


Farewell . . .

from our Commandant

April B, 1944

To the Class 44-5:

Congratulations to 44-5! United MNations 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 Yictory.

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. ROBEIMS,

Colanel, Air Corps,
Commanding.
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iz, /b/mzm//y 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 Victorville 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 itz officers personnel seemed to be constantly on its toes.

Regulations, 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
for a job well done

MAJGS RGIIE'RT"H. MURRAY CAPT. WALTIR P. MENZIES MAJOR CHARLES 1, SAMPSON CAPT, JOHN D, BARNARD
irgcior of Training Director of Flying Administrative Officer Sehonl Secretary




44-5 CHECKED IN . ..

Raunchy and paunchy. . .and hungry too,
we climbed off the trains from Kingman and
Santa Ana. That long awaited fur was just
another grand memory 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
I'tralrlls. We :Hmbﬁﬂ into the trucks, miracu-
ously getting all the ba and were off with
many ming‘l:?:' looks anﬁl:ge@hts of apprehen-
sion and question; for this was ADVANCED,
ar long lasr, Maosr of our class were off o
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 kaleidoscope. . .
mrzguing happened, Before we were a day 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 look 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 secoiud button 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 weare 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
enjoyed 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.
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CAPTAIN A. H. MILLER
Chisl Tactical Officer
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MAJOR HAROLD M. SKAGGS, JR.
Commandant of Cadets
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Deputy Commandant of Cadets
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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 Discipline. However, it only required
a few days contact with Lt. Reel to inspire the
respect and confidence which has been the
keynote 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-
ample 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 memories of him that we will carry
farth from here are signs of a pleasant relation-
ship that we are all too reluctant to end. The
E?EIF:‘OF 44.5 say to Lt. Reel. .. "Thank vou,
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LT. STAMLEY A. REEL
Tactical Officer
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GROWING PAINS

Tum on the oxygen. . . this altitude is killing me! So for three weeks we
bombed from twelve feet. . .indicated altiturle  Without sndangering 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 tho', 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
harrar, “That's how the place ?ol ?ﬂ. name, They grind
you to a pulp. . . ground schoo get it, . .ground. . .
grind.” This gn-nteul approach al humor by a fellow
dissenter met with only widespread revalt. . . the nar-
rator nursing a suspicious bump on the head. But we
were an eager bunch and strolled into the learmed halls
with tengues 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
krnew at once grouwnd school would be o wor thwhile,
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 L. Zlotnick to see

if he rould rlear the matter op,  “Slesping 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 absorbe tfueory with the acumen
of the notorious quiz kids. We hit the soft sack each
night, muttering. . .rate ends. . .cross-trail mechan-
isms. . . formulas, malfunctions. . . mock-ups, . . more
formulas 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
i .hmﬂ'larm to the reasonable teachings of our eloquent
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“THIS GROUMD SCHOOL bari-
ness B a broeze and besides Lt
Green likes my brand of cigars.™




A STRANGE
NEW WORLD ...

Zero-zero and ETA, strange words from a strange new
world. , .one into which we were soon to delve. We ware
to be bombardiers. . .navigators, . .or well, you name if,
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 weak, but wa finally teak 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
Scetion 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 no place for the perfectly sane. We were a border-line case and this
mélea worried us. MNoise. . . noise check the blackboard. . . what's my mis-
sion number. . . what's with these | 2-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
G. |. journals under “accounts receivable™ to the unforgettable tally of $862!

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

Meaily 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 long, beckoning runway. Fears liberated. . .we ascended. . . thankful for
mur spsxinns in the reardy room whare trie friends were mads and f-rj.l'_hnd-;hips
tirmly cemented,




WHEN | DIE, BURY ME DEEP,
WITH MY E-6-B AT MY FEET.
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PLACE A 12-C FORM UPON MY CHEST,
AND TELL MY INSTRUCTOR | DID MY BEST,
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Sidetracked . . .

Learning to bomb led the parade of activities at Victorville. . . yet knowing
how to deposit our lethal cangoes 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 partock of those hundreds of other little
chores which come with learning to become an officer. It was a Round Robin
affair with nothing left untouched. Victorville's secret sanctuaries were
explured to the fullest. From the dit-dor-dash of the capricious code room. , .
we wore a path to a class called Aircraft ldentification. . .where we leamed
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, gnrt 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. ..
i$. . .why does my little baby boy always get his catmeal
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 degress fumad by degrees, turned an add shades
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
bomb. 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 |de, whose miniature model, Melinda Jane
tells everyone she is "jist tree yeers old." Peyion 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
Margoe Ann, Enoch and Hoberg 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 old 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 lde's tidy
Maelinda. Upper right,
“The Wasoms.” Cenater,
Walbridge Jumior and the
Ferrier’s Fair daughter,
Peggy Ann.



TARGET TUSSLES

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

I 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,

“Now 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.

We gulpad ance ar twice then climbed aboard. Para-
chute in order. . . oh, and another thing. . . keep your equip-
ment handy . . .stop watch, tachometer, cxygen mask (think
we'll use it) clipboard, camera, progress, confidential and
dear old E6-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
Migirn, Wi saw (he Danner with the Hile star 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 tenacicus
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 arnd e heve were Tour,

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 alone,
Mew | sit and wonder, oft | sigh and moan.

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

The time wormn adage that “man's best friend is his dog,” took
on firmer meaning for ye old classman of 44-5, . . for it was 2 pit
bulldog named “Chance” who took a chance with us

Part wolf, and something of an eccentric and venerabie old
codger was Chance and almost anvone would recognize him as
the gimpy, bottle-loving dog who grew to be our favorite 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 nidbirs at Victorville. Chance dined at the
Cadet Mess. . . took refuge inside our glorious halls of leaming

and camped outside Cadet Headquarters waiting for a hand-
out which he knew was sure fo come. Rumor has it that Chance
sweated oul payline with the 44.5 boys. He seemed 1o 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
tock a chance with us. . .2 dog who made training at Victorville
full of those pleasant little anecdotes which proved in the
sequence to be not only helpful to our marale. .  but good clean
fun as well

eR PR ORPOEPAPOOEOPOIEOCEOEN OO D




bbbbbsbtﬂ‘

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. . . Hiying 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 rumway 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

MNight 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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d[{'ji"]i;l{"'{l his EGE and after fishing arnund far it flna”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, 10o. It concealed
our many errors. Luckily our 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.1. brew was prelude enough
to our last target of the night. . . the sack!




Muscles, Inc., could hawe appropriately 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 te 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
waere still fresh in our minds and in our stomachs. Ah

. .cruel world.

To clear the clouded brains and the stubborn
muscies of 44.5, Lieutenants Lewis and Anderson
devised a tricky set of effective calisthenics which
made the Ranger tactics look like child's play.

ROUGH AND RUGGED. ..

For that added good measure we huffed and puffcd
over the cbstacle 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 anly to gaze at the physical prowess of our instruc-
tors to understand why athletics covered a sizeabls
chunk ¢’ 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.

MNevertheless, the closing whistle always brought a
tumultuous response, for the sweat and sand were over

. . for another day,
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LT. FRED ANDERSOM

- s A A A B & 2 B e



CAPT, CARL E,

SCHULTZ

PEEPSHOW

A glance into the future. . .and a preview of things to come was the real
tean0n s Dk ull v last (hinee weeks wl Vicioiville, To illuininate the shape of
events for which we are destined. . .VAAF 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 Sth
Bomber Command and deing his chores as a member of the first daylight
raiders over enemy-oCcupied France, Capt. Schultz returmed to the LS A
and fortunately to VAAF to translate the bombing of Schickelgruber's shacks
inte 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 OTU proved to be a novel experience. . . briefing combat
missions. . . flights over Los Angeles rescues in rubber rafts. . . new gun-
nery methogs. . -;r.-'l.rT||r".g_ exciting discoveries in the art of precision h:_‘-mhuﬁg
from our “lethal packing buggios.™

Maodesty 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 renowned 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. No
soaner had the inspecting officer left the barracks and the Group Com-
mander gave us rest” than chaos reigned. Another weekend began and
Open Post ook the spotlight. “Pops™ Van lde was off 1o L. A, 1o his
pretty wife, Jane The wolves whipped in for a final session with Tommy
Viassis and a last minute word of advice on how he did it. The “sack-
timars” were already under the blankets and dead to the world. It was
glorious Saturday!

The Juke Box commandos were at it again and more memaories were
in the making . . .nat to speak of those Manday moming blues and emply
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 Casing Roam . . _ the little red head at the Biltmore Bar, | .
the gal at Arrowhead Springs with the big Buick. . . and whatsername at
the skating rink in 5an Berdoo. . . Ah, those wonderful women!

TO SHOUT ABOUT

Scotch and Canadian Club, Brandy and Beer,

But our eyes are still shining and our heads are still clear
I's a long time "tween drinks, so lads have your fill. . .
Don't mix your liguor, you'll never be ill.

Have fun 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 at the Post
Theater and & malted at the day room, Twelve hours in the sack and
ham'n'eggs on Sunday morning. 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
tha lads with the “long green™ and little blue bankbooks.

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

HAROLD A. BELLO
Disniming, Mew York

Enown at “Low™ Liked by
EvETyOn mcluding his
mafruciars, ‘What's Califor-

nia gof that Mew York han'i
two aff Oh, you can hove
Haklwhod

JOSEFH M. BOMEY
Wetherifeld, Cona

Tl for W, Arthany, pleoes
Joe haed ey troasndes. Ex o

CLYDE W. ARTHUR
L Angeben, Calif

Fork the mighty o
B e EE Codet  Major
hawd wonker. Took

PROAOGING BOIToral
Bty Awerry
ty iy
WP

CHARLES E. BERMAN

ol lig
flight aur-
Hay, Evan
bring me some [areakfast

G. K. BRIDGES, JR.

Fittabuigh, Fonng
Ar. dors ol I Ags Ave
-

FREDERICK W. BAILEY
Socremgnte, Colif.

Long lege “Beorrey™ wol one
reomon “A" Fhght hod fo
5 ered more
L o few seconds

YICTOR H. BESSER
hlnIr-- d, Calif.
“Wig" v o Californio booater
thiough ond fhrough.  And
why Aof? Tha wife lwes 100
miles drom  this sond and

dust, Luckyl

Do
e oevly (b

bordeereng. Forewer loat them
Ha'y souly “lsod™ around

B. WM. BANNIGAN

ond repeatod coniontly

“Weoring of the Green ™

CHAS E BLACI(MAN
'\'l"ruh:lllt. L

HAGE M. BARMARD
305 Pasl Mins,
Focke Waite™ wioa The spai
s batkEtball teoen
Reutenamt gf A" Fleghl
ond devoted to Wi wife o
wll, Versohils, eh what?

R. W, BLACKMORE
Birmimgham, Mighigan

Ono of “A" Fi Weekeande m L. A. It never
mn, 'We colied ralnd in Colifermia ol
Jack of all trodes . much axcept whan |
fontry man wha got tired of take o poss” U, of Wiscon.
walking. |4 he kidding? sin alumni with o preity lifile

EDW. R. BROMAGE
Worcerter. Mo

mate colled Polly,

ROBT. D. BUTLER
Oabiand, c-u

Chorter member of the “Fird A plerno

Binghiers What's coo o the fowr poiog -e'

o A Bl Bock roorer ki g Baor. Prafty
ond e Bonk o Amenco codd for swweerong, woan'r
lovey b Bobt

RALPH M. BAUER, JR.
Fast mrml Clhn‘hn Ky
Vigtasnlie Pt RO il
ng By Beor ey
Forblbock oy Acrowteesd
Laks Fari 1 Iorchpy

b, ey ochan” bock. He
mod 1 ceming fa b

ROBT. L. BLACKWOOD
Ch Hil, H. €.
rodhaod

&
"Blocky'" M
from {he “desp Soulh'™

woy deapl Our pood mon's
Frankia Swoonolra P
gy “hu-urms” did vou deop
tachay

a big

Hnlﬂl-ﬂ' w. IUITS

GORDON CAROLL BAYS

the rest back with o et
hunction report. Yeaoh Goos!
The trulh i Flenisle

REED R. BLAIR
Indisnapoli, lad.
Supply sergeant without sup-

plier. Erows all the angles
from 0 to 360° ond bock
A fiend 1o W in frent
af the do comara. Hog!

IURNi M. BYRAM I
Teleda, |

¢
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R. C. CHENOWETH

ROBERT F. DIXON
Sante Raia, Calif,
Tall, good-looking ond et
: good. He and Chrls werg @
E' dug oll af s were proud of

Y

ELLIOTT, JR,
iai, Texas

il Beroce Ellsott
A ke . - twery Lol
WGy maght ¥ s

luchoy bargndsn

S /000000 0

A, A, CHRISTEMSEN
Fearthe, Waikihgian
Toli, slent |

e
3 Wiasharg-
jiny o the

gt
fon Boy with
wile GDEN WA
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MILTOM DALE DOWMNS

Dmaha, Mebraika
Hod o get o fuwlsgh for
his wife of well as kimesdl,
Sha's g Wave il wiuen
b wives | MR rur b
Dewra." Carn you'rs aiking
fosrl

A

KENMETH E ENOCH
_ Mew Cantie, Penna.
Co-parga of Tt ] T
fardt  fenor
whbild Rowe Deen e
Chalemi  mewrdmerbip b T
4.1 “Falrer's Chb”

JOHH FORTER COOK
Stanwesd, Wethingten
t G jivi hound

ROBERT E. DREW

Harmaon, llinais
Bob had greal occuracy n
hin sighting, Ask Tha meat
beautiful WAL on the kcol
oompul. Had to b consoled
whin he gof anly "fouw for
five'" in combsal hite

LEOMARD K. EPPERLY
Hyville, Arkonces

D @

CHARLES C. CONN, JR.
Vealwra, Calif

Golden woioed Tenor, but oh

fow we wahed bhe hoda™t

foken w snging. Unsolly
seen of the Green Spot with
Ween

FRED DUMLER

Gregkey, Colarads
Souwodran one Ad{utari |
Fisished with excallend record

. storted with one, teo
Wants to till the soil offer
fha fracas, Bound 1o ralss
bumper crops.

L. L. CRAMDELL
Hewark, Hiw Jitidy
Ong of the fow ohagd from

the medol Jolsty  wThagt
the Jooey leogue.  Wareer
chnipved oround him ke

bees. Funny beers

CLINTOM E. DYESS

Robertvdale, Alabama
T Bob H
Helped pusl o
lean dayd when
wos in vogue

7Y 4

MORRIS A. DALY, JR.
Los Angabes, Calil
Araithad ks Sy SiaF
ferd mo e ard ke A
toheed watm Frog bl Astigte
ai ol hell. Woling for
frurley Temple te grow u

JOHN BRUUN DYSTE
Las Angales, Calif,

Mative of L. A and likes the

territary, b ¢ hoard of Vic-
torvilks ol the War. Waa
Nubbargosted whan ha sow
hla  firsk -3 T Wa

sratoheid

EUGEWE E. DILLINER
Ganaigs, llingn
Officer's Gukse Dilhne
ond Guite a hithe Smiled only
wn e hod fe. Terifc
o Maojor a recd Pop
o ol of s

B. L. EICHELBERGER
Pllats Grave, Missour
“aut, Sir . . . | don't under-
stand.” ko hod o babit of
talking the arm off ground
schop!  Irstructors,  Mighty
gopilar, foo o« with the

ground school bays 171,

WAYNE EVAMS
Fresea, Cabif.
Asgther ot of o happily
mmrasd e Trips fo Los
Argeies st Freguentiy

the wibe's aperig
We're ewpecting Evom
o enperteng 10 dey woeling

H ---;-. I 'l----.

ROBERT E. FAIRBAIRM
Ohiahsma City, Okin
Better hnown 3 “True Love

He lves for hin wesheads
0

n L A, ond ploys o Eirle
fostball on the ke, Ambs
Pl [T

JERRY H. FERRIER
Fertiand Qregan
A Aoy mar Triim wory ook
whar HEs heew o feoch T
Toulied 0 Theng o ITwo o
myhad Thidd of Fow TR Seds
o
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! et || Eosmnend | i

ALLAN HARVEY FILAS
Les Angeles, Colif

e ol the Coll

whe e P




JAMES KING FONG
Sacramenia, Calll,
Chingss iod with @ real o=
s Tov Delng In uniform, Had
fhe maprot of all of A
Hanefiod hirmssll wail Theagh

tho siruggling days

KEITH L. GREEM

Lungview, Washenglan

‘Hd Seld el mar
rigd. He haet ane of the low-
wit CE's Foger for Open

Pt ¢ Blamad Fim
wile Wil

AFCE pe-

TOM DEE HALLETT
Chizago, lilinot
The Wir C I-.- ‘Wordar,"
|n arotter l|p,dl| ‘T et vl
mt ard the Copy reods
m lwwan tvar

PETER 5. FRIGAMNOYICH
Son Froncises, Calif,
Colifornsg bay moiie oll
the pin money foking glom-
o shots of the high oltituds
bueys, Gowe Them owoy (or
mothing when he wow  whot

the developas saw,

WILLIAM A. GREEN
Whiting Leke, Indiang
“Question, sir,™ rong forth n
fhe clossroom. Green was for-
ever ploguing the Instrucion
with Gueitiong about ey

thing on parih

HAROLD E. HAMSEN
Larkipisr, Calif.
Han's room motes wen never
sure of the guy. Secmed he
lked to put bogs Tull of
water i pecd  dry  bede
Tetcned . . . eh?

DH.II.N IUGINI FULTON
, Calif

Frofm |hp Pﬂn-fm eity. Said he

lived coupls of coomn dr.-n

from Hite Hapworth al oo

Timia 2040 to Do axoct

Lowes his wifpl

“Lion"™ won @ mnn-r
W poas EaR
lost “Ace™ in o perlectly
croaked dech o disappoearing
afl, Wa lwed him, onyway

A, J. HATFIELD, JR.
Sumtes, Bouth Carsling

Morrisd father of o 4
d girl La-mighwoy
Worts o poltrel

fhe skign over the enemy
forgets and maks o few
arrakl e

JAIME V. GAMA
Los Amgeies, Calif,
Tobosco™ hos a fiondish
iden thor no febd b good
without roper  soounfing
Hove you pvmr poured o pind
of Worcester sauce down

sormgoie s Throst?

JOHMN M. GRIFFIN
Detroit, Michigon
Give him o Hitle extro sock
rimg, o comic bobk, o Peily
Picture . . . ond he's hopgy
Tha kg wos eotily satiafied

JOHN ROBERT HILL
Rapid City, 5 D,
Plohnemy™ B ere of the
Tlkoek Hil%'' omd leoder of
the Browning Blvd., gong in
L. A, Versatile . , . bt yesl

HERBERT J. GARDNER
Broshling, Mess.
Moads an antorprater for that
Pock Boy sioton occent of
i Kngws the fennn ston
rtimately, Faresy Hills wes

ki hiompy hunbing ground

fisa

EDW. A. GRIFFITH
Baitimare, Md.

“King u1 !.rll.'l:hllr Lovess
orn of Wingy
s Armnfrang

T
Pal from Baolimare (8 Ben
Blus, the movie comic

'
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YThay woere aldaliiely right
abimst P, T.." wos his fovorite
lnga. Will resl up after Tha
war g sall sock mode of
fealher down,

RICHARD R. HORERG
Penn, Hiim

WM. E. GARRISON
Visalia, Call,
Hia wife recently presented
him with @ Hithe Gorrison
Priorities prevenied fhe dis
tiution of cigars nr
settled for o cigarette oplecs

WALTER ROY GUHDE
Hebrasks City, Mabs.
Quiet ord wnassuming. Tha

two go hond in o
clogont way to describe on
elegant guy,

M. L WCHSCHII.D
Herttord,
Hapey To gel few 1-‘-||I;- wilF
bors . . . soyl ho's the el
sparts gditer aul ol lowd U
where be copped o BA,

S
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EDW. JAMES GILDAY
Menrog, Michigan
One of the mainitays of fhe
baskstball fegm when evliry-
ong alm's fost wont sore
Agk him obowl Eclgmorod
Wi

LEOHARD C. HALL, JR.
Balsrifisld, Colif.
Pasthis Wobch.se Gove w
all fhe fundomentols of wrik-

ing love ieTiers 6 ooy
lessorin, Aftar thivd ba hod
to biing Shalley's bobk back
e | ilseery

ROBERT P, HOEPPMER
Appleten, Wisconin
Mharr i After ewary
Saturdoy inapecticn we haor

him say, “Room | I3 the best
damn room n The barrocks.’
Ambltious
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HARRY R. HORAK
bumaien, K

J. €. KLINGENSMITH
anar, PFonas.
[ o teorsd new
twrwsbchevod lather of 6 bolw
il e Beverly Ann
e wEe won weogling The
boby oven mom fhon e
swealod out bombs A nico

ot

WALLACE G. LEDFORD
Miami Fleridg

Tokes bim fon minuies o

Ot up overy morAang  Secret

opnralien Tor Maomi Chamibor

ol Commaics

JOHM JACORS, JR.
Chiften, M. 1.
Mirwr by arragc by o
overaeon  fums  Thon el
codets howe fTime 0 the

Arrry, Choims ba's il &

civiliom ot heort. Main inter

il The end of fha war
"

e )
-1
=

GUS J. KROSCHEWSKY
San Astenis, Tevss

Micknomed “The Botilesr
Con wll you orwyiteng o
“sns  propes to s e
gl ol whether you need
Vhom or mod, Yeu didn’t bul
M always won out

MARYIN ORVILLE LEE
Dnaloiks, Wiscsmibn
From oversos onel Overiool
his bombordering wl wits
plenty of the old combol

an

EDQUARD J. JACQUES
West Warwieh, B |,
You wont fo Mee 0 Rels
looking gar? Duployed The
pis ol home town girl ot the
slightest  suggestion Miaar
taea  she's beoufiful ol

leyal

JOHM KUSHMER
MY

Tall, weil-built Mew Yorkes
Pratty foir bowler. Cloimi
he's @ better oirplane me
chonic thon ke it o bombar
dior. His posss & on good
ok oA

AUGUST V. LESHMER
Burkngtan, M. J.
BTD of Fhe fint wober
™3 WO . T troublss
no nothing for Lesh, 11
miuEl hove besn gesal 1o b
o hot bambondier,

ROBERT A. JAMOSKY
Corpis Chelibl, Tonas
A wnilghhan on the Baoshe bl
cousrt ity W o Opan
Post. Member of the Tesos
Chamber ol Corremene

JOHH E. KUTCHBACK
Chmtimaatl, Ohis

A good kaoking ki from The

msdwest. Clowes e holes
Codifernan . cousm il Paver
roing heve.  Clothes  madel
rug solesmon . Turrature
man . . . wive seme of his
faata

CHARLES W, LINDSEY
Judiamis, Arkasiga
Former Moring. Me's happy
when The cvertost diops 10

500 feet.

ROY LEE JOMES
Past Aribus, Tonas
An A & M mon ond peoud
of 8. Hos a healthy oppetite
ond he plenty of mom e
Bt Tl wm obout This A M,
Jongs.™ Hog did]

[ S

Mg ot amataatby
makeng hght lough whils
torrmot e Victim of o
chigiug gomd hums (g ong
hit ontics woee  infechiou.
Wat o plumber abaul lown,
-,

WILLIAM EDW. LAMG
Chicags, |

ROBERT CLARK LOWE
Chicaga, |Fnek

‘We colled him “Buddia.™ O

condaiste for the “Miier

Frve by Fivs™ owoed Sove

fhore's na ploce ke The

Windy City

WALTER THOS. JOMES
Emuwaribh Ponad

Let mar ot fhe D-B sighi

m ofl by soys Fowr boretor-

dier with a folr haired bady

wiiting for him

PAUL R. LARSEN

b aple waad e
"Goah, Fm tead ™ ore thi
bov's fird mareag e
The Kid™ is @n ordent od
marge of the wookor WK
but oron't wa all

EDWARD MACEYRA
El Pess, Tenm
A ke bon on teo fesl.
Staumch defendsr of e
Lome Stor Stale. Me I not
o

—
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R. KACHADOORIAN
Feaimm, L
Known oz “Egtch®™ Finally
lost the bolfls of the siotes

- - Florida won] Cheerfsl
and Fappy BTy enE’s
friemd!

in ol subpecis Never ven
tured opruicns whlest osked
te.

KEITH WARD MATSOM
Oakwsed, Dbk

His maoen mtered? h Glodio-

Sa Berdoa, Well dafiibuted

eves, cowi, ofd Poke  mode

him the handiomes! godget

here.
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ROY ARTHUR MILLER HERBERT M. MISHKIN G. W. Y. MOLLER, JR, WILLLAM MOREE FLOYD E. McCRACKEM C. L. McDERMOTT
8. Ansgar, lowa Lomg lshand, M. 7 T Clomrwater, Florida Doughas, Wysming
alwgyl be found pef- “Hish™ wal our matl Poater iy The only true friend of The MOr — GO0 mon  with
ewire sk Vieve ous H P ond o real Flowida ©C r of Com twa right fest. When nol
i B by [ ciking questions, loling

e 600 ¢

cthietsc wonder talks chout comes bul seemi merce in
to be thinking oule a bt thankn Florida & The betlcr
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nomber  of Com- ohcndt s by

vinte Propogondst! Wi e wiy |
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L 5 comnad If oh'll leggs Vo
i havely wife Bambs i,

ALFRED A, PIZZATO HARRY L, PLUMMER STEWART F, REID RAYMOND J. REITER HERBERT E. RUSSELL LEOM D. SAMPLE, JR. ARVID GAYLE SHAW
Ekieage, Mimois Eanten, Ohio Chicago, Hinai Hohntewn, liwin, Paama, Bryte, Calif. Sisux City, fowa Boulider, Calarads
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ERWIH SIL?EI‘.STEIN JOSEPH FGRD SIIIL PETER C. SOREMSEN ROBERT 5. TALLEY OLIVER JAMES TAYLOR WILLIAM R. TATLOR Hﬂ'ﬁ"AﬂD F. THEDINGA
Las Amgekes, Calif Las Gates, Cabid h-‘-n-gﬂ- 'l'un Brimtal, Tos ﬁnul l'nlun g, W s
A b ond o UCLA poe o £ aa i A penlieraor 4 el ], o 3 Ary SAE froem U of Westonmin
LA S con T bt mod tod ol Fypera] ot e = ne mopred B low ond
- " i hot spats fis [FAF Ssncerely brluser Teson will Eager o el it i fens fo
kid knew o N hii- 0 A join the other 47 oy doy s Al ol i
I o -:_'."_" r-,-. od clong ard  wogeih  winens PO hig Time. Wi wigh him goeod in rhe clas Fagihts vard Baltle
ahes toa. We togged olo it luck alweys o weekonds s Tha girl
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CHESTER E. THOMAS W. W. THOMPSOM, JR. OWEN TﬂMMEIM!fH MILTOMN JOS. TREFMY R. L. UNDERWOODD VIRGIL V. VALE, JR.
Walph, Alabgms Sprnglicld, Misgn Hurar iy, Greeawith, Conn Thoma:, Ghiskame Ouk Pork, |Binsis
F e L L aM-oround mon.  Holk f =g From woy bock Eoat. Diveted Loughing ey ngwer of The “cream of ihe Ccop
o 3 id % nounce ki nome will e ks teme between Flaraie amnd - i oftention n ranie.  Hald From U of ‘Wispontin
wmhin with cor fay drive hem to drink tha B! Coos! befors he de ham Y > Eelbound for hours with this sager boy wanis fo help
e 1 Lincaln ond she's cided 1o irade his sails for York iz the only oiviliced wilfy stories, win the wor bafore he for-
.M,u,..:,.—m m:- with hdm Winge plata m the world i nll Fhe lbw he leaenad
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RAYMOND J. VAM IDE THOMAS H. VLASSIS W, 6. VORHAUS, jl FREDERICK W. V055 ALBERT C. YROOME JAMES DAREN WAGG M. E WALBRIDGE
Marth Hollywsed, Calit Sacramenia, Tafif. Herw Tork Ci I'r 2] Sputih Bond. Imdiana Prince Bay, H ‘F Osage City, Kansns Delred?, Midbigas
Poagary coblecied  enough Mol o 19 i O Sengle ity € 'J...u- Spend hes oweskondi im W Big 6" 4™ Al khod @ hand Combof hits are eaty for Jim Ha sen Poud is @ well-kngwn
penrees from uk o siorl & Open Post, ¥ v i in iod o with a torville of San Berdos. WMo vemg winding kimael? shound ewer whilg rading with gn A chorocter orund The  bors
mint. Yops They went to the the Argel City come Safurs T Canpdion Ciub onad ploce ehe to go, Clabm ha the sight. He sven gol itk impector. He wonlbe 1o ook and you should
LT it we werbss day lpnging for Hew York eoukd get o hit every ena i posng wp o the nobs, We mase @n imprednicn ste Wally wilhoul o seegoy
the sight hod shofes on i opplled ortifickal reapiatian He's 6 nervii wisth,
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JOHW HOAH WALKER
San Jose, Calil.
Aoy aioyed & oo o (-
et e P QT RO

e Far o breeme. Dven
“onolysa™ dignt  cow  hew
down. Sinong !
gf f
]
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HORMAMN WM, WELCH
Hastings, Hebraika

Watch aut for those oulel
chapz, D, lekyll ot the Am-
basgadar eévery Saturday
night

ARTHUR J. WIEPERT
ot Horw Yerk

Scont ot of ko lide ot Tha
reiioumont ogling The ioweldy
sy Populor oy with TR

barye 5 o whiz with fhe
wormen.. Tried khord!|

I'I:lii ERIC WALKER
11 Durade, Hansas

Whot! You hivenl heord
ol [ Dorpde®” Once @ oawil-
M olwiyl @ Civilion

HEMRY G, WELLS
Cevina, Calil,
Cowlng regretted hia anllsi-

sy Wt Thedr
favorite som, M. G, had more
writd-ups in tha locol shoat

than Moesribue

VERHON A. WILK
Randam Loke Wikprpin
A ooy wwde o 0 sthag!
gl CET bt mo
gl A ho' bosbordes
treem the Sgery Wfote

HARRY 5.

WALLER

Wilmington, Del

Ay oriit

P

cwn fight

Likad L. A but wou foeever

LG g

B with Wikming-

o He wos mever satislied

LOUIS A. WELLS, JR.
Dietralt, Michigan

“Loule the Lip,™
with fwo bogar

Praseison  of

dua almost drove

was Sursed
oY hEE,
tha illustrious
ek sod

sick gooly. Ha'll servive

i
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PAUL B. WILLINGTER
Lawiny

Cld Mon of the Mountoir

Toascatvon odiut
a  hinh
Wa Sehoved!

o

ant wath rever
for onyone.

HAROLD H. WASSOM
Laurenl, |ows

Ome of oar momried men. A

Ty bowgm whis'i Qoing ey

bock home ond Tom when

The il B over

EDW, THED. WENILIK
Low Angelas, Colif,

Give Bd o convertible ond o

O Boak ood He's hapay.

Ar ordent Colifermlon . . .

bt fviga . to  conwert  all

*furringrs '

JERRY BEM WILSOM
M. Yerasn, |Thssd
“Al ocis, give youssll Pa.
oy Rest,” won Jenrv's Ba-
vorrte oxpressaon. Abwoys fiest
L 4

W. W, WEAVER, JR. GEORGE ELMORE WEBB
Claripn, Feang San Hatasl Colif,
“Beover™ took firnl geize o Alwrtrys wili'wsg oThad  recira
Sapasai, of Tha Weos ™ with i iter Fibwld iEsed 0
Forword Horch” He did a chtnce o basbd wus Son Fron
good job ou flighl sspeont ERRZE ai il the Dowr

ey oy Mot Duckding

ALFRED P. WERBNER
Mull:hnlllr
On tha ball §

RICHARD F, H. WESSEL
Cann. Seymour, Indians
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af "H*" Flight La |t vy iy peguliing drowl which cought
sfudant  from  Missourl L, Tha women's fancy, Oh, my
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WILLIAM H. WISE
Laviduwilla, Ky.
Geond old Army mon  Lals
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ROBERT M. WILSON
Fortipgnd, Gregos
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beavers. Bob hod o hotst of
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ROBERT WEIMER
Flaking, M. Y.
Blnhing from Flhahing
o goad ki end sinctly o gt
1o the Aoy Adr Foroes. The

Qrir it

JAMES M. WIEMNHER
Oetrolt, Michigan
The haftast little items fo
evar hit this fleld,™ Ungquote!
Just Call him “The Haod,™

KEMUFF D. WOLFORD
Fowrmani, Hokbr

Mod hopet of becoming o
decter, it o wratch and the
sght of bioed eorly in ha
e wored him oul,
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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. . ... .cooviiinernns Managing Editor
CHARLES R, ZWERKO Maurice Edward Walbridge. . ........... :
NmmTM-:a"-TP:I:' Ei':h't'“.-:i William Grossman Vorhaus, Jr., . ... ... .. { Feature Editors
Lost ore fo t tha =ack a
lakl one to leove it Edward Theodore Wenzllk. .. ........... Personality Editor
Eugene Edward DIlliner, ... .o vve ... Business Manager
Staff Sgt. Al Chepp. v v v awean e N . Producer
Cpl. Edward H. Goldbarger. . . ..ccvinuins e . Photographer

Parsonality 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.

Im a more serious vein for a minute, we of the staff want to
express our thanks and sincere gratitude to Staff Sgt. Al Chopp
(983rd B. T. 5.) and Cpl. Edward H. Goldberger |983 B. T. 5.]
for their leadership and “sweat' in making this book a reality.
Wirhour the 1oil and labors of Al and Goldie this 44-3 edition
of Bombs Away would never have come into being. So to them

H?ﬁ‘:'i p Fhﬁlm’gl we say. .. Thanks a million, fellas.”
Wisconain's conbritadion 1o
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SAGEBRUSH SAGA

Sunday. . .a day of rest! The army had different ideas. . .50
we packed our paraphernalia and headed for that uncharted,
dieaded tenitony Leyord the gales uf VAAF, G.I. jalupies with
their fashionable canvas 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 whaole 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 cormners. . .the sun lashed out in fiery revenge, We had
invaded the domain of the Sun God

Bombing wasn't $0 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 potato salad tasted ever
50 much better now, “K" rations made an unimpressive debut

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