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COMMANDING
OFFICER

June 10, 1944

TO THE CLASS 44-8:

Today, your award of silver wings and gold bars
indicates two very important things.

First, your bombardier wings symbolize thorough
education in one of the most important phases of
the entire Air Crew Training Program. They mean
destruction to the enemy and security for America,

Second, the gold bars signify responsibility and
prostige. To ba a gentleaman and an officer in tha
Army Air Forces necessarily brings new responsi-
bility.

You graduates of 44-8 have been carefully
chosen as officers and bombardiers, MNow, as you
depart from the military and technical training of
Victorville, you will maintain strict allegiance fo
the military code. Combine this schocling you have
learned here to your business of destroying the

an. E‘-RL c. Hu"l"s ._ ENemy

Proudly we say, "Good Luck,” and prouder still
will we be as your names are added to an already
impressive list of alumni who proved te ks geed
officers and good bombardiers!

EARL C. ROBBINS,

Colonel, Air Corps,
Commanding.
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[front and center . .. you . . .

Do you see yourself in the audience? Or your
pals. . .Bob, Pete or Bill? Yep, they're here all
rlrigh.l and the rest of the gang is watching the
{ stage from behind the curtain.
Mow, take a look at this character on the
stage. Ever seen anything like him? Probably
inot, but don't laugh too hard because he's you
and you and you. His name’s Benny and you're
him teo. You were Benny the time you had that
double release. . . the time you dropped a bomb
with extended vision,
He's the epitome of all your sorrows and
[bruised spirits.




BENNY'S COUNTERMARCH

It's a wonder Benny ever got through the Gate on that bleak Thursday
in February, He was balking and shuddering like a soldier hearing an
Aleutian reveille. He wanted to do a back flip and go the other way. But
something made him go through onte VAAF sail, Perhaps it was a
bombardier’s obsession; maybe it was an MP’s strong arm. Anyhow, he
got here. Too many highballs en route, too many cover girls and Benny

just wasn't eager. Didn't seem like the same guy who sweated out
Classification with the resl of us,

Then he began to feel the velvet, A top sirloin in cadet mess, a new
wrist watch, a truck load of flying clothes, brief cases, shiry-new
equipment, a mail box (that was really something) and Bill West. ..
Lieutenant Bill West,

Keep thase items in mind and it's easy to understand the new atti-
tude Benny adopted after his first week here, Of course, he still managed
to foul up something terrific, but the kid was trying and he got through,

In drill one day, Benny lost track of his feet somewhere in a series of
rapid-fire flank movements and somehow found himself marching into
the flight, instead of with it. Had he been another Bronko Magurski he
might've knocked the whaole flight upon their fannies, but he wasn't and
it worked the other way.

Another time during inspection when we were standing as you see in
the picture, the Major, who was inspecting officer, and Lt. West, whoe
wanted to show the Major what a sharp outfit we really are, moved down
the line to Benny. We had just smoothed his collar down in back and
tucked his tie in right, hoping he wouldn't spoil our record as he had
a weekend at stake,

Just as the Major got to our protege something happened. One
corner of Benny's “'spiffy” popped out making a little “zinggg’’ which
we could hear in the inspection silence. There was nothing in regulations
to cover that so Benny got off. But it was an anxious moment,
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THE LOOKOQUTS! Cadets Prieb,
Opp and Fiora make a last minute sur-
wvey of their person. . .glance down the
hall to sound the alarm at the approach
of the inspecting intelligencia. Our
hero Benny is probably hiding behind
the doar. 1t's the only way he's found
to escape the Saturday deluge of gigs.




We spent three weeks on the ground before
flying. Benny beat us to it and was "up in the air"
trom the start. QOur days were split between ""Bomb-
sight Theory” and acclimating ourselves with the
actual sight on trainers, which look like metal
giraffes standing on their heads. You'll get the idea
from the picture,

Lt, Cunliff did a magnificent job of putting the
theory over, But we often wonder just what went
an in his mind, when Benny ground pencils on the
sharpeners during a delicate explanation of the rate
rack pinion gear, or dropped his clip board, or

BENNY'S TIFF WITH

We never could understand why Norden made
his bombsight so complicated, much less understand
the sight itself. With us in this frame of mind, you
can imagine Benny's dilemma.

sneezed, or even. . .snored. |f it was annoyance our
instructor felt, it wasn't Benny's fault.

Toward the end of the course when we were all
on edge during the grand review before the final
exam, the lieutenant put the noble touch on the
surmmary by bravely asking for questions, Silence.
The instructor smiled happily, the word “break”™
formed in his mouth when Benny bounced to his
feet. "“Sir, why is a bombsight. .." and before he
could complete his query we drowned him out with
laughter, OFf course, the kid probably had a per-
fectly legitimate question, but we couldn't give him
a chance. "Sir, why is a bombsight.” lmmortal!

“The " Jaszczak Jalopy,” as someone once called

the trainers in tribute to the supervising officer,
brought more sorrows than laughs. We never



THEORY ...

thought one man would voluntarily lug both stabilizer and
sight across the hangar to the trainer, up the steel rungs to
the mount, but Benny almost did.

One day when we were searching for tape, target forms
which aren’t eo cumbersome to carry, the bent figure of Benny
was teetering on the third rung. Climbing the ladder no-
handed just isn't done. We'll never know how Benny got to
the third rur

rung with his proboscis: bombsight in one hand, a less
expensive but more weighty stabilizer in the other. But even
3 riose isn't Herculean., A ¢ f dismay rang out. Men
scurried from all directions and a cluster of gesticulating cadats
formed under Benny. There was a fall...a cushiored thud.

M bombsight, a stabilizer, a Benny were imbedded in the

flesh of many, many men. There were na statements of charges
that da';,-. Amern,
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e BENNY MINDS <

Uu IH[ XIS It's going to be sacreligious to record Benny's conduct in the mess hall

m”"ﬂNS H[p[ . . .sacreligious to the finest culinary creations to heap our platters in our
LAEILRERA N Air Corps careers

-4 T Think of a brimming cup of Grade A Milk, then look across the table and

_,E_ you'll motice that Benny's cup is temptingly near the salt shaker, Conceive

-"‘I! af a sprawling T-bone, hot and juicy from the kitchen It's on Benny's plate.

= You've had one, but twe would be nice. Berny turns his head to pick up a

P E=r spoon and the logical thing happens. Or a square of pineapple cake, or any

= one of the score of delicacies we were served. |n this manner, during the first

weeks, we managed fo get seconds. . . from Benny's plate,
: Mow put yourself in Benny's position. He's famished. He's been running

the training gamut all moring and dinner formation he eagerly meats. He
loads his plate with two of the thickest chops from the counter. He sits down,
ches for the catsup, poises it over his prize chops, but to his horror a mere

A iy 1Y e =




3 S8
e

cu s
T3
.

2

HIS MANNERS

swirl of grease remains where his chops once were. There are too many innocent
faces at the table to make an accusation. And if he did, the accused would
merely say “Did you have your name on it?" and Benny would be stumped.

50 Benny became a zealous gobbler. He gave ne one a chance to pilfer
his platter. He might've had three arms for the rapidity bread, milk, asparagus,
moat, pic entered his gostronomy., Centrifugal force from Berny’s whirring
silverware caused many drops of gravy and mayonnaise to detach themselves
and fly through space. But Benny placidly tied a napkin under his chin and we
just ducked. After all, it was our fault. The members of Benny's table usually
left the mess hall well speckled.

Lt. Bert Galindo and his excellent culinary staff, we give thanks for the
finest meals we've ever eaten in the Air Corps. Those Saturday dinners were
always a touch of perfection.

NMEEEEREREEREE




LIEUTENAMNT WILLIAM €. WEST
Tacrical Ciificer

His name was Bill West, Lieutanant Bill
West. He was a new type of officer to our
experience, The kind of a man who led by the
axiom that “'yon horizon is clearer to a leader
than to a driver,” and Bill had his eyes on that
horizon,

We met him on a bleak February Thursday
in the assembly room, He was on rostrum
to welcome uws to VAAF, He was sincere,
friendly, and chose his words carefully. We
suspected from the first he was an English
teacher. He was! He taught at Northwestern
in his civilian days. His personality was as dis-
tircl as a shack Moo 11,000 feet. . . one of
those things sought, but rarely attained. We
decided we would like him. And we did.

It was his idea to keep in close touch with
his men. Friday evenings he would appear amid
the bedlam of pre-5AMI| fervor to strike a
cheery note with "'seventeen more weeks,
men.’” Sounded dismal at first. lts cheeriness
came in the last month,

Lt. West was not lenient, He was not
brutal. He was intelligent. His strength was
reflected in his willingness to allow our squad-
ror Lo share a large portion of training re-
spensibility. Veluminous gig reports, he felt,
meant the C.O, was bearing too much of the
load. He kept aside, the first few weeks, to see
how we'd do by ourselves, We didn't do badly,
although it was sometimes necessary for him
to remind us this was the Army,

We're leaving Lt. West, guess we can call
him Bill now. ‘1’(’9& hope he garners a few days’
rest before he picks up the next class. He de-
serves it after 18 weeks with us,
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MAJOR SIDMEY A. MILLIGAM
Executive Officer

Cadet Detachment

LT. FRED B. BLAMEY CAFTAIN A, H. MILLER
Adjutant Assistant Commandant of Students

LT. ROBERT C. DAYIDSOM MAJOR ROBT. H. MURRAY CAPT. ARTHUR A. BIBERSTEIN
Post Adjutant Deputy for Training Director of Flying

< P

MAJOR HAROLD M. SKAGGS, JR.
Commandant of Students
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The bedlam of flight line is merely heightened by the pres-
ence of the scurrying scooter of 44-8 — Benny.

His capers begin with the collection of forms, forms, forms;
arm-loads of forms, forms in pockets, between teeth, in hands,
undgrr elbows.

hey were considering giving him a special dispatcher,
after Cpl. Hunt lost composure on the fifth successive day of
red-lining, blue-lining Benny's 12C's long after the others had
traipsed off for quieter pastures

Benny's form-filling difficulties had their compensations.

After the ready room preparations it was our lot to withstand
the tedium of two or three long, creeping lines for ‘chutes,
cameras, et al. But there were no lines for Benny to endure; they
had long since vanished by the time he arrived at the scene, Then
he would become the “scurrying scooter,” flitting from one point
to another, like a fox terrier in a hydrant factory.

Eventually, after a half-hour of accumulating paraphernalia,
filling out slips, then filling them out right, Benny was re to
seek his ship. One fact he always bemoanad was that our AT-11"s
were factory made, all coming from the same blueprints and
molds. They all looked alike, rows and rows of them; only
stencilled numerals to differentiate one from another. Even
then, these numbers are usually obscured by a wing or Tail of
another, so Benny's search for his ship became an odyssey.

Sometimes, when Benny's tardiness was extreme, his final
spurt for the ship was reminiscent of Dagwood'’s scramble for the
8:15, with flying parachute straps instead of coat-tails, tachom-
eter instead of coffee cake,

'3

X

seeeevceececqce

'

®

s
L
L =
L =
[ =




5%,
et

i
B T Y

: -.E. i

il

aeeeerreeRNRRRRRRRRPRRRRERRRRRRAN®



Far

n@'ﬁf r1ission nmuging's

44-8'S LAMENT

Deep from the pages of medieval lore
Came the idea of a cracking whip
To lash our backs until they were sore,

While the master slashed on with curled lip.

We bolted the room in fearful haste
To battle and elbow and sweat and bask
In long lines of men who patiently faced

Supplies of 'chutes and cameras and masks.
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From the far bowels of the ready room came
The echoing bellow of a Simon Legree,

“Load those bombs, you guys ain’t lame’’;
""Spare my back” was our answering plea,




BENNY GOES TARGET HUNTING....

There were times, far and few between, when Benny did manage to
find his ship in time to help bomb-loading. His troubles therein began
with the shackles. The newer model, the B-7, caused him little trouble,
but when they were all shipped overseas and the outmoded A-8's were
put into use, Benny's Waterloo came

His first prablem was to find an instrument, small and sturdy enough
to insert between the plates ro snap the shackle o the bomb hooks, His
torefinger was unsatisfactory, it split and bled, A match stick broke, his
dividers snapped, his camera was too large (although he tried it), his
ripcord handle worked fine but a spilled ‘chute was difficult to explain,
so Benny abandoned that method. At this stage of the game, an arma-
ment man would appear with his small and sturdy pliers and the bombs
would be shackled. Mo thanks to Benny there,

Mext problem was that of hefting ten 100-pound bombs into the
ship. Benny's muscles were of the slim, supple variety, good for snooker
and thumbing, he often claimed, but impractical for brute exertion. After

[ Thekes)

Benny dumped a few bombs heavily upon the door jam, bending it into
the shape of a frag hole, his services were requested in the nose as chief
pre-flighter of the mission,

Into the air Benny's ship would eventually roar, . .into the air and
out to Series M. Benny's scramble for the nose during flight was like the
finale of a barnstorming air circus, An elbowed throttle, a bumped mag
swilth and a brushed stabilizer wheel was all the ship needed (v gu iniu
a madified snap roll, and Benny himself inte an unmeodified somersault,
That's why Benny's first target run was always dry; there wasn’t ample
passage room for his gangling frame en route to the nose without
trespassing the pilot’s domain.

Down the course on the second approach had its thorns, but of a
different nature. Knobs, switches, clutches had him in a frenzy, cross-
hairs seemed to do a jig every time he put in a correction,

But somehow, when the bubbles were hiding farthest in the tube
and the hairs racing from the shack, Benny got his best bombs.
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"T.5." in this case signifies not what it
ordinarily connotes. “T.5."" in this instance
means “'tight squeeze’’ which is precisely what
this particular cadet is having.

This, of course, is a familiar scene. . .ad-
justing bombs in the rack pricr to flight. What
you don’t see or hear is the silent prayer going
up: “Come on baby, be good te me” This
pre-flight ritual occasionally brought results,
Benny can tell you more.




BENNY BUILDS

Athletics field was the stage for Benny's physical prowess. It was a
sight to see him going around the track like a jackrabbit. . .a jackrabbit
towing a piang, [t just wasn’t in him to exercise with the smooth muscular
coordination of his compatriots,

When Benny came to bat the fielders moved out. . . out of range of his
wildly-flung bat. In a football game there was no one in the line to block
him. They weren't fearful of a bone-crushing charge, oh no. There was no
need to block a jerk who tripped on his own shoe lace and ground his
schnozzela into the turf while the play thundered over him.

The cbstacle course with its tunnels, hurdles, ropes, pits and labyrinths
were a heydey for Benny's slapstick antics. He would start the run with a
flying spurt, trip over the first hurdle, tangle with the rope and finally
by-pass it, plunk into the muddy pit after clawing the far side impotently,
collapse on the parallel bars, involuntarily weave his appendages in the
ladder rungs and be extricated by the first passing kind soul, and end up

HIS BICEPS...

with a grandiose bellyflop one pica short of the finish line guite exhausted.
Calisthenics were something else again, |n cadence Benny would jab a
thumb into a neighbor's ear on the side-straddle-hop, scuff a cloud of rocky
dust into another’s face on the “"two” count of the full-burpee, kick the
back of a fellow's head on the "one” count of the prone-rocking-chair.
On push-ups, Benny was danger only to himself, letting himself down with
surplus gusto and a contoured pattern of gravel would imprint his chest
Wind-sprints, to Benny, was akin to Christmas shopping in Macy's.
Stop and go, go and stop, jam and crowd for the Inside lane, sweat and
fret, go again, then stop and mop. And out of it all came a frayed and
battered piece of merchandise. . . Merry Christmas! Happy Bombardiering !
Here we are, fine healthy specimens with good PFR scare, thanks to the
patient coaching of PT instructors, Liutenants Fred Anderson and Fleyd
Marchant.
Lock at Benny. . . Gawd!
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Benny once read an ad, which adjcined the last page of an Argosy thriller,
that “YOU" could be as mighty as Mr. Atlas. The Baron of Brawn was posed
with a 500-pound weight held over his head. The “YOU" of the ad reached
out and socked Benny between the eyes, Mever again would he be ridiculed as
the "ostrich-man.”

During the next PT period, after the prep joa, Benny hied off to the
weight-lifting platform and grasped the crossbar c:-'ij’ a 40-pound bar-bell firmly,
placing his toes under the bar as instructed. Keeping his tail down, his back
straight, with courage in his heart, Benny drew a deep breath and strained.
Mothing happened. He relaxed his grip and flexed his muscles, showing no
chagrin. He stooped and tried again,

He surmised the weight was too much for a starter, lightened it to 20-
pounds., Mow 'l do it, he thought, For the third time he assumed the position
and heaved, With a Samsonian effort the weights were raised an inch from
the floor. But that wasn't enough. Benny wanted that Atlasian pose, with the
weights high over his head. He struggled and grunted, heaved and pulled,
beseeched the weights as if they could understand. His body glistened with
perspiration. |t was too much for him. He sighed deeply and mopped his brow.

The athletic instructor spied him.

“Anulher guldleick, eh? Two laps Tur you misler, Ger golng.”
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BENN

Benny made his mind up
On Saturday noon,

That tonite would be his
To spoon by the moon.

He leaped into his flivver

And chugged over the Pass:

He made it ta Hollywood
And found himself a lass.

Benny made his mind up
On Saturday eve,
That this was a doll
He'd never leave,
He took her by the hand
And looked her in the sye,
"1 will always love you,
Even “til | die,”

Y L1230

Benny made his mind up
On his fifth drink,

That women weren't meant
Te stop and think,

Ta the winds they tossed
The cares of the world,

Intu the deprhs of sin
They blindly swirled,

Berny made his mind up
A little later,
That this was one story
He couldn’t tell his mater
There was too much there
That Hays would reject,
So Benny thought it better
If he would inspect,

Benny made his mind up
Late that nite,
That this sweet baby
Didnt treat him right.
He opened up his wallet,
Then he looked aghast,
Every cent he had was gone
ight down to the last,

Berny made his mind up
On Sunday morn,
That the wool in his eyes
Must soon be shorn,
He snipped the fuzz away
With tonsorial verve,
Mever again would he fall
For a wicked curve,



JOHM DOUGLAS ABEBOTT
Shaker Heights, Ohilo
'Racks in footlockar' Is

FRAMK J. BLANCHI
Qakdabe, Calitarnia
W'l foke Sinofra,

ASHLEY J. CARSWELL
Homarville, Georgio

Dkastarnokes swamp boy Whe's gaing 1o L

WILLIAM EFSTEIN
Mew York, Hew York
il wos a gift?

JOHH H. ACHERMAMN JOMES Q. ADAMS, JR.
Baltimers, Maryland Royse Cliy, Texas
chow compulsory? Will June F0fh ever coma?

GORDOM W. BISSELL
Rernton, Waosrhingion
The Firsl Mational Bank?

HIRAM I ALDCRMAN CHARLES A. AYMETT
Ookland Park, Flerida Lynnvilte, Tennessee

Logk ot that BTG,

W. F. BLAMCHARD ROBERT JAMES BLETT
Sawth Windsor, Conn. Grand Roplds, Mich.
The spund coffects man Mervous in The service?

F. W. CARTER, JR. HARGLD A. CLOUGH
Hunhinqlnn Park, Calif. Salam, Mow Yark
A7 1"l still toke o B=24.

FRAMK LOWIS FIORA
Unien City, Hew Jarey
Minirnil, gef upt

Cet those lghts out|

ROBERT P. BRADLEY

Blisaticld, Michigan
Get those cords out.

HARRY W. CYPHERS, JR. JAMES ALFRED DAYVIS

Ridgofield Park, M, J.

Brazil, Indicna

Men not kungry, fall out. I've got all the answers o

DAMIEL JOSEFH FOX JOHH FRAMCOD

11

Lawis, Missourl

Sam Framcico, Calf.

Ask me obout weather Day dream, night mare?

HICK FUTRIS
Memphiz, Tennassaa
The Memphis Conteen.

When | was on the Tarm

STEVE BEMSKD
Amsterdam, Ohls

Greenville, lllinois
Wiy aren’t wou mga

ROY ROBERT DE WURE
Ft. Jomes, Califarnia
 the beagm is his theme.

MARYIN EERG
Cleveland, Ghic

JAMES W. BREWER

wod?

50 thas is 44-F

ERIC GUNMER CARLSOM
Raslyn, Hew York
Sk, they ARE af aii'm,

CHARLES E. EGGERS
Geeat Heck, Hew York

'm never

MILTON W, GLOCK

WUiysses, Mebronke
Heow obout o ride to L

AP

wremg, fellas,

SIDMEY GOLDEERG
Phoonixville, Penna,
Mo ploce lke home
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JOSEFH THOMAS HILL EEITH A HAYMAM BAYMOND E. HESS ROY LEE JONES CHARLIS M. KINGERY ARTHUR C. LAUFER MARYIH LEVIN
Mt Yorman, Hew York Hew Tork, How York Salt Lake City, Litah Port Arthor, Tezas Reanoke, Yirginia Long Beach, Calif. Les Angeles, Colif.
Why am | 9 handsome? Bosom buddy of oll. Mew proom of $4-8, A boar for o borrel, Grandoddy of them all, But | CAN'T be restricted MALFLMCTION,

/

I'-‘_ -3
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5t Lawis, Missguri ‘Westmingter, Md, South Euclid, Ohis Les Angeber, Calif. Wiest Palm Booch, Florida Keata, lowa Chicago, |lfinois
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HOWARD E, MUNSOM THOMAS E. McDOMALD ROBERT L. HICHOLSOM LESTER DAMIEL MOLTE PAUL BEMCE OLIVER HERBERT ALFRED OFPP JOSEFH E. ORMES
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DOMIMIC £ PANCELLA
Dunbar, Panasylvania
Women? ond teddy bears.

ROBERT F. PORTER, JR.

Seekonk, Mass,

JAMES R. PATRICK
‘Westport, Indiana
Am't ne featball Qome,

What time's sck coli? Dawid the Doodber.

FRAMK JOHH REKUCKI
Minnsopolis, Minn,
A Pothe man of heort

. F. oM, JR, FREDERICK SCALISE JOHH M. SCELSA, JR. EUGEME W. SCHAARDT JOHM W, SCHMI
G'ol’hacn!::,“.nzfzm * Springlhicid, Mass. Braoklyn, M. . Wendhaven, Mow Yok Guernagy, lawa
i§ it akways windy here? The scresching Red Eagle Pipe the pips, fellas, Mothing $o thaw for $30. Sometines | dunpne

JAMES €. RICKSECKER
Son Ansebmo, Calif.
His heart's in Oragon,

DAVID ALBERT PRIEB
Weobster, South Dokota

ARCHIE LOUIS PEAK
Docaba, Woil Yirginia
You got me oll wrong.

Mever a complaint

MORRIS 1. ROMINGER
Indianapalis, Ind.
Cigars hove got vitdrming,

RICHARD CLAY PECK
Becatar, Ulinoks

o
A

RODERT ALLAWN PEIRCE
Waolthans, Masg,

Beou Brimmel of 44-83 Baston sarcosm.

CHRISTOPHER M. ROSE
Suffern, Hew Yark
It mvy wife could sec me.

“

WILLIAM H. PYKE, JR. DAYID RACHLIN
indianala, Habraska Fall Rlver, Moss.,
Whe's gob bwe nickels?

,l,:ns--

r

-8

EMIT OILNE RAY,
Afton, Dklahama

DAVID LESLIE ROSS
Hliapalis, Hlnaks
The mighty mite.

JAMES A. PEMCE, JR.
Little Reck, Arkonsas
The saphisticaled Arky.

STEVEM JAMES PITTAS
Hobort, Indiono
Fargef o coll my wife,

JR. JOHM W. REEL, JR. Wh. A, REINHARDT

Edgeficid, & C.

The czorse “degscon,’” Dan't like it ot all

DAMNIEL M, RUEERTOME
Mow York, Mew York
| got o proposition, fellos.

Mamphis, Tonmessen
“Gear heod."”

RUSSELL F. 5T. PIERRE
River Rouge, Mich,
Bock in the old ocutfit ...
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DT Wh. J. SCHWEINEM ROEERT E. SEABRIDGE
Madizon, Wisconsin Ookland, Califarmio
Waicn af the lotrine. Lineala and That Bian
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JERRY BLACK SHINEW
Tale

da, Ohio Harttord, Canma
Shut up =a I con yall. ‘“Women say, "pont.

BEN SHUTE DOUGLAS M, SHUTES
et Three Rivers, Mich,
Lived in the stratosphere,

WILLIAM F. 5| MOMHSOM

All or nothing at all

CHARLES ALLEN SMITH
Fort Dodge, lowa Stutigart, Arkonsos
How'd you make oul?

EORERT FEICK SMITH
Fittaburgh, Fenna.
Etill looking for hiz |deal

SAMUEL P, SORENSOM
Eridgeport, Conm.
Man af mary classes.

FREDERICK J. SPRINGIR
Rechuster, Hew Yerk
The bitter one.

LEQ KIIL UWDERMILL ME|
Cincimnati, Dhio
Always thinks of mother. Ma

F. M. WESTIRGAARD
Sayrevillo, M, J,
Hey, Studs, o WAC, heyl

JOSEPH HEMRY TAYLOR
M. Hollyweod, Colif.
The sack-time kid,

DOMALD L THOMAS
Hiaw Loadon, lowa
Lived far the WAC.

L3OH F. WALDMAN ROBERT J. WALTERS
Cambridge, Mass. Swanton, Ohis
bottle, no nuthin' Droc with his medicine bag The

CLAY ALLEM WHITE
Richmond, Yirginia
Pass the coln pone, suh,

JAMES MURRAY WHITE
Texica, Haw Mexico
The coctus fubrer, heill

JOHH Whi. THOMAS
Leng Island, M. ¥.
Gat ony gos CouUpoes’

JAMIS DELEAL WARE
Littletield, Texos
Tewas Torroe, wow] Toke me home again
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JOHM A, WHITTAKEIR
Merriom, Kanias

| duhi-reem of Jeannie. . .

DEAN W. WARREM

WILLIAM B. THOMPSOM
5. Paul, Minnetota
Shine, mister?

ROBERT E. WILLIAMS
Alhombra, Califernia
Ui fokes good.

CHARLES C. WATSOM
Madizon, Wiicensin 5t. Paul, Minneicta
Halmes, the syringe.

JOHH HEMRY TILSOM
Devan, Connecticut
We've seen everything

HARRY DEEM WISIMAM
Clsea, liasly
A coupan ond 11 da i,

IRWIN TROYKY
Mewark, Hew Jeriay
Anather sock hound

ROET. 0. WENTWORTH
Minmeapalis, Minn.
Mir. Atlas, please send , ,

JAMES ELMER WISHIER
Konsas City, Missourj
Cheere it, d& cops!



ROBERT WILLIS WOLFE
Baytom, Chio
Look out, Sinafral

WILLIAM ROY WORK
East Liverpoel, Ohkic
Tough ane fo lose,

PAUL B. ZUCKER
MHew York, Hew York
The real Banrmy
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AJC Arthur T Laufer .. ... c.icvunienenosissss oo, Business Manager
AOE Marvine Lewin o s b e i S i i vty Aide de Campe
Pk Garm Walkse, o s S e e A e Photographer
IR . T TN EN Lo e rmom o o, o ot R TR R R Producer

We heartily thank T/Sgt. Morman Paasche for his splendid art work . . . Pfc.
Carl Friedman and Lt. Jack Cooper's Base Photo Laboratory, the Provisional
Aviation Cadet Detchament for their cooperation, and Margaret Walters, artist,

L’ Envoi

These are the boys who gave birth to
Benny. We reared him from a mere germ
cell to a full-grown monster. He was con-
ceived one evening over a glass of beer
(that 3.2 stuff] when the class book was
still a mere date on a far-off schedule. He
was named (we knew he'd be a boy some-
how! and our hospital staff came running
to Doctor Al Chopp, pregnant with ideas.
The grand patriarch rubbed his chin
thoughtfully, then sanctioned Benny's
birth., And things began happening.

The labor pains came and Medina, the
cartoonist, became the hustling midwife.
Benny was born, His first word was "'Mal-
function.” But work was only baginning.
We played day nurse, night nurse and wet
nurse for this strange being whe threat-
ened to kick off on us at any moment. We
worked on him with incubators, respira-
tors and baseball bats and finally knocked
him inta shape.

Then the publicity scribes got going;
our new press photographer, Gene Walker,
began hopping and popping. Renny was
being groomed for the opening night,
Medina was made his governess and he
sang and rocked and clubbed (if neces-
sary} Benny to sleep at night on an easel.

But now Benny is on the stage, and
you're his public. We are through with
him. He has our blessings. Has he yours?
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Getting away from the ridiculous Benny for a moment, we'd
like to record our weekend sojourns for posterity. This will be
one of those stories that will gloss blithely over tired thumbs, park
bench bunks, pounding heads and vacuous wallets. Let’s forget
all that, it never happened that way,

Instead, it°ll be a chronicle of station wagons and night clubs,
suurdcu?h cabarets and perfumed women. We'll make it pretty,
This isn’t for married men; it's not for the boys being true. [t is
for those gallant lads whose, shall we say Don Juan, instincts are
aroused when open post is in swing. Those are the boys who
suffer, triurmph, weep, and hnwli .

&

“BILTMORE BAR AT NINE LOVE HELEN"

It came collect, but Walt didn’t care. He had a date! It was
his night to howl,

There she is, The Biltmore Bar is a blurred sea of faces, but
one persists crystal clear. . . Helen perched on a patent |eather
stoal at the bar, her red-fox chubby looking soft and warm, her
hair upswept exposing a white neck and delicate ears. Walt
wondered what he would whisper into them tonight,

Mix on this boisterous, good-time Charley routine, he
thought. This evening | will be a Boyer and must remember to
keep my voice husky, my words few but well chosen.

“Helen,” followed by a calculated pause, “'you are a beautiful
creature.” Walt mumbled it to himself experimentally, Not bad.

“Darling,” Helen greeted with an Irium smile, "I thought
you'd never get here."”

“Well," wvolce too high, bring it down, “Well, here | am
[pause] Helen."” Good stuff, he thought.

He lifred his double Scotch, his first draught was a long one. |
must drink slowly and steadily; slowly, old boy, but steadily.

His Scotches were double, hers single. They were in a booth
now. She pulled the combs from her hair and it fell lightly upon
his shoulder. Her fingers rested upeon his arm,

Mow | shall tell her my life's story. Walt strained for the
right effect. He began with his birth...on a yacht in the
Caribbean. Much better than the Kansas City general hospital.

"Go on," she breathed with parted lips, “tell me maore.”

She had a Varga expression. Walt wished to be alone with
her, but that would come later. He went on.

Fathcr was vice-president of Shoe Lace, e, amd we lived
comfortably through the Depression when everyone existed on
shoe strings. Thus, Walt always had his yacht (he didn't mention
it was the bath-tub variety.)

At the age of fuur he decided 1o become a bombardler when
he dropped a tomato from the third floor nursery smack on the
head of Stinky, the neighbor's son who was pulling his sister’s hair,

""You see, my Helen," his breath was bad, but his voice good,
"] have never allowed my social position to interfere with the
rescue of a fair damsel in distress."”

"You are so gallant,” she accented the last syllable. She
moved closer and he got a mouthful of fox fur,

"Let us leave,” Walt mooed, “these people—they are noisy
barbarians. We will go where we can. . . (the pause was natural
this time) . . _talk.”

When she said yes Walt smiled smugly and wished a talent
scout might have heard him. He was so very, very suave, even
though he falt a little bubbly.

Her roadster groped up a winding road behind Griffith Park
and at length they came to a very dgark and very secluded spot
which she =aid was her favorite because of the view. Shrubbery
prevented Walt seeing more than fragments of the Los Angeles
lights, but he really didn’t care as long as she was happy.

He hummed a phrase of “"Minnie the Mermaid" and strove
to capture the mood of Boyer and his love scene with Hedy in
“Algiers.” Helen wondered at his apparent precccupation,

"z anything the matter, Walter? You're so quiet.”

“Ma, my dear, it is nothing.” He groped for something
poetic, but couldn’t find it. His vocal cords had worn thin on
the husky notes, Either he would cease talking and make love, or
his voice would crack and break the spell of enchantment in
which he had wrapped the evening.

She sensed the romance in his breath and stretched her
hands upward to catch Walt by the ears and draw his lips down
to hers. He inclined his head and leaned toward her. . . lower,
darker; sweeter and stronger became the aroma of perfume. . . .

An elbow jabbed into his ribs.

"Hey, jerk, this is no time to sack up. Cunliff's had his eye
on you all hour,”

"Huh? Gawd! That dovetail assembly. Think you can ex-
plain it to me? Must've been dreaming.”

Walt tried to look eager and wise.

“Pssst! Joe. ..think we'll get off Saturday? Gotta be at the
Biltrmore by nine. Bill had pretty good luck there last week."

“If you can't diagram the bombsight rale end by lomorrow
you'll never get off, Better get eager, Walt.”

"Yeah, sure. Just watch me make like a beaver. Must have
my Scotch.””













