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MAJOR J. W. DIETERICH
Commanding Officer

TO THE MEMBERS OF CLASS 44.D:

You have come along the rough read
of College Training Detachment, Classifi-
cation, Pre-flight and Primary. What has
been successtully completed so far is but
an atom compared to what you will have
to successfully complete hez}ra we can
say, "A job well done.”

The initiative, cooperation and willing-
ness to accept new ideas that you men
have displayed is an indication that each
and every one will make the grade and get
your wings. Do not feel that when you get

your wings, you are prepared to meet all
eventualities, as your education has just

un.
Good luck to you all.

CAPT. H. R. EBBELER
Commandant of Cadets

TO CLASS 44.D:

Cl‘:_nqraiuhham fo you upon
'li-ishmq this, the first phase of
your actual flight training. This s
”‘H‘ first third of your Hi..?hf brain.
ing towards winning your "‘-qu-,"
but to most of you it is more than
the half way mark in your cadet
career,

Meost of the routine training you
receive is behind you. Each new
phase will be more interesting and
exciting than the last. The training
program is changing from week to
week and you are the ones to ben.
efit from the greater and greater
improvments that are made.

You have done a good job here.
As this is written, just as you are
becoming upperclassmen, your re-
cord is the best so far at this De-
tachment under the jurisdiction of
the Central Flying Tra]n]nq Com-
mand. | trust that this record will
continue, so | say to you, Congrat-
ulations on a job well dene. Keep
it up.

MAJOR DIETERICH

CAPT. H. R. EBBLER
Commandant of Cadets
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Ass't. Commandant of Cadets
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Director of Flying Intelligence Officer




NIUIPPER L
3 IST LT. FRED L. WUPPER
ATTLESON
IST LT. HARLAN A,

Assichan
i s OHicer

Gera

| Trainmng p

af Phwiical Tra E

Director o

IND LT, JOSEPH P. MORGAN

GARDNMN
ISTLT. HOWARD H. GAR
s Officer
Assistanl Operations Office

Y ear
Personnel Offic

r
m
0

‘ l | PRESSLY M, KINSEY
w0 g St
TLYT. LEOMNERD F GONYE quihl'l"""‘q Crilice
CA" E’DWARD s HENSCH :'?"L ‘.F.-I.in-.f Sup#hr;w
Air Impector






e T T

GERARD J. FOLEY

LA el
r,mm_ 1
__.J_ ._-J-A.




- = 00 1 e

300 3 ADu 08 1A

PTALE PERIT WECIT MYSILY STAU WIOQ Micw suse

S6T S8T S6T 36T SOF MY ser ser

Sl S Gy S=7 omtp Sy Splog Som . Syt

— e

Li. Creighton Lt. Riley

Mrs. Jinglﬁs

Sgt. Fairbanks
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L}--.f.’be’irectors of Pacific Air School

MR. J. M. WEBSTER
Director

MR. D. A. McMILLAN
Ass't. Director




DIRECTOR OF FLYING

GROUP COMMANDERS SQUADRON COMMANDERS

ORVILLE L. TAYLOR THURMAN E. YATES LLOYD D. McADAMS




FLIGHT COMMANDERS

54
) X

CLIFFORD C. SKOOG W. B. WALLACE KENNETH K. BABCOCK GEORGE L. BRADFORD

THOMAS W. INSALL  LAURENCE 5. THAYER
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FLYING

JAMES . WILLNER, JR. FRITZ A. HOIDALE

ARNE M. JOHNSON

DONALD F. KERLEY FRANK H. LAIR JAMES E. LITTLE



INSTRUCTORS

G. WILLARD MILLER, JR. ELl YERKOVICH JOHN T. DYCHE
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DELMER R. BENNETT

AUBREY D. LAURENCE




LAURENCE C. MARQUIS FREEMAN F. LIGHTHALL LAWRENCE C. SHANOR

HARRY M. BARNETT ROBERT J. BECKLEY

RAYMOND E. WILSON CLARENCE E. COLLETTE NORVAL HINDS




l INSTRUCTORS

HOWARD H. MANN ORVILLE K. OMA HAROLD H. PALMER

HARRY M. RIVERS ALBERT D. WHISLER

JAMES R, WHITE LEWIS H. DROBNICK JOHN M. GALLAGHER




WESLEY L. STODDARD

ARCHIE L. READY

JOHN F. CAVANAUGH

ROBERT R. YORK

F. A. LEWIS

T. J. FLOCKS

[Not Pictured)

IRA C. BYRD

D. F. HENNRICK

CHARLES E. TALMAGE

FRED A LEWIS

CLINTON R. RASMUSSEN
MARTIN H. ROWLEY

W. G. BARBAR

LEONARD ROSS, JR.







I've loosed the surly bonds of sarth,
And skyward flung my courses free.
I've flirted with the sun-kissed clouds,
With moter roaring mecking glee.

The poets sing of all these things—
Of man-made, graceful birds,

But when you're flyin' for a check,
They're empty, two-bit words,

You've sweated through your stalls and spins,
And did your low work fair,

You look in back for a wink of hope,

But all he does is swear.

Yes, this flying's all they say it is —

Just rearing thru the air,

But | wish those poets

Would let me in on how to lase grey hair.

Boeshaar




GROUND SCHOOL INSTRUCTORS

F. J. BALUSEK O, L. CAMPBELL
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W, P. McCOLLUM J. M, CHILDERS M. L. McNEIL
Navigation Director of Ground School Meteorclogy
-i ‘
‘ o
R. ﬁ De BARRY C. A, McCLELLAND
Theary of Flight




Young men between the ages of 18 and 26, you too can become Aviation Cadets. Enlist NOW!

This is the sign that stared at our Eager Beaver, now known as the Class of 44.D, as he walked

down the street in the spring of 1942. He stopped fo investigate a little further. "After 7!/ months
of fraining you will be commissioned a Secand Lieutenant,” it said in very small print.

A picture of a Cadet accompanied the poster. Our Eager Beaver immediately formed a mental
image placing himself in that beautiful cadet uniform. "How handsome | would look," he thought.
“Think how proud Susie would be if | had a uniform like that.”

Our lad then went to the recruiting office and learned just what he must do to enlist as an
Aviation Cadet. It sounded very simple; so, after taking a mental and a physical examination, he put
his name on the dotted line. Excitedly he asked, "When will | be called?" "Any time between the next
fwo weeks and the next six months,” was the disheartening reply.

Eager Beaver went back to college o continue his education. Then one day in the middle of &
“-hmlkﬂwﬁmﬂ-wm"tmmh&quthnﬁn duty.

When Eager Beaver stepped off the #rain from the induction cenfer, it wasn't San Antonic or
Randolph Field he looked at, but Jefferson Barracks, Atlantic City, Miami, or Shepherd Field. A
“Mhﬂirﬂhlﬂmﬂﬂdhﬂhﬂuﬂhﬂuuﬁmiuﬂupumid as he.

Soon after Eager Beaver arrived, he was called out to listen fo a welcome speech. During the




wpeech the Lieutenant said, "Gentlemen, your address will be, PRIVATE John Doe, Squadron X."
| Ihe word private made Eager Beaver sink into dispair. He wondered what would be his next setback,
and it wasn't long before he found out. When Eager Beaver got in the long line for uniform issue, he
was handed, not the pretty one he had seen in pictures, but just a plain Gl suit. What else could

happen to him now?

College Training Detachment came next for Eager Beaver. Why he was sent to college he couldn't
figure oub. He had just been taken out of college to be put in the army, Eager Beaver was told he
would have ten hours of dual flight instruction during his college training and his hopes soared. Then
he saw his airplane and again he thought he had hit bottom. It looked like something someone had

f borrowed from the neighboring laundry. Our hero did get inta the air ‘with it though, and he began
to feel like the “H. P."” he had always wanted to be.

A promotion came for him while he was at college. He was now known as Aviation Student Eager
Beaver, not Private Eager Beaver.

One day in June, our boy found himself on a train bound for San Antonio, Texas, and Classification
Center. It was here he found he was really going to become an A/C. Every kind of test imaginable
was thrown at him, but he came through on top to be classified as a pilot.

The great day arrived, and on Sunday morning of August the first, Eager Beaver crossed the
road fo Pre-flight as a cadet. Here he spent nine weeks in ground school learning math., physics, maps,
airplanes, ships, and dits and dahs. It fook a lot of hard work during those weeks, but they passed
quickly, and before he realized it, Eager Beaver was in Primary.

After eight months of waiting, he finally climbed into a ship with stars painted on the wings.
They were long months, those eight he had to wait, but is he discouraged? You bet he isn't! Class
44.D is proud of it's Cadet rating. It isn't something that was handed to them as they came from
civilian life, but something they had to work and work hard for. Qut of this has come the determination

.-' for 44D fo become the best, not the hottest, but just the best damn pilots that Uncle Sam has ever
had in one class.

~ It has been & tough fight, Mom, but we are winning and nothing can stop us now.

i

-




 STUDENT
OFFICERS

CAPFT, JOHM L. FINSON

INDLY, RICHARD H. OLSON

15T LY. AMOS D. ALLEY, JR

IMND LT, WILLIAM €, OWENS

15T LT, ACSEMTE PACURAR IND LT, BRUCE 5. PATTERSOMN

IST LY, ViRCIM E PAYME IND LT. THORNTON E FIERSON







Il_ﬂ-,,.x-_- -
-:rﬁ"'-“‘l"' it
F:ﬂ; 'E'-l.}'li l'::f.'-' e

i"\}







iy















e "h

2 Llh:&-l LlrFIf;‘}J-q.
C L':gr.-.l I':~.,~.r.r,.... “'_.3,_____.__.{:]:
Sp,_q_

J"Iﬂr.hﬂ
i




Dﬂ_“\;-‘-:. _-g:_i;-:.l.'ﬂ'nt'.:-.

et o

miuﬁ-.'r.m i i |
|
|
1






















i bt - Mo in
t-;rn.i:’h:r_ l{,ju -’h
-lnrm-,.hr



e
“HW“H
R s

Bi‘t‘w‘-“













P‘“nﬂ \ me"n.-‘-'.‘i
i -t 'l-'-'mv"!m ‘-n'l.-p.r.-‘.l
I.:-l.l.n.’ll‘-
'\\...r'l."l"-" The 1L _.\_L'{f.'\"
vu‘.om.“ﬁ ! -;.-\n-:.w'r'-u.
n._":'-'ur-' e oft T\'if'll.l:.t'\-""l-'\.'.;

|

i 3
gt wead® -wﬁm
'U.-m'\-'rfu\‘! o *WM

ozt WS 55
O B 'L"E'n..'m.ll-!I “‘;"“













oy
e
g







T —






Yo
e - pe







@
b Pt i

f'-w.."nnﬁ‘i S
e Crﬂ%;-..m. w\hﬂpﬁn
s M

qa SE0
prt e
ri'ﬂ'm'tn!'- ¢n\"'l-ﬂ;"'




M

af ﬁ: &
Prr-ﬂ_‘m“ §
#u:.l%q X










B e

\‘,\.'-Jﬁ".‘;

..\‘\i

St B
L = S L'l-.n.--.

L




£l ¢ [ '-"H.l]g,
i 2y
W ¢ .

g




" Whila syex follow the steady plane, the P. T. grim and dating;
e But © ook, losk, look
el Where on the ramp my Instructor lies
C Fallr cold and almost desd

tor! my Instricter! rise up and hear my plea,
_:. '”mmnmmmﬂdhwmﬂm"w
“ﬁmﬁﬁwﬁﬂm ﬁnﬂrwmﬁ

". / : l 'i"'l"rr -" —\-ﬂ —‘5__7 'f?'ﬁiiz‘_j" "'-__
.I . ik v e . L
O Instructor! my Instructor! my fearful trip is done,
~ The PTs westher'd every wind, the coke you sought is won,
- : % L -, Uy 1% AL -
oy The field is near, the shouts | hear, the Dodos all exulting,




JOHNNY DODO SOLOES

A aring f i 1 ot dust snd the
PT.I9 mes o a ha It h 1 haz A OF
wildered lookin } rephical initructer rlimbe
the rear pit »Jr-'.'i against his better judgmert says
the immortal word TAKE HER .J"'ui:'f_-l-,IHD
CONCE"

Weeee, Bzzzzzz, Sput, Sput, and Johnny Dado
is off o make history. Mo parking 45 degrees to
the T for Dodo. A stamp on the left brake turns
the plane into the wind and he is off!

Down the rdnway]i'tr a sitver streak; 500 vds
400 yds., 200 yds., 50 feel fo go and he is off the
ground clearing the fence by a comfortable 3 foot
margin. By now the spectators on the ground ook
like the Brooklyn fans afte- the Series. Some one
s trying to revive the instrictor by throwing coco
cola in his face.

By now Dodo is describing a roller coaster in
his frantic effert 1o hold 500 feet and hold to the
rectangular course. Students in the pattern with
but 4 and 5 landings to their credit are leaving for
all parts of the blue. Joanny is making his base
leg! Here he comes for his first solo landing.

Like a wounded bird the p.rane beqfns to lose
altitude. With full flaps Dodo clears the fence by
a rabbits hair. Of course the T has been changed
180 degrees but Johnny doesn't see it. His at-
tention is taken up by the qroup around his in-
structor trying to revive him for the third time.
Dodo’s attention is so talen up that he forgets
about the plane which lands itself in a beautiful 3
pointer, HE DOOD IT. To the left is Johnny Dodo
as he posed for his picture for the SOLO. He knew
he could do it. His instructor is resting quietly at
the Bellmont Home for the Viclent. He'll never be
the same.




Pask Out

We all play the game, but not all of us can win.

With spirits high and hope justified, we enter the portals of Primary. The seeming
drudgery of Pra-flight is now in the past. There we learned, and now we are at last
going to put our knowledge to use. In just a few days we fly.

First our quarters are shown us, food, a bed, sleep. A new day. The orientation
lecture, calisthenics, drill, our flying equipment drawn. Boy, thote goggles and helmet
look good. Ah, here we are . . . our ships, nine weeks. Then Basic, Advanced . ....
wings!

Sounds easy, doesn't it? It isn't, you know. We have our instructors now, First
man, let's go. Yes, you, get your ‘chute. The first ride! Scared? You bet. Damn
scared! Here we go . . . off the ground now and going higher, higher, higher. We
look around, and that fear starts to ebb away. The wide expanse of the blue is
soothing. Say, this is fun!

"OK., Mr., you take it."

What did he say? Take it? What'll | do? Better grab the stick. Gentle now.
Hey, take it easy! This ship can be flown with one finger. There we are; simple, isn't
it? Sure, a baby can fly this thing.

But there is a second day, a third, a fourth,
a fifth. That fear is gone now. And you
try. Hard! But you are in trouble. Why can't |
hit a forty-five or nine- ty degree angle? To-
morrow we get spins and stalls. Hell, | can't
even land it without bouncing four or five
times. And the take- offs are bad.

Our instructors are irritable. Never a kind word. "'Go on, yell your head off,”
you say to yourself. But you don't mean it. You know he is trying his best, and sub-
consciously you appreciate it. Why can't | do this the right way? Relax, man, relax! !

Then the fateful day. You take your ship up and your instructor is silent. Climbing
turns, stall, spin. Why doesn't he say something? Why doesn't he gripe? And you
know . . . but are afraid to admit it. Tomorrow ... check ride!

"l at's 9o, Mr."

The Flight Commander's voice. But you can beat it. Others have had these
check rides and have come out on top. And even if you don't today . . . there is still
:“ dun;:} The Arm d::}: you before you're finished. That's been beat in the past

. you're idding yourself. Deep down, you know you weren't cut out
to be a pilot. Admit it? Neo! Quit? Ha, not a chance in a million ! ! But you know
that at least you had a chance. And everyone knows you tried your damndest.

“Sorry, son. Flying for the army isn't for you," the Lieutenant said. “Too rough
on the controls, How about trying navigation?”

That's it! Navigator, bombardier, gunner. Always something in this man's army.
Well, just didn't have the touch.
We all play the game, but not all of us can win . . .
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SUNRISE
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THE SEEING EYE




M. LIVESAY

WELL, WHAT CAN WE DO 227
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‘ ~ They call the PT-19 an airplane. That may be wh

o
4

st
¥

' books, but in reality it is much more. Mr. Fairc
v year old daughter not only has her reputation as a lag
~ with a classy little chassis, trim lines, and plenty of speed to live up
o, but she must also be the iron man of the day.

a
b
¥ We, the Class of 44.D, know and aporeciate the punishment
_#he can take. The way Miss PT can come Snwn and help some poor
det straighten out a landing without ground-looping, nosing over,
faking out & center section is something that would make the
d of Oz sit up and take nofice,

;

S

fm_‘fﬂ_"ﬁ'&ﬁ"f landings is just one of her many talents. As
flying our goes, she, herself, can do a far better job than
- most of the cadets. Straight and level flight is tough if we try to tell
- Miss PT what she should do, but if we give her the reins, it is a very

there must be a villian. Mr. Torque is the
r mustache in the case ﬂmﬂhﬁh:
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