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Day is done, 

Gone the sun— 

From the lake, 

From the hill, 

From the sky. 

All is well, 

Safely rest, 

God is nigh.
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General Jimmy Doolittle
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we have spent at Coleman. Sixty hours we have been in the air. 

have drilled and studied: made friends and played, and been 

soon be forgotten, 

say "Adios" to all the pleasant things we have 

we know that he who lags by 

lose sight of our "end"!

------
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Nine weeks

Sixty-three days we

treated as sons by the people of Coleman. These things will not 

and it is not without regret that we

known here ... Yet we have a long way to travel, and

the wayside never sees the end . . . WE must never
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The job for which we are preparing is yet to come, but may we never let down 

the Axis battle lines for those who are treading on our heels . . .
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■-called Americans who profess to doubt the ability of our nation 

at pictures- in this class book, and 

see 

increasing quantities the

- .

To such a man as this, an impressive figure among even other 

men of this metal, we dedicate this Class Book, our class book, into 

which we have attempted to embody the spirit and soul of those of 

us who strive to fly, for the love of flying and in the defense of our 

native land. He is first an American, this man .... and the ideal 

for which he stands now in the limelight of patriotic affection has en

deared him to all the world that lives under the flags of democracy. 

He has, in war and in peace, proven himself a great man and a great 

American.

In times like these, in these days of chaos, when history in 

wholesale lots is made overnight and national boundaries change 

hourly, one figure generally stands above all others. Through out

standing personnel ability or through the medium of one particular 

achievement, he becomes the personification of an ideal to all man

kind, and looms a stalwart bulkhead of faith for a bewildered world.

Let those so-

to continue to set its own standard of life, glance

see beyond them the millions of our buddies in the khaki and blue . . . let them 

behind us the production lines as they punch out in ever 

materials with which we shall fight for and win our victory.

In respectful and affectionate dedication, we hail the man who 

bombed Tokyo while the world said, "It can't be Done."—To a Pilot's 

Pilot

Yes, we have soared among the high-flying clouds and seen below an earth 

of checkerboard pattern and multi-colored glory . . . from above, we have seen troop

laden trains and motor convoys heading for embarkation points. We have silently 

wished them Godspeed, and felt a close comradship with them and all other of those 

Americans who travel afar to offer their lives, if necessary, in the defense of demo

cracy. We have felt discomfort at having to wait . . . for we now are only learning 

and the road is long ahead.

We are small in number, here at Coleman, but in training camps and schools 

throughout the nation our likeness is multiplied a thousand-fold. A hundred and 

thirty million Americans are behind us . . . sons in the armed forces, fathers on assem

bly lines, sisters at defense work, mothers scrimping and saving sugar, rubber, and 

all those little once considered necessities of peace-time living. We are all of one 

mind—one purpose. To destroy forever the threat to rightful living. What matter 

the cost, when our very way of life is at stake?
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CAPT. L. L. CRENSHAW
Adjutant

1st Lt. W. O. LACKI E
Personnel Officer

2nd LT. A. R. HENRY 
Commandant of Cadets

2nd LT. B. P. DOYLE 
Operations Officer

-GAPTr R. M. CROW 
Commanding

2nd LT. F. L. FISHER 
Ass't Engineering Officer

1st LT. JOHN EAST
Surgeon

1st LT. H. L. SWENDSON
Supply Officer

1st LT. H. L. GERBER 
Engineering Officer
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CAPT. D. M. CLARK 
Flight Surgeon

ROGER M. CROW, 
Major, Army Air Forces. 
Commanding.
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To The Class of 42-K;

If has been a distinct pleasure and honor serving you as Commanding Of
ficer during your days of primary training. I feel that each of you realize the ne
cessity of continued co-operation with your superiors and downright hard work at 
flying throughout the remainder of your training period.

Undoubtedly occasions will present themselves when there will be tendencies 
for shirking or slighting your work, but unless each and every one of us put every
thing we have into what we are doing things might be up-hill for the remainder of 

our lives.
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COLEMAN FLYING SCHOOL
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we soon forget those Thursday nights with Rever

end Jones and his fine group of girls who so regul

arly appeared every week for our sing-song . . . . 

Some of those songs will live forever in our mem

ory. Shall we forget the Saturday night dances . . . 

the crowd, the heat, the recorded jive, or "cokes 

for two" in a PX booth? It was in that PX most of 

our money went, yet we will always remember the 

thoughtfulnfness of Mr. and Mrs. Saunders . . . and, 

of course, Cookie can never be forgotten ....
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On the P-T grounds we have sweated the 

pounds away turning fat into muscle, and ended 

many a weary cross-country. On the parade grounds 

we have passed in review time after time and spent 

many footsore, sweltering hours at drill ....

It was upon these scenes we all stared with wondering apprehensive eyes .... It was here we 

first lined up and were initiated into the rigors and wonders of Primary. On this Quadrangle, most of 

us have spent many weary hours, and paced many a lagging step to the tiring, monotonous cadence 

of the "gig line." In these buildings and on these grounds, discipline and the mechanical knowledge 

of flying were instilled into our very souls . . .

Yet, as we look back, Coleman 

Flying School has furnished us with 

many pleasant memories .... even 

the darker hours seem brilliant as 

we review them now .... recol

lections that time nor money could 

ever buy. That small portion of our 

lives spent here has left us with a 

soft spot in our hearts that will al

ways be reserved for ... .

8 S 9 l',p,
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Looking back, it was not so long ago that we of Class 42-K dismounted from our 

marched onto the Quadrangle of Coleman Flying School. Upon these pages we have attempted to 

leave a few pictorial momentos to quicken our hearts and bring back memories of days well spent.

In the academic Building, we delved into the mysteries of Aircraft Engines, Air Navigation, 

Meteorology, Theory of Flight, and other subjects necessary to the finished pilot. In this mess hall, 

we have griped about the food, as all good soldiers do; denounced the cooks, complained about the 

service .... yet, in looking back, maybe it wasn't 

so bad. After all, Joe was capable, and the food, 

while not decoratively prepared or fancifully named 

was edible: and none of us really starved to death. 

In the "rec" hall, we have all enjoyed the relaxa

tion of a "free" hour now and then .... the ping 

and vicious checker tournaments. Nor will
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appreciation to Mr. M. Menendez for his great assistance in the
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(Photo at right)

L. P. Bischoff, Jr., Battalion Adjutant: R. 
W. Kramme, Battalion Commander; and 
K. U. Pearson, Battalion Sergeant-Major

"B" COMPANY

Captain J. H. Linton; Lieutenants W. G. Dowie and 
R. N. Leone: First Sergeant C. A. Betts: Guide J. 
C. Teller; Guidon Bearer W. Graham: Sergeants A. 
Frank, C. G. Goss, and J. H. Hickson; and Corpo
rals A. E. Flora, B. J. Kirsch, C. E. Palmer, K. M. 

Miller, R. L. Kreinberg, and C. L. Davis

"A" COMPANY

Captain K. L. Berry, Jr.; Lieutenants G. F. 
Mathews, D. W. McCollum; and W. R. Hammond: 
First Sergeant W. B. Korber; Sergeants R. A. Isley, 
B. D. Harvey, T. A. Mathews; Corporals L. E. Haw
kins, W. C. Hearst, H. G. Moyer, H. J. Goodwin, 
R. C. Reed, Tonnis Boukamp, D. W. Lamb, R. E. 
Salisbury, and P. K. Kiser.
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our Cadet Officers do not appear in the above photo-

(Photo at left)

Back row: M. Fitzgerald, Copy; L. P. Bis
choff, Jr., Photography; M. N. Estes, Edi
tor; G. S. Moore, Art.
Front row: J. A. Linton, Business; R. N. 
Leone, Photography; and F. F. Robison, 
Copy.

Due to being AWOL from Photography formation, several of 
graphs . . . They are: Lieutenant L. G. O'Brien of 'B Company; Guide E. K. Parks, Jr., and Guidon Bearer H. H. 
Holland of "A" Company; and Corporals J. D. Schumacher, R. C. Reed, and F.F. Robison, of "B" Company.
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The staff of 42 Kdet wishes to express our 
work upon our cover.
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BALL, ROGER C.
170 West 5th St. 
Winona, Minnesota

DAVIS, CHARLES I., Jr.
170 North 18th St.
East Orange, New Jersey

DE BOW, JAMES S.
Mt. Ave. & Boulevard 
Pompton Plains, Nev/ Jersey

DE FEIS, ROBERT N.
Franklin Ave.
Thornwood, New York

DERR, ROBERT H.
128 Cedar St.
Hempstead, L. I., New York

DOERFLER, DOUGLAS J.
584 Broadway
Hastings-on-Hudson, New York

BETTS, C. AMES
609 Prospect Ave.
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania

BERRY, KEARIE L, Jr.
1233 Harrison 
San Antonio, Texas

D'EMERY, C. MITCHELL
Flax Hill Gardens
South Norwalk, Connecticut

DE JULIUS, VINCENT A.
16320 Greyton Rd.
East Cleveland. Ohio

BISCHOFF, LAWRENCE P„ 
101 Spa View Ave. 
Annapolis, Maryland

BOUKAMP, TONNIS 
922 Vanderburgh Place 
Port Huron, Michigan
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ESTES, MONTIDIER NAYON
Box 332
Moody, Texas

DOMINSKI, ALPHONSE S. 
110-35 2l3st. Bellaire 
New York, New York

DORFMAN, HAROLD 
101-12 46th Ave. Corona 
New York, New York

DOUGHERTY, JOHN
632 Gates Ave.
Brooklyn, New York

DUFFY, FRANCIS X.
Rosendale. New York

DOWIE, WALTER G.
1934 Arlington Ave. 
Des Moines, Iowa

EASTMOORE, NORMAN E„ Jr. 
Melrose, Florida

FITZGERALD, MAURICE
3507 South Park Ave. 
Blasdell, New York

FITZER, ALBERT W.
976 Westmoreland Ave.
Syracuse, New York

FLORA, ALEXANDER E.
424 Washington Terrace 
Leonir, New Jersey

FERRAR, JOSEPH E.
I 18-40 192nd St.
Saint Albans, L. I., New York

EVENSEN, NORMAN J.
310 67th St.
Brooklyn, New York
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FLYNN, MICHAEL J.
3244 Third Ave.
Bronx, New York, New York

GILBERT, KENNETH C.
Jourdanton, Texas

FREDERICKS, EDGAR J.
3576 45th St.
San Diego, California

FOLLENDER, SEYMOUR B. 
87-40 144th St.
Jamaica, L. L, New York

GOSS, CHARLES G.
2 I 6 Safford St.
Osege City, Kansas

GOODWIN, HAROLD J.
820 West Rowan St.
Fayetteville, North Carolina

GROVE, FRED R., Jr.
R. F. D. No. I
Bradford, Pennsylvania

GILBERT, JAMES P.
274 Sip Ave.
Jersey City, New Jersey

FRANK, ADOLPH
6402 Enright Ave. 
St. Louis, Missouri

GOLDSTEIN, BERNARD
21 6 Winthrop St. 
Brooklyn, New York

GRAHAM, WILLARD 
North St.
Greenwich, Connecticut

GORHAM, ROBERT M.
28 Riverside 
Sidney. New York
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HAMMOND, WILLIAM R.
605 N. 23rd St.
Waco, Texas

HOLLANDER, MURRAY V.
45 West 85th St.
New York, New York

HICKSON, JOHN H.
2524 N. E. 19th Ave.
Portland, Oregon

HOLLAND, HOUSTON H. 
Route 2
Claremore, Oklahoma

HAWKINS, LA VERN EDWIN 
13 Pearl St.
Oneonta, New York

HARVEY, BILL D.
3509 Witmer Parkway 
Des Moines, Iowa

HEARST, WILLIAM C.
3815 West Pine 
Saint Louis, Missouri

HENDERSON, WILLIAM E.
2712 Ave. H. Ensley Station 
Birmingham, Alabama

HILLIER, LORNE BYRON 
1003 Blaine Blvd.
Racine, Wisconsin

HOLT, HORACE H„ Jr.
Akron, Colorado

HARMON, GILBERT C., Jr. 
Quincy, West Virginia

HAGELBERGER, JACK M.
387 Warwick Ave.
Buffalo, New York
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HOLTMAN, ROY LOUIS 
148 Dwight St. 
New Britain, Connecticut

KAIJA, TAUNO A.
Reading, Vermont

JONES, GEORGE ELMER
149 Gates St.
Palmyra, New York

ISLEY, RAYMOND A.
3311 W. 36th Ave. 
Denver, Colorado

KAUFFMANN, RICHARD L. 
R. R. Box 307 
Swanton, Ohio

JOYCE, ALBERT E.
42 Sweeney St.
Buffalo, New York

KITCH, DARWIN JACK 
10426 So. Leavitt Ave.
Chicago, Illinois

KORBER, WILLIAM B.
168 Harvard Ave.
Pueblo. Colorado

KIRSCH, BERNARD J.
I 5 Merrimac St.
Buffalo, New York

KNAPP, HARRY J„ Jr.
64 Burtis St.
Celeron, New York

KISER, PAUL K.
Sylvester, Texas

!

LI

VV5

v
V

KREINBERG, ROBERT L.
2701 West Bailey Rd.
Cuyahoga Falls, Ohio
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LAMB, DARRELL WESLEY 
306 S. Church Ave.
Spirit Lake, Iowa

LAZARONY, VINCENT M.
I 60 Liberty St.
Fredonia, New York

LANDRY, JACK J.
Rapide Hotel 
Alexandria. Louisiana

LEAVITT, BERNARD S.
Amarillo, Texas

LEONE, RALPH N.
3367 Fenton Ave.
Nev/ York, New York

LEWIS, ARTHUR J. 
312 N. Jefferson St. 
Marianna, Florida

MAGGIO, VINCENT PAUL
2055 Prospect Ave. 
Bronx, New York, N. Y.

LILES, ROY C.
1616 N. W. 35th St.
Fort Worth, Texas

MAILLOUX, RAYMOND A.
1044 Menden Road 
Woonsocket, Rhode Island

r LUPIA, EDWARD Q.
7009 69th St.
Glendale, L. 1., New York, N. Y.

Bl

LINTON, JOHN H.
105 East Capitola Ave. 
Kingston, North Carolina

LEE, MAURICE DENNIS
804 So. Cherry St. 
Marshfield, Wisconsin



McClure, cover g.
424 N. Fourth St. 
Decatur, Indiana

MAST, GLENN A.
R. R. 3, Box 43
Elkhart, Indiana

MATHEWS, GRADY F„ Jr. 
I I 17 N. W. 32nd St. 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

MATHEWS, THOMAS A.
Parshall, North Dakota

McGARRY, JAMES F., Jr.
2161 East 16th St.
Brooklyn, New Yohk

McNEILL, JOSEPH H.
623 West 207th St.
New York, New York

McHUGH, THOMAS E.
37-31 lOlstSt.
New York, New York

McBRIDE, CHARLES L.
2508 Country Club Blvd. 
Omaha, Nebraska

McCOLLUM, DARDEN W.
Box 447
McCamey, Texas

McCORMICK, JAMES F.
46 Court St.
Canton, New York

MASTERSON, FRANCIS L. 
12 Moore St.
Providence, Rhode Island

McLaughlin, eugene c.
McBain, Michigan
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CO H PLATED

WASHED-OUT

MORRIS, CHRISTOPHER D.
24 West 96th St.
New York, New York

MENENDEZ, MANUEL
92 Milford St.
Brooklyn. New York

NAPOLETAN, PETER J.
100 Gibbs St.
Rochester, New York

MITCHELL, RUFUS E.
Lancaster, Texas

MILLAR, KENNETH M.
2405 Tierney Rd.
Ft. Worth. Texas

MOONEY, ROBERT E.
Woodville, Texas

MUIRHEAD, ROBERT W.
180 Oakland Ave.
Providence, Rhode Island

MOYNIHAN, RICHARD H.
47 Lawrence St.
Haverhill, Massachusetts

MOSER, ORVAL G. B.
R. 5
Merrill, Wisconsin

MOORE, GEORGE S.
3201 Arctic Ave.
Atlantic City, New Jersey

MOYER, HOWARD G.
410 S. Peters Ave.
Norman, Oklahoma

MORY, ROBERTW-? 

I 76 Rowland Rd. I 
Fairfield, Connecticut [
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NEILSON, ROBERT W„ Jr.
714 S. Main St.
Winston Salem, North Carolina

O'BRIEN, LEO GENE 
1700 Park Ave. 
Cedar Rapids, Iowa

PALMER, CHARLES E.
381 Pontiac Ave.
Cranston, Rhode Island

PAPA, LOUIS S.
223 Hebard St.
Rochester, New York

PEFFLEY, ARTHUR R.
Ladoga, Indiana

O'BRIEN, JAMES W.
232 N. Pearl St.
Albany, New York

PERRY, ELZA D. 
General Delivery 
Frankston, Texas

PEARSON, KENNETH U. 
Evant, Texas

PARKS, EDGAR K„ Jr.
United States Military Academy 
West Point, New York

PERRY, LAMAR F.
Arcadia, Florida

NICHOLS, CLARENCE E., Jr.
R. R.
Cederedge. Colorado

O'BRIEN, CHARLES J., Jr.
3rd and Lincoln Ave.
Phoenixville, Pennsylvaina
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PULITO, BOVIO J.
I 22 Branford St.
Hartford, Connecticut

RODGERS, JOHN R.
400 West Roberts St. 
Clarksville, Texas

RIEDEMAN, DONALD F.
60 Rodney Ave.
Buffalo, New York

PERRY, MORRIS
222 Ledyard St.
New London, Connecticut

REED, ROBERT C.
Route 8
Fort Worth, Texas

PETRUCCI, ALFRED R.
1638 Westminister St. 
Providence, Rhode Island

RICHIE, HUBERT J.
35 Prospect St.
Arcade, Nev/ York

ROBERTSON, GEORGE E.
51-16 Overbrook PI. Douglaston 
New York, New York

ROGERS, ALBERT WILLIAM 
19 Fairview Ave.
Edgewood, Rhode Island

ROBINSON, FRANK F.
60 St. Foye Road 
Quebec City, Providence 
of Quebec, Canada

RANGE, ALBERT JOHN
648 78th St.
Brooklyn, New York

RAMAGE, GEORGE W.
2348 Tilghman St.
Allentown, Pennsylvania
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ROHLINS, WILLIS HENRY 
1403 West Lullwood 
San Antonio, Texas

RUFFINI, FRANCIS DENNIS 
139 Russell St.
Brooklyn, New York

ROGERS. WERNER W.
251 Guilford St.
Buffalo, New York

SCHOENBRUN, PAUL R.
51 I Beach 138 St.
Rockaway Beach, New York

SALISBURY, ROBERT E.
127 Rosedale Ave.
Hastings-on-Hudson, New York

ROSE, VINCENT THOMAS 
I 142 University Ave. 
New York, New York

ROGERS, JAMES J.
178 91st St. Rockaway Beach 
New York, New York

ROLSTON, WILLIAM H.
Groesbetch PI.
Elsmere, New York

SAGAN, MARTIN C.
652 Southern Boulevard 
New York, New York

SAWYER, GLEN ROBERT
Box 62
Fort Cobb, Oklahoma

SCHOFEL, JOSEPH M.
I 6 Bayview Ave.
Newark, New Jersey

SCHAFER, RAYMOND E.
Greenwell Springs, Louisiana
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COMPLETED

42-KDET

SHUMWAY, WILBUR O.
South East St.
Amherst, Massachusetts

SEIDMAN, MURRAY
2081 Southern Boulevard
New York, New York

SHERMAN, MARVIN .
93 South Main Ave.
Albany, New York

SCHUMACHER, JOHN L.
66 Morton Ave.
Albany, New York

SELLS, CARL H.
2834 Broadway
Schenectady, New York

SCOTT, SUBLETT H„ Jr.
522 N. W. 25th St.
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

SIEGEL, WALTER G.
2113 Humboldt Blvd.
Chicago, Illinois

TELLER, J. CRAIG 
200 Second Ave. 
Brockway, Pennsylvania

KRAMME, RAY W.
2551 West Point Drive 
St. Louis, Mo.

Eastern skies are ruddy
With flame from the rising sun, 

bloody—

TURNER, VERNON R.
Levelland, Texas

And low hung clouds are 
The day has just begun.V u

7 r i

Eager hands are on each stick,
As future birdmen learn to fly,
With but one aim—the Japs to lick— 
To gain their fame—to win or die!

In days ahead there'll be brought to mind 
These moments we will ne’er forget, 
Because, you see, there is behind 
Each and ev'ry stick—a 42 Kdet.

—M. N. Estes.

Swift wings lift to meet the dawn;
Manmade wings are soaring.
As swift are they as the forest faun, 
Their mighty engines roaring.
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"IS HE KIDDING?""NOW YOU DO ONE"
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"SO THAT'S WHAT THAT STRAP 
IS FOR!"
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It began the day after my arrival at Coleman 
Flying School. Still bewildered by the ease with 
which the highly esteemed upperclassmen were able 
to befuddle a chap, and not knowing jusr what next 
to expect, I was matched (?) io the flying line to 
meet my instructor Al firs* glance, all the instruc
tors appeared io bo grand guys, and the planes 
were honeys . . . They even let me sit in the cock
pit (for a moment or two)—you know, just to get 
the feel of things.

On the day following, I turned out with gog
gles dangling from my neck .... expectant, hope
ful, and with all buttons buttoned tight. I was 
going +o fly ... I ^igned tor a parachute and 
cushion, and they actually gave them to me. I 
thrilled as I picked it up by the nice shiney ring . . . 
Well, how was I to know that was the rip-cord7 No 
harm done anyway, just a little matter of three or 
four thousand square yards of white cloth piled in 
a miscellaneous fashion on the stage house floor. 
The guy that wraps them up in the canvas sacks 
has to earn his pay somehow, doesn't he?

My instructor greeted me with a grin (though 
now that I think about it. it was more of a laugh). 
After a brief lesson. I found myself able to clamber 
somehow into the cockpit and wind up facing the 
nose. Next came a lesson in use of safety belt, gos- 
ports, seat elevating handle . . . where did they 
get all these gadgets? Then my goggles went up 

. . . well, what if it was for only thirty minutes? 
They went up. didn't they?

Through the gosports [ heard something that 
sounded like, "crack your brakes, left throttle, and 
wobble your mag. , and do you knew, to this day 
I have never found that other throttle. I was on 
the ball though, and realized that the funny chap 
with the handle was opening the gas tank He was 
doing doggone well, too ... but the motor started 
before he got through, and he had to stop. Never
theless. he did have a sense of humor for as he 
rounded the wing he held up his fingers and made 
the V For Victory" sign. We signalled back and 
smiled. How that "V for Victory ' campaign does 
get around.

The plane began to roll, and I began to think 
flying was fun. Out on the field we stopped to see 
if the eng’ne was still running, and then there wax

a loua roar in front, and the ground moved past. 
Funny about that ground, it was kinda blurred Oh, 
well, the instructor must know his business, but . . . 
Gosh, we re leaving the ground.

Omigoodness, we're go.ng io crash! Oh. that 
was a medium turn, was it? Imagine. God help us 
if he does a big one. HEY! Watch out there; LOOK 
OUT! Whew, that was a close one. he turned just 
in time. Yes, sir, I saw that plane away off there 
on our left. Away off . is he kidding7 The guy 
nearly killed us.

Yes, sir. there is lots of drift today. Now what 
did he mean by that? I hadn't noticed anything 
He must be balmy; Who ever heard of snow in 
June. How do I like it, he asked. Somehow or an
other, I managed a smile and my head nodded 
frantically. Okay, so do a stall. HEY, where are we 
going? A needle or. a thingrjmigadget on the left 
started io move around, so I figured we were turn
ing, but golly-geee what a funny compass. For 
heavens sake, now what's he going io do? Oh, we're 
changing the angle of attack and losing flying 
speed. I ll bet that's what the stabalizer does. Angle 
of attack . . . . ? He must have been fooling, I 
didn't know we were mad at anyone.

What goes here? WAIT! Stop it; Do SOME
THING! We performed convulsions to get some 
more flying speed, he says? Tip if on its back and 
then dive two thousand feet . . . What a funny 
way to get flying speed! What did he do with it 
in the first place? Did I like it? Oh, sure. I smiled 
and nodded again, but was not quite so hearty 
about the whole thing

Where’s the field? Uh-oh, now we re lost .... 
I don't know either. What's that? He's going to 
set it down? We re approaching the left leg? Say. 
what IS he talking about? Anyhow, here comes 
the ground. WATCH OUT. it s sure getting close. 
Flap7 Flap what? Why we've landed . Now that 
was all right. Wc park with cockpits in line, huh? 
Undo the belt so I can get out7 But what in the 
duece is holding my head7 Heh, hch . . - . Yes, 
sir, I had bolter take off the gosports.

Why that was great, sir. I enjoyed every min
ute of it. Uh-oh. rearview mirror, you say. sir? 
Well . . . tell me, am I washed out?
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Many of the problems which arosea great many things.

VVJJ 

from our first attempts at 
flying have been solved 
. . . More problems will 
come up, but the basic 
fundamentals we have 
learned here will aid us in 
solving the problems of 
tomorrow.
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According to the laws of nature and a decree of God. every living thing on the face of the earth must have 
a heart. Certainly, no one could ever accuse a flying field of being dead an inanimate object; particularly one 
utilized by a Primary Flying School. Well, the field at the Coleman Flying School is no exception to the rule ... it 
does have a heart. That's right, the Control Tower, and the stage house beneath it. Every bit of life everywhere 
about the field is under its control And of course, every heart has its nerve centers . . . the fibers which con
trol the heart So does our Control Tower. In mentioning these fibers which control the heart of our field, we 
want to express our gratitude for their invaluable service while we have been here, and how proud we are of the real 
friendship that have been cultivated between us. They most certainly are two grand guys, two of the best dispatchers 
in the whole Army Air Force, "Charlie'' and "Sammy."

v v v
To round out our recollections of our ground school here, we are presenting the staff . . . Mr. James W. 

Dibrell, who was also a very capable engines instructor, was the Director of Ground School. Air Naviation was taught 
under the very excellent tutorage of Mr. Eugene W. Nelson, Mr. Logan D. Smith, and, of course, no one will ever for
get Mr. Robert C. Eckhart (the "Texas Ranger") and his artistic endeavors. The science of Meteorology was 
pounded into many thick skulls by Mr. Sam B. Householder and Mr. Raold A. Peterson . . . this was a "haze-y" sub
ject, but the job was done superbly. Theory of Flight and Airplane structures have been indelibly impressed upon our 
minds under the direction of Mr. John Wagner and Mr. Richard E. Hutchison, and Mr. John M. Jones, Mr. John L. 
Evers, and Mr. Dibrell have all labored hard to make us understand the many intricacies of Aircraft engines . . . For 
all this knowledge we are grateful, for we realize that it is but a stepping stone to the advanced training in basic, and 
that without it, we would be in bad shape.

Then too, an integral part of Ground School was lovely Jean McGregor. . . Her friendly smile and pleasant 
greeting has made many worried moments brighter. Thanks for the memory of that promise of Heaven in your eyes, 
Jeannie. We won't forget.

In the nine weeks we spent here, we have learned

Ground School Instructors: Left to Right: J. C. Dibrell, director of ground school; 
Eckhardt; Hutchinson; Householder; Jones

Why does an airplane fly? What isa Cumulus cloud? What is meant by a four- 
stroke cycle engine? What plane is this? What is a rhumb line? These questions meant very 
little to us when we first arrived at Coleman Flying School; but our ground school courses 
have taught us not only the answers, but why they are important to know. We thought 
that our main purpose at primary was to learn to fly . . . in that, we were right . . . 
but flying is not, we learned, all done in the cockpit of a PT. Ground school has done its 
part to fill the gap.

»U1CVW4S



grueling grind of exercises and contortions

evidently designed primarily to tear one's leg and stomach muscles
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thank Lt. Davis for his excellent "special" exercises. life at Coleman Flying School

could be
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completely out of the body, and dusty and swelter-
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have received. We are

would never live through them all.

of our
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thankful, in an

daily Physical Training Class as a

our health

all will admit it now, we all have profited by the rigid training we

No survey

We will be long in forgetting the "COACH", and his Randolph Shuffle-in- re-

IST LT. ALLAN DAVIS
Physical Training Director

Most of us will remember our
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indirect fashion,, for the many coordination exercises, which at the time
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verse . . . and for strong and solid stomach and leg muscles which have been unwillingly built up within us, we can

complete without a special reference to hours which have added to

. r
:: **‘-

i Tiir*
3

t’ 
t v / t
L. L ” , i-



V
*

MB
i (

"i

I

...

r ✓ 1

DRESS PARADE

W&U Point

FORMALDODO
BALLREST

EYES ON A POINT, 
MISTER!

four
see

,'hy,
in- r1L=

Zleuen Qentleme/t

' Ifl^

&*’idS

you can always 
r so away, cross 
.... "DRIVE 
my head back 
fifth ribs any- 

just starving .... 
sir? SIR, the three 
IR; NO. SIR; and I

z

left to right: J C. Teller; R W. Neilson, Jr.: B. R. Turner: D, J. Kitch: J. H. Linton: E. K. Porks. Jr.; Tonnis Boutamp; E. J. Fredericks: R C. Ball: K. L. 
Berry, Jr.; and L P. Bischoff. Jr.

There are
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9‘ARE YOU GAZING, 
MISTER ?"
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"the Hill." The sun was setting on a 
. B FLIGHT OF SQUADRON 9 took

./••• _' -A
really m ust'mention. \ -

When we first arr'iypd'iri' Texas, those of us from other/^tates, were told that the West wasn't 
wild anymore. It is startling how very misleading some information can be.

You see, it on. the- last~day of^May, and our-fast. day on
calm and peaceful Texas .... buFThe moon didn't "iise on one. . , . . ..... __
over, and ere that time carrier had the situation well out of hand. Veterans of Chateau Thierry and the 
Argonne Forrest say ’theft there was never a night like it in all the days of History.

One had to rap on the door with a pistol in his hand, and then were met with a bucket of water 
.... maybe two. Pillows flew, and so did men. Weak men fainted, and the strong turned pale. The 
Officer of the Day dug into a foxhole, and the Officer in Charge picked feathers out of his hair for 
a week. Windows rattled and the roof had to be tied down. B FLIGHT-REALLY HAD TAKEN OVER! 
You had no friends .... you didn't even have a bed . . .i. or a complete uniform., If you did, it was 
an accident and a purely temporary arrangement.

Finally, early in the morning, there were two men standing. It was time for the end. Number one 
let heave with a bucket of water, and number two let go with a water soaked pillow. They both scored 
and Old Sol rose serenely into a quiet June Sky, smiling as though nothing had happened, because 
the United States Army Air Force NOW had the situation well in hand...........and if ever you doubt
it, just ASK B FLIGHT!

.... I want my wings Sure, but at the rate I’m traveling, I'll 
have to grow a pair .... Two pink slips in a row; thirteen tours to 
walk: and a date with a bunch of sadists at 21 o'clock ... 21 o’
clock .... Wonder what time that is? ... .

However, it's really not so bad For instance, 
oat in peace .... sure; shove your plate a yard or 
your eyes, go into a half nelson, and eat like mad . 
THAT HEAD BACK, MISTER!" Sure, sure. I'll drive r 
.... I always feed myself through my fourth and I 
way. "ARE YOU GAZING. MISTER?" No. sir, j 
Oops, wrong answer .... The three answers. $ 
answers in the Army Air Force are . . . YES, Sil 
wish I had a defense job, sir ... .

Another nice thing is that pleasant stroll after dinner .... 
"HALT, MISTER!" Hold your hats, boys, here wo go again , . . 
Yes, I was gazing, sir ... . "AT WHAT, MISTER?" Why at yo 
horns, Sir, what th’ hell else? .... No. Sir, I can't drive over to st 
you tonight .... I have a date, sir ... . with whom, sir? . . , Why 
with several of your .... You say never mind, sir? Oh. Locker in
spection in the morning . . . Yes, sir, I shall bo most happy to see 
you tomorrow night, too .... Geo, but it’s wonderful to be so popu-

For the first time in history, cadets from West Point have joined the ranks of the Aviation 
Cadets. To us here at Coleman, have come eleven of their finest. We, their classmates, their flight 
buddies, and bunk mates, are provd-of our'association with them. To-these gentlemen, who have dis
tinguished themselves in our ranks by their own vir+ure much more than ’-by that prestige that fol
lowed them from our nation's military academy, we extend ous^Tfiendship and best wishes for their 
ultimate success in their chosen fines of endeavor,and in the"expression of these best-wishes we can 
only say three words which-in'turn-express best theaim and goal of us.alL.-^ , . KEEBk'EM FLYING.

..... ........A V V 
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also 55 other gentlemen that we

we first arr'iypdHri' Texas, th OS
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lar. That's something to look forward to . . . just 
the two of us ... . Me and the Spanish Inquisition 
.... "POP TO. MISTER!" Okay, so I pop io ... . 
’’HIT A BRACE. MISTER!" Okay. so I hit a brace 
.... Gosh, this is fun .... I'm doing just fine . . . 
popped three blood vessels already ... Oops, 
there goes another one .... HEY, whero's he go
ing? .... Remember me? Little Rollo right in the 
middle of his great big brace? .... Ah. here he 
comes .... My hero .... I missed you, dear. Fall 
oui? . . . Oh. sir,must I? Ah. a nice restful Atten
tion. You say I look tired, sir? .... Oh, no, sir 
.... I like to hit braces .... And I'm simply mad 
about castor oil ... I may rest, sir? . . , Rest? . . . 
Oh, Dodo Rest .... Swell .... Sit down firmly 
on nothing, cross your legs, hit a brace, and just 
take it easy. They are SO good io us.

And those tours .... When you start to walk 
a tour, the sun peels off io 20 feet above your 
head, and the time system goes all io pot . . The 
number of seconds in a minute jumps from 60 to 
400 plus . . . And the guy in front always turns out 
to be a flash fresh from a whilring dervish . . . Try 
to keep in step. huh. Bud? .... The look he gives 
me . . . You’d think I made a practice of beating 
up his invalid mother every night.

All kidding aside though, don’t you really like 
it? ... . Cadet Honor? .... Well .... yes, I like 
it ... . And I fell very confident, too .... I won
der how the chow is at Wichita Falls . .

*‘l
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"WHOA!"

"FLAPS? FLAPS?— 
BUT THEY'RE UP."

"OH, WALTZ ME AROUND AGAIN 
DE FEIS." "AT LAST, A SPECIAL PLANE FOR 
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say—never.

Saturday afternoon 
be ‘pink's and blouse- < 
on

cj>0^

night should stand out among the myriad others 
1 was "Dodo Nite .... with its b^nouet, 

upperclassmen.

a bril- 
a real or- 
bevy of

V
V

¥ 
t J

brings forth the cadet in his best. It may 
or simply a well-pressed uniform, but he is 

his way and raring to go. He is on OPEN POST!
Our first Open Post in Coleman was, to say the least, a sur

prise to us. When we invaded the fair little city, we fully expected 
to find just another "Army Town"—instead, Southern hospitality was 

really introduced to us. We were cordially greeted by the citizens of 
the town and surrounding countrysides, and welcomed into their homes. 

There is no "key" to Coleman .... nothing is ever locked. The town belles, 
its churches, shows, and people outdid themselves to make us feel at home. 

Some of our fondest memories are here. How soon will we forget the "ole 
swimmin' hole, picnics on the hillsides, mere chatting with the goodfolk, 

the pleasant hospitality of the many churches on Sunday and Reverend 
Jones, or even the sudden discovery that a simple picture show can be 

an exciting and pleasant adventure? I can
Of course, not all Open Posts 
were spent in Coleman . . . the 

spice of San Angelo is still fresh 
in many of our catalogs of 
memory; and particularly 
those of us unfortunate 

enough to find themselves 
with failing ground school 

grades or tours begging 
to be walked at Saturday 

noon, will remember the Sat
urday night dances right here 
the cost . . . the "Propeller 

Club, whose members graciously 
furnished many dancing part

ners . . . and the Recreation 
hall, pinch-hitting as a ball 
room.
If the Open Post fur of 
our gang were tc be 
completely coveied, 
it would take a vol

ume much larger 
than this, so let it 
be sufficient to 

say that we did 
definitely 
and affirma

tively answer 
that age-old Yankee 

question, "Does South
lipstick come off?" and 

—that we never did get that 
rest, we always planned for next 
weekend!

It is inevitable that one r’J 
spent here. That night for us, I think, 
its dance, and our recognition as ii

It was on Saturday evening, the twenty-seventh of June. We filed into 
vastly different mess, hall than that to which we had been accustomed. 
Tablecloths gleamed at us from the tables, and the rich, fragrant aroma of 
steak was in the air. The banquet was a glorious success . . beautifully pre
pared, and tastefully chosen, it was a pleasing initiation into the proud 
world of upperclassmen. After the dinner was over and the last plate 
scraped clean, we faced a battery of speakers that would have done 
proud the table of a king. We were bidding the class of 42-J adieu 
and Captain Crow's address started the ball to rolling. He was 
followed by his staff and Mr. Hammil. The addresses were all very 
appropriate, well worded, and, contrary to most banquet 
speeches, were greatly enjoyed by all ... . This page 
would, however, be bare without mention of the dry hu
mor of our very adequate Master of Ceremonies, Mister 
Grady F. Mathews, and Lt. Doyle, who kept us roaring 
at his tall tales. We still wonder what actually did 
happen to that bug ....

The dance in the recreation hall climaxed 
liant evening. As the first strains from 
chestra reached out into the night, a 
Beauties from the very heart of Texas entered

ern

evening as the Cadets escorted their fair 
damsels around the post.

Within the hall, a superb time was had 
by all ... . subdued lighting played over 
the rich Blue and White of the decora- 
tions. A soft glow illuminated a replica 
of the PT-I9-A, which hung in imaginary 
flight over the dancers. As one passed beneath 
the wings, he was conscious of the names of those 

who were searching for wings printed 
a neated on the bottom.

Finally, the last dances drew near.
As the strains of Home Sweet Home 

filled the air with a slight twing of 
melancholy, Class 42-J of Cole

man became a class of the 
past, and 42-K was 

. King.
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WASH OUT

—Alfred R. Petrucci.

r

and men

NEWSFOTO PUBLISHING CO., SAN ANGELO, TEXAS

y

V

V
VV u

V II

My flying days are over, 

My helmet’s put away, 

My wings are clipped close to my sides; 

My dreams haye- gone'astray.

No longer;'as the gull, can I "''x.,, 

Soar/and dive and fly, 

No lodger can I chase the clouds; 

Chained to the Earth am I.
V

Still clear are meb.faTvisioRS'- 

OLdfaj/mates—eager true;. 

They^fling their hearts into ■ 

And chase them through the blue; t 

Soaring, climbing, banking-^-'..y 

Graceful birdlike .things. 

How I envy-4hp.se who fly— 

I wish thahj had'wings.

And yet I know it's not for me; 

My niche I haven’t found. 

Perhaps it's written in the book 

That I stay on the ground: 

To "keep 'em flying"—planes 

Must be, the job for me, 

And ’cleep inside I burn wit! pride 

As wings spell Victory!
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