem. Dnly song he knew
and repeated cansiantly
“Wearing of the Green,™

CHAS E. BLACKMAMN
Wenotches, Wash.
Ong of “A'" Fhghts married
men. We calied him “Smiley,*
Jdock of oll trodes . . . an In
fantry man wha got tired of
wolking. |3 he kidding?

EDW, R, BROMAGE
Worcarter, Mass,
Charter membor of the “First

Maghters,” ‘\What's coaking,
Doc. A Blue Book rooter ..
and the Bank of America
loves ham.

HAGE M. BARMARD
5t. Paul, Minn,
"Focke Walle™ wos the spork
m owr baskatball team .
Feuteront of “A'" Flight . . .
and devated to his wite os
well, Versatile, eh what?

E. W. BLACKMORE
irmingham, Michigan
'-Nukznds-g-n L A, "It never
raing in Colfarmia -
much . . . except whon |
toke o poss” U, of Wiscon.
sin olumni with o pretiy Gtk
mate called Polly,

ROBT. D. BUTLER
Cakbond, Calif.

A plutorrot awrnid o
af the few jolopies Weekend
addrass | Big Baar, Pratty
cold for swimming, wasn't &t
Boby?

RALPH H. BAUER, JR.
Fert Mitchall, Cavington, Ky.
Victorville = horsaback rid-
iy . Big Begr — moro
rorsebock riding. Arcowhsad
Loke — harse . . . KMaonday
— Oh, my achin® back., He
had it coming to hem,

ROBT. L. BLACKWOOD
Chapal Hill, H. C.
"Blocky™ k& o blg redheod
from the “desp South™ ., .
way deep! Our poor mon's
Fronkie Jwoocnatra . . . how
mgny “bu-ums” did you drop

fochays

HAROLD W. BURTS
Mountaln View, Callf.
Tall — was the mainsray of
‘A Flight's front ronk. Good

spor.

GORDOM CAROLL BAYS

Saline, Kansay
Engwn ai “'Bacener.” Dropped
one of one  husdred  fest
{feaem 1| 1 0007 .+ Brought
the mest bock with @ mals
heichion feport, Yeoh Gods!
The truth is flexible

REED R. ELAIR
Indisnapslis, Ind,
Supply ssrgeant without sup-
ples.  Ergws all the angles

from 0 to 360" and bock.

A fiend for getteng i frond
of the darmn comero. Hog!

BURKMS M. BYRAM 11
Teoleds, lowa 3

From out wherg the corn 0§

high, Alwoys lo=t out of the

Drpoled - owar his
just Ehink ing

mess haoll
caffee . .

N R R E R E E E R EE RN




|

IR E E EEE R EEEEE N B &

® o0

9 9/ 00000900

R. €. CHENOWETH
Wait Los Angeles, Calif,

Tall, lanky, gosd-natured and

ke comes from  Caolifornia,
Could It be froef

ROBERT F. DIXOH
Santa Roto, Calift,
Tall, good-looking and jusk
good. He ond Chris were a
dug all of us were proud of

W. E. ELLIOTT, JR.
Dallas, Texas
Wife in 56n Berdoa , . . Ellioli
in San Berdoo . . . every Sot-

urday neght. Oh, my , ., these
fucky beavars,

A, A, CHRISTENSEMN
Feattle, Washingten
Tal, silent type . . . hord
worker, fao. He's a Washing-
ton bay with a yon for the
wide open spoces.

s
TP’

MILTOMN DALE DOWHS
Omaha, Hebraska

Had e get o fulough for

his wife o well as himaself.

She's o Wave . . . ond when

shw woves . . . MM rune her

“Dowra.” Corm you're askifg
forl

5

KEMMETH E. EMOCH
Haw Cawtle, Ferna,
Co~ganer of Club 13 . . . our
“firat tonor' « + and he
should hove basn our last,
Clyime  membership in the

44.5 “Father’s Club,*

JOHH PORTER COOK
Stanwosd, Waihiagion
"Cockie" is g jive hound and
con spol any  bond  ofter
eight bors of the ntro, Can
#pot any  jive  siafer after
mghlr steps on the Floor, Can

spot [

ROBERT E. DREW

Harmaon, llinois
Bob had greal afcurady n
hiz sighting, Ask the most
beautiful WAC on the kcol
campul, Haod to be consoled
when he got only “fowr for
five” in combal hils

LEOMARD K. EPPERLY
Fayetteville, Arkanzos

Big strapping boy fram Ar-
kansqs. . « deckded drowl
« oo DUt g ot bombardeer
Togged the Begu Brummal
by Lt Real. Hold the title to
groduotion doy.

CHARLES C, CONN, JR.
Vantura, Calif.

Golden volced fence, but oh,

haw we wished heé hadn't

token up singhng.  Usually

seen ab the Green Spob with

s,

FRED DUMLER
Greekey, Colorada
Squodran one Adjutant , .
firvizhed with excelient record
. . . storted with one, too
Wants to till the soil offer
the fracaes, Bound o ralso

bumper crops.

WAYMNE EVANS
Fresna, Calif,
Anathor are of our happlly
morreed moen,  Trips fo Los
Angeles . . , guité frequently
it the wife's oxpocting
Wao're ewpecting . . . Evoma
is expocting to dis waiting

L. L. CRANDELL
MHework, How Jersey
One ol the few chaps From
the motoble Jolsey withouwt
the Jotey brogue. 'Wamen
ciistored  oround  him  lke
bees. Funny beezness!

CLINTOM E. DYESS
Robertzdale, Alaboma
The Bob Hoge of ow ckas
Helged puidl us theough those
lean days when "0 for 5"

wias in vogue

ROBERT E. FAIRBAIRM
Okblohama City, Okla,
Beatter known oz “True Love."
He Fhves for b weekends
in L. A, ond ploys o liths
footbali on the side, Ambi=

tious , . . but yes.

MORRIS A. DALY, JR.
Las Angeles, Calif.
Anather bocal baoy . . . Ston.
ford no less ard he dib-
bled with the brushes, Artistic
as all hell,  Waiting  for
Ehirley Tompls fo grow up.

JOHH BRUUN DYSTE
Les Angeles, Colif.
Motive af L. A and likes the
territary, Mever hoard of VWic-
terville before the War. Was
fabbergosted whon he sow
hit first sond flea. We

scratohd

JERRY H. FERRIER
Partiand, Oregon
An Army man from woy back
whiri. He's here to teoch the
rookies g Thing oF Two or
maybe three on how the pros

do it

EUGEME E. DILLINER
Ganeieo, Ninois
Officer’s Guide Dilliner . . .
and guite o title. Smiled only
whan ha had 16, Terrific
Group Major . , . a recl Pop

o all of us

B. L. EICHELBERGER
Pilots Grave, Missour
“But, Sir . . . | don't under-
stond,” ke hod o habit of
talking the ormn off ground
schasl  instrugtars,  Mighty
popular, too . . . with the

ground schoal bays (7).

ALLAMN HARVEY FILAS
Lot Angslas, Calif,

O of the Caoliffornda lods

wha spent By sock time of

home over [rocious  waek-

ends. He was bucky]



JAMES KING FONG
Sacreamento, Callf.
Chingse lod with o meal rea-
sort for belng in uniform, Had
the mspest of all of um.
Hondled himsel! wel! through

the sirusgglirg days.

KEITH L. GREEM
Longwiew, Washingten
“Oid Soldier” . . . ond mar-
ried, He hod ane of the low-

et CE's. Eoger for Open
Post . . . no ane Blamed kim
ot even his wife woit

ing at the gate
esdlisr =

AFCE #pe-

TOM DEE HALLETT
Chicago, [limods
“The Windy City ‘Woander,"
Is argther Elight “C" mearried
E.mr and the copy reads
e loves her.

PETER 5. FRIGAMOVICH
Son Froncises, Calif,
Colifarmsa boy . . . made ol
the pin money toking glam-
oasr shots of the high oltitude
boys. tham awoy for
mothing when he sow whot

the developer saw,

WILLIAM A. GREEN
Whiting Laka, Indiana
“Queestion, sir* rong forth in
the chosiroom. Green was for-
ever ploguing the imnstruchors
with dueitions aboul owery-

thing on earth,

HAROLD E. HAMSEN
Larkipur, Calif.
Han's room maftes wern never
sure of the guy. Seermed he

Bked to put bogs fudl of
water in nicg  dry. beds
Tatched . . . eh?

ORAM EUGEME FULTOMN
Hallywaod, Colif.

Froem the mowvee city, Sald be

lrwed couple of doors dowen

from Rito Hopworth ot one

time . . . 2,B40 to be exoct

Lowes kis wife]

STAMLEY CHAS. GREER
Son Frangises, Calif.,

Shan® woE o magician .

no less . ., I you can call g

bost "Ace™ in a perfectly

croaked deck a disappearing

act. 'Wa lowved him, onywoy,

A, J. HATFIELD, JR.
Sumter, $outh Coroling
Marriad . father of a 4
wear obd pirl.  Ex-highwoy
patrobman,  Waonts o patrel
the skies over the enemy

fargets and moke o few
arrasts,

JAIME V., GAMA
Los Angeoles, Colif,
‘Tobasco' os g  fiondgish
idea thot po food B good
without proper seosoning.
Have you gver poaired o pint
of Worcester sguce down

soemeong's fhiroot?

JOHMW M. GRIFFIN
Dtrait, Michigon
Give him a little extro sock
timg, o comic book, o Petty
Picture . . . ond he's hoppy.
The hsy wos eatily satisfied,

JOHM ROBERT HILL
Ragpid City, 5 D,
Plohnay' B ore of the
“Higek Hill™ and leader af
the Brownirg Bhd., gong in
L. A, Versatile . . . but yesl

HERBERT J. GARDMER
Broekline, Mass.

Hoods an intorprater for thal

Back Boy stotion accent of

his.  Knows the fenna shors

intimotely. Faorest Hills wos

bk Beppy hunbing graund.

“King of Burlosgee.” Loves
Ih:nsnr? ald :l:rlm of Wingy
Manong and Loiss Armatrang
Paol from Baltimore is Ben
Blue, the movie comic.

RICHARD R. HOBERG
Penn, Ilingls
“They wero absolutoly right
about P, T.," wos his foverite
linge. Will roal up affer tha
war in o soff sock mode of
feather dawn,

WM. E. GARRISOM
Yisalia, Calif,
His wife recentiy presented
himy with a lifthe Gardisan,
Pricrities prevented the dis-
Friution of cigors . . W
seftled for o cigaretie opleos,

WALTER ROY GUHDE
Hehraska City, Mabr,
Quiet and wnossuming. Tha
two oo hand in Bond . . .
elogont woy to describe om

clegant guy,

M. J. HOCHSCHILD
Hartford, Cana.
Haopoes to gef new bride with

bars . . . oy ho's the bast
sports editer oul of lowa U
where he copped o BA,

EDW. JAMES GILDAY
Monroc, Mickigan
One of tha mainilays of the
basketboll tecm when evary-
omg elw's fest went sore,
Ask him oboud KEolomoreos

stovas!
= Pi
L

LEONARD C. HALL, JR.
Bakorsfield, Calif.
"Poochis Woochie,” Gove w
all the fundamentals of writ-

ing hove lntiers . B pasy
leszons.  After third ho had
te bring Shalley's book bock
tn | ihrary

ROBERT P. HOEFPMNER
Applaton, Wizconsin
Marriod, 1 After evary
Soturday inapection wa haor
him say, “Room | Is the best
damn rocm bh The barracks.™

Ambitious.

(1=
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HARRY R. HORAK
Funden, Konsos
A yory much “on the boll™
caodet,. Recoived ondy two
demerits of @ codet, Ex
music feachar , . . loves the
classics.

F

¢
1._.1:

J. C. KLINGEMSMITH
Manar, Panna,
Marriod . . 0 beond faw,
bawiblerad father of a baby
girl . . . marmed Beverly Ann
He wed wak swealing the
baby even mare fhon  he
;“;?EINIJ out bombs. A nice

o

WALLACE G, LEDFORD
Miami, Flarida

Takes him ten minatos to

gef up overy moening, Secrol

aporative for Miomi Chambor

of Commarce,

JOHH JACOBS, JR.
Clifton, M, 1.
Mewly mdried o . . has mone
overseos  time  than  meal
codets have ftime in  the
Arrey.,  Cloims ha's sfill a
civilion at heort. Main inter-
ast . . . the end of the war.

o

GUS J. KROSCHEWSKY
fan Anfenls, Texay

Michmomed “The Baotiles.™
Con sell you anylhing From
"sour Gropes fo ouds eo-
gordless af whather yau need
them or not, You dédn'l bul
he always wan aul.

MARYIN ORVILLE LEE
DOnoloshe, Wisconsin
Froem cvarspos ond oversees
his bombardiering work with

plenty of
punch,

the old comibal

EDQUARD J. JACQUES
Weit Warwlck, . I,
"You wonf fo see o mnice
leoking gir® Disployed tho
pix af home fown girl ot the
slightest suggestion, Main-
fosna  sho's  booutiful  ond

et
-
-

JOHM KUSHMER
Binghamten, H. ¥.
Tal, weil-asilt Mew Yarker,

Pretty foir bowler, Claims
he's o betlter olplons me-
chanic than he it o bombar-
dier. His guess s os good
ob CiE.

AUGUST V. LESHMER
Burlingtan, M. J,
ETO of the first woter . . .
no worrlgs . . . o troubles
« « NG nothing for Lash. |
miust have Besn geeat to bo
o hot bombardier,

ROBERT A. JAMOSKY
Corpis Chelabi, Toxas
A wildmon on the basketball
court . . . equally 6 on Open
Pogt, Meémber of the Texos
Chomber of Commance.

JOHH E. KUTCHBACK

Cimeinnatl, Ghio
A geod keoking kid from the
Cloams he haotes
Caliternia . . . couss [t never
raing  havg, Clathes medel,
fug solesman . , ., fursdluee
man . . . wire some of his
Fagsta,

~ o

&

CHARLES W, LINDSEY
Judsenia, Arkanian
Former Marine. He's hoppy
when the evercast drops to

500 feet.

ROY LEE JOMES
Part Arther, Texar
An A O M mon ond prowd
of 1. Has o kealthy oppetite
ond hos plenty of room for
ir "Tell wi obout this A B M,
Jones,” Hg did!

WILLIAM EDW, LANG
Chicage, lllinals
Married . . cantimsously
making flight laugh while n
formation. Victim of a
chronic geod humor bmsg and
hit ontics were  infectious.
Wat o plumber obout town,

R,

ROBERT CLARK LOWE
Chizages, Illinois

We called him "Buddia.” Ouwr

condadate for the “Mister

Five by Five™ aword. Soys

fherg's no ploce like the

Windy City,

WALTER THOS. JOMES
Emywarth, Panna.

“Let me of the D-8 sbghyi '

i= afl he soys. Foir bombaor=

dier with o foir haired lady

walting far him,

PAUL R, LARSEN
Maplewoad, Mo,
“Fosh, 1'm tired” are this
hoy's firddl  marming  words,
“The Kid” iz on ardent ad-
mirer of the weoker sox . . ,

but oren't wa all,

EDWARD MACEYRA
El Pads, Texas
A juke bax on twoe fest.
Staunch defender of the
Lono Star State. He is not
alone.

R. KACHADOORIAM
Fragna, Calif.
Known os “Katch' Finally
lest the bottle of the stofes
« « « Florida wanl  Cheerful
and hoppy . . . everyooe's
frignd!

ROY FRAMK LAWSOM
Clavelond, Tennessoe
Well versed bombardier . . .
im all subpects, Mever vens-
F:rm cpinicns unless osked

KEITH WARD MATSOM
Oakwoed, Ohio
Hizs main interest is Glaria—
San Berdoo, Weli distributed
eyes, cars, and note mode
::l'iern the handsomest gadget
re.




ALYIN GED. MILLER
Los Angeles, Calif,
U, 5, Mavy to bembardiering.
Mighty praud of his twe kids
and the Mri,

BERMARD L. MOGUES

Yentwra, Calif,

;" wns the con
il @ blgod of 44-5. "Tha
world revalved oround
“"Gwennie™ ond "Il doestroy
fthe Axis fo prove 1. The
hin fags Lig sdeas

ALFRED A, PIZZIATO
Chicage, Iinois
Tory was the boby of "E
Flight ond doad ringar for o
Deof-Erad Kid. To hell with
procedu whore did tha
bamb gor A Shu-kogo boy,

ROY ARTHUR MILLER
§t. Anzgor, lowa

Could alwoys be found pet-
ting a little exira sock hena
Abhwoys . EWeEn on

tha basketball court. 'We loat
qlintn Freguesntly

PAUL CARL ODELL
Los Angeles, Calif.
The L. A, freball, Can speak
with intelligence on oy sub-
pect of it's oboul wamen .
aspechally s lovely wife.

HARRY L. PLUMMER
Canton, Ohle
Quiimt, shudious . . . never re-
fused o fouc Mozt of his
leftors ore addressed fo the
cute Hithe trick in o nurse’s
uniferm who will perhops

somedoy be theo Mra,

HERBERT M. MISHKIN
Long lshond, M. Y.
Thdish' was gur mast notoris
aus H. P, . . . and o real

athietic wonder

EDW. LEON PALMER
Elizabathtown, Ky.
"The Rebel” . . ekt
famous statement, ARl be
gamnad 1F ah'll teaghe e
bambs suih.

o

STEWART F. REID
Chleaga, lEmais
A big time oferatar  from
the Wity City, Hashed ower
nis weekends to the misery
af va oll, Hod more women
than Solomon, he said.

¥

G. W. Y. MOLLER, JR.
Sam Antonso, Texas
He never missed o formatson
bigl wos ngves an fime. Mever
talks obout comes bul seems
to be thinkifg owle o T,

JOHM G, PARKER
Fairbaoult, Minm,
Every bomb cwer 100 feat
wos o dud to J. G, Claims he
went o school with Smith
Pl'.-F‘ shuck fo horseshogs ol

RAYMOND J. REITER
Haohntewn, lrwin, Foans.
An px-sarge in the nfoniey
tefarn ke gof the urge. Ono
af the foremosi expanents of
the sarly to bed=fo rise rou
fine. Benefils org marvelous

thinks Florida
stote. Propagondist!

WILLLAM MOREE
Clearwater, Florida
The only true 'Irrmrl-'l DE__ The
Florida Chambar of Com
merce n Colif. Sincesaly
5 the better

GEQORGE JOHM PEMDAL
Boaver Meadows, Penna.
The bey with the cigar
Quite of home with o ¥
ard sall musie, A chilion af
heart . . . but aren't we abl

HERBERT E. RUSSELL

Bryte, Calit.
Ex-pro baseboll mon_ ond
fiighl  lreutemant il
well-liked by ol ‘Wish wa

coufd all hawe hiz CE

FLOYD E. McCRACKEN
Houiten, Texas
Froem dioep In the heart of

the Loma Shod State fhis
roval rogue defended the
Tewos Chamber of Com-

meecl, We woander whiy!

JAMES PEYTOM
Detrodt, Michigon
"Pop" . Mhr ideal hus
with on idegl wife
bt man wio'd like to
Tha reody smile

LEOM D. SAMPLE, JR.

Sleux Cliy, lowa
Cuir own "'Bugs Bunnwy,”' For-
mer Theta Xi Prom . lewa
Stale whats e mofored in
Enginesring. Chaompogne and
blondes eold ond sizzling
raspactively,

4

C. L. McDERMOTT
Douglas, Wyaming

“Mot"—a good man with
two right feet. ‘When not
aking queitions, [aEing

ohaut his baby

-

g’
Cem Ly
5

MORTON J. PHILLIPS
Ling Beach, Calif,
“Mart’ |oves an  orgument
almest o5 much as thet oer-
tam girl. Wil always be re-
mormbered as the irale arafar

of raem Ma, 14

ARVID GAYLE SHAW
Boulder, Calerado
Ma relatian to G, B., but hos

the zame Irisgh Wik ang 28
terager tao. Paralle’s Gallont
Barrymore on the [ove angle

proud of . A Pepsodent
wribe dess the trick,

-
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ERWIN SILVERSTEIM
Los Angeles, Calif.
L, A borm and a UCLA pres
med shudent, The codawver
kid knew all the kot spots in
the big cify a few cald
ones foo. We togged along.

CHESTER E. THOMAS
Ralph, Alaboma
Quinl, solf-spoken sourhormnes
whose low C.E. should toke
hisn  places, Hes a little
Southern  belle waiting  foe
hiry W Adsbama,

RAYMOND J, YAM IDE
P Herth Hellywoad, Calif,
Pappy™  collected enough
pennies frem us o sfart @
mnt, Soys they went to the
kid , ., pul we ‘wonder,

JOSEFH FORD SIRL
Cleveband, Ohis
Favorita oxpressions  dept
"Whot o coat.” Leoder of

wonkly mvotson of L. A, and

the orkginzl Macombo Kid,

e

1S
P
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W. W. THOMPSOM, JR.
Springfield, linai

The all-ground man. Hoils

trorm Springtield and the Dis-

trict of Columbio with con-

mectiond in Lincoln and she's

in love with him.

THOMAS H. VLASSIS
Socramanto, Calif,

Mot ore te miss a single

Open Post. You foung Rim in

tha Angel City come Sotur-

day,

PETER C. SOREMSEMN
Los Gatos, Calkf,
Runmer up for the wenner of
st maon to foll oul con-
fogt,™ Hiz bkearly Raugh

matches his oppetite i
Vehiclas and wogmh wimens
are his pleoseres

OWEN TOMMERAASEN
Iowoad, lowa

Thup way peogle spell and pro-

nounce  his noene will somme-

day drive him fo drink,

W. G. YORHAUS, JR.
Huaw York City, M. Y.

This stightly carpulent Mans

hattan lod ks blessed with a

teste tor Canodion Club ond

o longing for New Yoek

nights,

L [

ROBERT 5. TALLEY
San Angels, Texes
A gentlemon of the obd
school bat not foo old
Sincerely believes Texos will
imin the other 47 ony day
oW

MILTOM JO5, TREFMY
Harbar His,, Grecnwich, Conn,
Froen woy bock Eost. Divided
hiz time between Flarsda and
tha East Coost before he de-
cided 1o irede his dails for
Winige,

FREDERICK W, VO55
South Band, Indloma
Spent his weckends in Vie-
terville or San Berdoo. Mo
ploce elss to go. Chsms he
could get o hit owery Fleme B
the sight hod skofes on if

OLIVER JAMES TAYLOR

Bristoel, Tean.
Small, soger codet with o
col Southern counienonce
v af all get cul but the
mmar list had $icgt call on
time, We wish him good
luck alwoys

KEMMETH P. TRIMMER
Cuoens Videge, M. Y.
Has & hifeh with the Coos
Artillery In Pongmg  behind
him and claims New
York iz the enly civilized

plece n the world,

Prince Bay, M. Y.

.o Al hod g hord
timg winding himself oround
the sight. He even gat stuck
goang up to the nose. ‘e
apglled artifickal mespiretian

WILLIAM R. TAYLOR
Parsons, Konzos
Typical  mid-weilerner who
has a habit of loughing any-
whare, anytima, A& real chars
acter ond the oobiest

In the clas.

R. L. UNDERWOOD
Thomas, Oklahams
Losghing bay . never aft
ottention in ronke, Hald ws
spelibound for hours with his

witty stories,

JAMES DAREN WAGG
Ossge City, Kansos
Combat hrts are easy for Jim
even while riding with an Air

inspector. He wonfed to
make an impression,

on weskends | .,

HOWARD F, THEDINGA

Rame, Wisconsin
An SAE from U of VWisconsin
where he mojored in low and
devoted most af his time to
Featball . among ofhes
things. Fights a hord battle
vast tha girl
still laves him

>

VIRGIL V. VALE, JR.
Dok Park, Ilinais
The "crgam of the corop'”
From U of Wisconsin s
this aoger bay warits to help
win the wor bafore ha for-
aits all the bhw he lonennd

M. E. WALBRIDGE
Detraif, Michigan
His son Poul is o well-knawn
chorocter oround the bor-
rachs . . and you should
ste Wally withoul o scegar,
He's @ nervoss wreck.




JOHH HOAH WALKER
San Jose, Colif.
Adweys anjoyed a goosd aigu-
ment. He mode ground schoal
seermn like o bresze. Even
“onalysis™ didn't slow  him

down,  Strang!

£
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NORMAN WM. WELCH

Hastings, Hebraska
Watch out far thoie auief
chaps. De. Jekyll ot the Am-
bassadar every Soturday
night

ARTHUR J, WIEPERT
Mocodon, Hew York
Loont balf of kis life of tha
ragtaurant ojling the favely
lossies. Popular boy with the
boys . . . o whiz with the

women. Tried hard!

ROSS ERIC WALKER
El Borado, Kansas
You hawan't heard

Wan ., . ehvays g civilian.

HEHMRY G. WELLS
Coving regrefted his endlst-

wrile-ups in the local shoet
than MocArthur.

VERMOMN A. WILK
Random Loke, Wisconsin
A ready smile and a sthoal

A bhot bomborder . . .
rom the doiry stofe.

HARRY 5. WALLER
‘Wilmington, Del.
An artist i his own right,
Liked L. A but wos forever
cormparing it with Wilming-
ton. He wos never sabinfiod

LOUIS A, WELLS, JR.
Deirait, Michigan

“Louie the Lip,™ wos cursed

with fwo eoger roommates,

Prasence of the illustrigus
duo almost drove fhis sod-

sock goofy, Ha'll swrvive

PAUL B. WILLINGTER
Lomlswilla, Ky.

Old Man of the Mountamns,
Squodron odjutant with never
& harsh word for afycna,

‘Wa bohoved!

HAROLD H. WASS0M
Lasrens, lowa
One of our married men. A

trug lowen whe's going oway
bock home ond farm when

the mess s ovar

EDW., THED. WEMILIK

Los Angeles, Caolif,

Give Ed o convertible ond o
“C" ook ond he's happy.

An grdent Colifornlon .

e  Feiea  ta  conwert  all

*furriners. '

JERRY BEMW WILSOM
M. YWernen, |llnsis

“At eose, give yourssff Pa-
s Rost,” wen Jerry's fo-
worite expression, Always first

man in g larmation

W. W. WEAVER, JR.
Clarion, Penna,
“Beover” took first prize os
ook of the Week,"” with
“Forward Horch,' He did o
pood job o flight sergeant,

ALFRED P. WERBMNER
Manchogter, Conn.
On the ball flight leutenant
of "H" Flight., Ex-journalism
student  frem  Missourd U,
Keeps us well informad about
things.

ROEERT M. WILSON
Portiond, Oregen

Eogerest of ow smallest
beavers. Bob hod a hobit of

keoeping ws all on the ball,

GEQORGE ElMOREI WEBE

San Rafoel, Calif.
Alwoys wisiting sthar rooms

“Platter™ rover misses o

ehance ta bidld up S5an Fran

cisco . ;. . as i1 the fown

needti any more building.

RICHARD F. H. WESSEL

Seymour, Indlama

A& platonic bver with o slow
beguiling drawi which cought
the women's foncy. Oh, my
kingdom for o slow deowl

. or i that all?

WILLIAM H. WISE
Lowsivville, Ky,
Grand aold Army mon. Lotz
of ribbona fo prove it Con
cloim more codet time than
any man in the closs Lot's
invastipate.

ROBERT WEIMER
Flushing, M. ¥.
Bhushing from Flushing
a good kid ond strcthy o
to the Army Alr Forces,
Quiz kid,

JAMES M. WIEMHER

Detroit, Michigan

“The haftast Liftle tems to
ever hit this field.” Unquote!
Just Coll hém “The Heod,™

KENUFF D. WOLFORD

Fairmant; Hebr,

Hod hopes of bocoming o
doctor, bul o scratch and the
shight of blosd eorly I his
life scared him oul,

{
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DAYID G. WOOD
Pasadena, Calif,
Dave s the smillng member
of the Wood combination. A
cheery ottitude won him a
hast of pals,

CHARLES R. ZWERKO
Monville, M., J.
Molsest sos (e Flight “H',
Lost one to hit the sack and

lost amn ta beove it

HOWARD F. GREGOR
Two Rivers, Wiseansin
Wisconsin's  eoniribution  to

the war effort,  Another
weekensd in L. AL, boy, Col-
lects thﬂdﬁn plane members
hunce choice  bab
What o man! o

RALPH L. WOOD

WJLLIAM WORK CHESTER C. WORONICZ

Hellywoed, Calif. od, Chin Chicags, IMinais
The better half of the Wead With a Full hitch In the Army Manoged to k raoer full
combinalion. Loyalty for the behind him . . . this genthe= af  howling s o the

hpmea

stote split  bobwean
Califernic and Ohio

boam, Plays o fout gome of
basketball. Equul!tr o fast
'I'_"'ir; his lugty sepremonds of

man of the Pacific area
knows o few tricks aboufr
nu‘ﬂrl:mn the Japs. Mare
o+ o Mol

BACKSTAGE

If two heads are better than one. . .then thirteen heads
must inevitably produce something tantamount to perfection,
The staff of 44-5 Bombs Away was an eager bunch. Their
ambition is reflected in these fine pages. Here they are:

Clyde Walter Arthur. . . o.ovvvncniianaas Managing Editor
Wiliarn Grosaman Vormace, 3¢ 1 117 1 } Feature Editors
Edward Theodore Wenzlik. . ............ Personality Editor
Eugene Edward Dilliner. . .............. Business Manager
o ) O L RS SRR . , Producer
Cpl. Edward H. Goldberger. . . .....vvviann. . Phatographer

Personality writers were : Blackmore, Crandall, Hill, Kacha-
doorian, Phillips, Sirl, Webb and Werbner. They played the
role of inquiring-desiring reporters and did right well with the
short squibs for each man in their flights.

In a mare serious vein for a minute, we of the staff want to
exprass aur thanks and sincere grahh..lde to Sfaff Sgt. Al Chop?
[983rd B, T. 5.) and Cpl. Edward H. Goldberger (983 B. T. 5
for their leadership and “'sweat"’ in making ls book a reality.
Withour the toil and labors of Al and Goldie this 44-3 edition
of Bombs Away would never have come into being. 5o to them
we say. .. Thanks a million, fellas.”

THE STAFF,

F. D, WORTHEN
Harth Hallywsod, Calif,
"Dumly"™ wos o stoksort [Hght
sepsati el 3% Taent
ims i ety
im thie world, Soys he's met
Lone T

KEMMNETH E. YOUNG
Faerrit, Calif.
More often sean then heard,
"Ken" wos a hot gunner by
woy af KAAF, Fﬂth H
press ogent for sunny Caoli
farnia

JEROME J, ZIOMEK
Chitage, IMinals
Lrmall lod with lafs of :
Deod-eye Dick on the ﬁl
court,  Thaught  Victarvilla
women were pretty fale. Tha
auy's slop-happy.
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SAGEBRUSH SAGA

Sunday. . .a day of rest! The army had different ideas. . .so
we packed our paraphernalia and headed for that uncharted,
dreaded teritory beyornd 1he gales of YAAF, G.l. jalupies with
their fashionable carvas covering, moved in with deliberation,

Visions of a mass protest rose as we bumped along the sand-
packed roads of the Mojave. The historical bugs, for lack of any-
thing else to say, reminded us that some odd thousand years ago
this whole valley was a river bed, A thousand years does a helluva’
lot to a stretch of land, Mot a drop of water in sight. We thought
of Brigham Young and crept back into our shells.

A sand storm played a menacing salute as we jumped from
the trucks, Here it was...a full week of Desert Maneuvers.
Reptant sand fleas moved in unnoticed. . . sand bore into those
vital corners. . . the sun lashed out in fiery revenge. We had
invaded the domain of the Sun God.

Bombing wasn't 50 much different in the wide open spaces
. . .and tents weren't half as bad as we imagined they would be,
Chow was strictly picnic style. . .we sprawled out on the warm
sand and ate to our heart’s content. Cold potate salad tasted ever
so much better now, “K rations made an unimpressive dehut,

For the outdoor enthusiasts. . . the desert was fun. . .sleep
came easily. . .dreams were pleasant. . . the beer was fine!
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