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@ FREEDOM OF RELIGION
® FREEDOM OF SPEECH
@® FREEDOM FROM WANT Wide Weorkd Phota
@® FREEDOM FROM FEAR

INFORMAL SHOT OF DRAMATIC MEETING, WASHINGTON,
D. C.—President Franklin D. Roosevelt and Brtish Prime Minister Winston
Churchill with high ranking naval officers ar their conference aboard the
British Battleship H. M. S. Prince of Wales, recently, The officers in back
are, Admiral E. J. King (left), Commander of the U. 5. Atlantic fleet,
and Admiral Harold D. Stark, Chicf of UL 5. Maval operations. This photo

was released by the UL S. Government.

To the fulfillment of the way of life for which these principles stand, we dedicate this issue
of Preflight. To us, the staff of Preflight, it seems highly appropriate to do so, for it is to the
achievement of a future based upon the Four Freedoms that each of the individuals who comprise
the Class of 43-1 is himself dedicared

We see but dimly the outlines of this future, yet we are sure that the world of the Four
Freedoms is the airman’s world. For each of us, the Four Freedoms carries a promise that is real,

that is vital and personal. We are going to see to it that that promise lives.

In all humility, therefore; yet strong and confident, we dedicate this issue of Preflight and
through it the Class of 43-] to the realization of the Four Freedoms.
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To casual readers of Preflight. a misconception of
Cadets’ ideas, dreams, hopes, aspirations and ideals may
conceivably be construed. That “misconception”, if
any is gained, should be dispelled. For the purpose of
Preflight is not to gaze in longing retrospect at days
gone by, but ro chronicle what has transpired as we
ready ourselves for the far greater rasks and missions

that loom ahead.

Ours is a mission of the future, and we Cadets are
that future. We are now engaged in a world-wide
struggle for the future of man—a future proclaimed
in outline form by the Atlantic Charter. Bur it is
not for us to idly wartch while others construct our
wurid-—rr_rmnrtnw’s Wﬂr!d lW'Il[[ bf‘ [rul}" Dur Wﬂffd. EU[.
it is for us to say irrevocably now, while such things
should be said, that, "We too have ideas as to how

this war and the peace to follow should be won.”

As on December seventh, we can still confidently
state that this war will be won, Of course there will
be bloodshed, privations, heartaches and tears, but the
final outcome has never been doubted in our minds.
However, one doubt does continually plague us: Will
the peace be worthy of the sacrifices, some supreme,
that have already been made?

We say, as citizens of the "better” world to come,
that we do not think that talking, planning and dream-
ing of a future free from fear, want, and with freedom
of religion and speech assured is out of the realm of
possibility. 'We, who hope to send our charges across
Ehe hﬂavﬂns.'. bﬁliﬂvﬁ‘ thﬂ.t frEEdﬂm U'E: tI'IE‘ ﬂir ﬂnd SEas
is an unguestionable right of nations, whether large or
small. We would like to see a grand Union of Na-
tions where future differences will be mediated by pen
instead of sertled by sword. We do not like to think
of, or plan to have a world filled with prejudices that

still cling—prejudices against race, color and creed. We
earnestly believe that the nexr century will not be known
as the "American Century” or any other country's.
century, bur that it will cruly be the “Century of the
Common Man:” A century where the rights of man
will again prevail instead of the subjugation of those
rights.

Qur earnest hope is that those who chart the future
at the conference tables will lay the foundation for a
freer, happier and more enlightened world. For to a
large extent, we have been children of confusion: with
depressions and wars our primary concern. We do not
happily contemplate the thought that our children and
our children’s children will share the same fate. And
vet, we do not look upon our immediate past with mis-
givings, but rather welcome the part we have been called
upon to play in these history making days.

To leave the succeeding generations a world far
better than the one that greeted us is our mission. That
world will be better, have no fear, but only after the
fullest exertions on our part. It may be “globalbaloney,”
“wishful thinking,” “idealism,” or whatever deriders
choose to call it, but to us it presents a challenge that
must be met and will be met.

As James B. Reston, youthful foreign correspondent,
said in his book, Prelude to Victory, "We must see a
vision of where we are going and why we are fighting,
and we must fight for that thing with everything,
absolutely everything we have.” We will leave a world
where the dignity of man is insured by the “Four Free-
doms,” so that when the last word has been written in
the final chapter of our life’s flight, we can flash back
to those who follow, "Mission Accomplished.”

A /C Everett E. Dodd.
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When we pulled the tags off our "G.L" uniforms at
the classification center we felt we were soldiers. We
were in khaki, weren’t we? The waiting period was
ended; we were part of the army. Then came Maxwell
Field and we found ourselves surrounded by upper-
classmen who found fault with wcr;r “click” of our
'Ej."ﬂ bﬂ.".!, Wﬂ were a fa.r cry fl'ﬂm thf mldifr& W had

PiCIUl'Ed EUFSJEE"-"ES to IJE

The moment we stepped off the train ar Maxwell
Field, we met the class system face to face. Qur ex-
Cadet Commander was curtly instructed to "fall into
line, Mister.” He was just another underclassman now.
We were all underclassmen—a title that hardly describes
a station in life . . . we were ugly ducklings among
th.'e swans. D’ul’ Ehmlid.ﬂrs EIU]IIPBCL our eyes rU\"E‘d-,.
and even though we practically simonized our shoes nine
times a day, they never shined brightly enough.

Jﬁ.l.ﬂd we mﬂ.fdlfd, WE‘ mﬂ.rched to Chﬂw, we mﬂrfhed
to classes, we marched to lectures, and we doubletimed
to ﬂnd fl'ﬂm ﬂalisthfniﬁ. .Aftl:.'l' End]ﬂsﬁ- hﬂur& on tI'lc

. we pushed hard bur it always came down,

drill field, a certain snap came to our squadron. When

we massed for our first parade, a surge of pride flowed
through every man. Each was determined to do his
part in making his squadron the best on the field.

As underclassmen we could only tell whar we had
eaten by taking an inventory of the spots on our ties.
We ate with our backs straight, our stomachs touching
the table, and were haunted by the fear that we would
lose the use of our left hands because they rested in
our laps so much of the time.

Rack 'Em Back

Shortly after his arrival, each underclassman finds
that he has attracted some "upper” as his personal in-
structor. Each "zombie”, as he is affectionarely known
to his "uppers”, has one special and about five hundred
part time instructors. And every morning at reveille the
special instructor gently quizzes his “boy” on the state
of his shoe shine, shave, bed, garters and fingernails.
These and several million additional items must all be
in perfect order before reveille. Whar we couldn’t un-
dtrstﬂ.nd was hDW dan uPPE’rCIﬂ.ESﬂ'\ﬂn never fﬂ.l.r].E‘d to ﬂ.&I‘:
about the one thing we had neglected . . . how he could
spot the movement of an eyeball at fifty paces .. . or
how he knew a "gig flap™ wasn’t buttoned on our over-

it's a long long trail,




Jump Mister . . . Jumpl!

coat . . . but he always knew. As a “zombie” the
daylight hours were as endless as the criticisms of our
marching and general conduct, and the nights were as
short as the letters we wrote home.

It took a few weeks, bur our spines finally uncreased
and stayed straight—even on Open Post nights when
the upperclass was out, we ate at ease. We no longer
hﬂd thﬂt “ﬂ.ftf[' ChDW ﬂchﬂ“ ﬂnd our eyes Stﬂ}fﬂ'd an a
point even when a plane drummed overhead. It was no
longer impossible to get out of our athletic clothes, take
a shower, shine shoes, and meet drill formations, com-
plete with “gig flaps” buttoned . . . in five minutes.
WE hﬂ.& '.FﬂnTlE& a set DE ann}l' hﬂbits s« « &« WE Cﬁuld dl]
the difficule right away and the impossible in a lictle
while,

The NEW Uppen‘fa:s

The great day came . . .
classmen!

Soon we were clamoring for "zombies” of our own.
When they did arrive we couldn’t believe thar anyone
Eﬂuld hE a5 Ear "fo tI'lB ]Ja“.’ as :hf!r' were. ThE}?
couldn’t pop to attention and they were forever gazing

we were officially upper-

around. We found that educating an underclassman
was almost as hard a task as being an underclassman.
We'd never admit it to them, but gradually our “boys”
began looking and acting like soldiers and we were
proud.

Come and Get [t

MNext to sleeping, the Aviation Cadet's favorite pas-

time is eating. At Maxwell Field he does it in grand

style—not sumptuous repasts of rich, extravagant food,
but plenty of good wholesome things that build stamina
and muscles. The food is of the finest quality and
prepared in an appetizing manner . . . slightly southern
in style. There seems to be an endless variety and left-
OVErs are Scarce. T]'“: Prﬂ'ﬂf uf the‘ pudl‘.‘[i.ng, we o are

told, lies in the eating. At Maxwell Field’s Cadet Mess
it's prodigious.

Vectors and Velocities

The introduction to Pre-Flight academics was not as
terrifying as we had expected.

TEIE‘ inar:uctnrs 113.\"1’.‘ a way Df pul:ri:ng a C].ﬂ.’s& al edse
the first day and frightening them into concentrated
study for work sheets and examinations afterward.
Mathematics, maps and charts. aircraft recognirion.
ground forces, war department publications, and sigral
communications were strange words to us at first, but
the Army Air Forces has devised a system of instruction
that makes them understandable to all. Each instructor
has his own method of keeping men awake and inter-
ested. In an incredibly short time the fog lifts and the
course is completed. Code, however, goes on forever.
Cﬂdﬂ l:I.'IECkS come and Eﬂdﬁ‘ CI'IE‘&S gﬂ |J1.1t WE never IUSE
the tenseness that comes with the sound of the long dash
that starts the check.




EYES ragur./

When we became upperclassmen we had a one day
breather and then plunged into an abyss called Physics.
It was a long, tough and often incomprehensive pull,
but we struggled through. Most of us had been inter-
ested in the Army Air Forces for many years and felt
that we knew a lot about it. The day we had our first
lecture on Air Forces we were “zombies” once again.
We had to buckle down and learn what made the
AAF. click. Chemical Warfare Defense was upon us
and gone before we realized it, but after a few sniffs
of real gas in the field demonstration we had real reason
to respect it and be on guard. Naval Forces was a
subject most of us had never expected to encounter at
an Army Pre-Flight school. Again, in the typical army
manner, a strange and foreign subject was taught in such
a way that the least nautical man in the class could
identify the main ships of all nations.

There is definite purpose behind each and every sub-
ject studied . . . even the one hour orientation courses.
That purpose can be described in the one word:
“tactical.” There is nothing we study at Pre-Flight
that will not be called into use later in flying training
and iﬂ Hctual Cﬂmba[ ﬂpfra:iﬂns. T]].E Cﬂdft WhD S].EEPE

in class, we are told, is going to be mighty sorry some
day. Thar is, he'll be sorry for a few seconds. Dead

men ﬂ.rﬂﬂ‘t 50rTYy.
Aid and Comfort

Pre-Flight builds men in many ways. This training
we have gone through has been difficult because we
have had to change so many of our ways of living. When-
ever a man changes his way of life he comes in contact
with many new problems. Being alone, away from
family and old friends, makes these problems difficult
to solve. There is, however, a group of men who are
on the cadet’s side—the Chaplains. They are not only
willing but anxious to listen and help solve these prob-
lems. In most cases, after a talk with the Chaplain,
the problem resolves itself into a case of faith and
courage. Here is where the chaplain can be of great
help.  After ralking with him you find yourself
ready to go on . . . ready to face this new life with the
needed essentials, faith and Fope.

Grunt and Groan

Mentioning the words "calisthenics” to anyone who
has gone t]lruugh Prvaligh! training hrings back mem-
ories of sweat and aching muscles. The first day out
was a killer. We found our instructors to be experts
at wringing the last ounce of effort from every man.
All instructors become known sooner or later as " Jack,
the Cadet killer,” but they gain the unconditional respect
of every man because they do each exercise and take

B1E MEVEILLE



.« finally a certain snap came to our squadron,

GROAN AND MDAN @ HAVEN'T
FINISHED A CIGARET ALL DAY

every step in a run . . . and count cadence, too. As
we complete our Pre-Flight training, we have that sense
of physical well being that comes from a strong body.
We know that physically we are ready for anything we
may encounter during our flying career. Long afrer
the war is won, we'll remember the weight of the dumb-
bells and the Burma Road. They will linger with the
other memories.

Sick, Lame and Lazy

Most of the class of 43-1 became acquainted with the
medical facilities of Maxwell soon afrer their arrival.
We had bad weather and many of us came here with
colds. We foud that the Air Force provides superb medi-
cal care for Cadets. The health of the Cadet determines
all his other activities. Pre-Flight training demands a
man in the best physical condition and for this reason
sick Cadets are not only urged to go to Sick Call,
but are forced to see the doctor if they attempt to pull
a Superman.

Naturally, there will always be a certain percentage
of those on sick call who indulge in the old army custom
of gold bricking. The expert examining physician spots
them easily and makes sure there are no recurrences.
Every morning the call to "keep 'em healthy” rings out
in every room; it’s the famous cry: "Sick, lame and lazy,
fall out for sick call.”




.« . but plenty of good wholesome things . . .

Cadets have little to say about dental work. Soon
after arrival every "new” Aviation Cadet is examined
at the Dental Clinic. He is then placed in one of four
classifications: urgent work needed, routine fillings, re-
placements needed, or no work required.

The percentage of Cadets who need care is very high
for the simple reason that on the first check everything,
including pits and fissures, is checked just to make sure
that every possible defect is caught and corrected.

There is no putting off a visit to the dentist here ar
Maxwell Field. When a Cadet's name appears on the
appointment list, with a date and time affixed, you can
rest assured that that Cader will be there . . . right on
the minute. This remarkable promptness can be ateri-
buted mainly to the fact that minutes late mean a group
board and tours for the offending Cadet.

And So Goodbye

It was a long, rugged experience and now that we
are moving on to new fields—flying fields—we can feel
that we have accomplished something. Our bodies
are in shape; our minds are trained to think quickly and
somewhere back in the brain cells is a quantity of firmly
embedded knowledge, ready to be called upon. Tt wasn't
S0 bﬂd aftfl' aII.

A /C Charles Tennant.
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There comes a time m the life of every cader when
he wishes to be alone. He wants time to plan out a busy
schedule, for a change. You see, life at Pre-Flight
School is very quiet; nothing ever happens here. Al
those stories you hear about getting up at five ayem
and being continually on the go until lights out at nine
thirty every day except Sunday. Bosh! Why all those
stories are just designed to scare Jack Jap and Herr
Heel. We don't really do things like that.

Just the other day Jim Schnopvritzy and 1 were
sitting in the Rec Hall sipping mint juleps and de-
bating whether to spend the afternoon at a leisurely
round of golf or discuss the philosophikal signifigunts

of the current literary masterpicce, Joe Palooka, Jim

and I were egerly awaiting St. Pat’s day (our own
private holiday) and like I say we were discussing.

[ said Jim, for a whole week now we have done noth-
ing but come over here and sip mint juleps and I think
somthing should be done right away. Jim peruzed his
glass with a deep philosophikal look and said I agree
with you and I'll do it. Shall T order another one for
vou? I said Jim you don't get the idea, | mean we
should do somthing about the war and as Americans
it is our duty to do somthing construckive, Jim said
you mean we have to go to work (Jim always was
quick). No, I mean yes, but first we must plan a cam-
paign. Jim looked highly relieved. He liked to plan cam-

paigns. We had been planning campaigns of one sort



or another for two weeks and it was a highly stimulating
mental proceedure. (Jim and I were both the mental
type) Jim, I said, war is a serious business. Jim settled
back comfortably like he always does when I make a
speech.  He closes bis cyes and breaches real deep
a'most as if he were asleep but he says he can better
analize my remarks when hes like this.

Its about time we made ourselves felt in the present
cenflick, I continued. There is absolutely no reason
why we should not devise a strategy to lick the axis.
Jiie said unhih. Jica, T said, why doi’
we go on a training schedule like our
chum Vopoponatz did before he foughe
Killer Kelly and got a bum desizion in
the fourth round. Why don't we get up
carly in the morning and right after
chow go out for a five mile run, do
some calousjumpics, then when we get
back from that we could drill for an
hour or so (Jim grunted). 1 continued,
then we could go to chow and afrer chat
we could go to school for the rest of the
afternoon and maybe even get in an-
cehee il piiud’ beboce: Sow agils

Jim opened his right eye like he does when hes think-
ing heavy and said, whats your other idea.

Jim, 1 said, do you remember when Joe Palooka went
over to France and all the trouble he had with them

Mazis. Jim said he did. Well do you think Joe couldva

done all that unless he took a lot of exersize and things
like that first? Jim said he guessed he didn’t. So Jim,
I said, it follows logickally that if we are going to devise
a strategy we got to do what Joe did.

Jim opened both eyes. [ could see he was going to
make a speech. Joe Palooka is strickly the physical type,
Jim said. What he ackomplishes with brute strength we
could do more by using our intelleck.

You mean Joe Palooka hasent gor an intelleck?

I didn’t say that, Jim said, you know very well that I
think very highly of Joe but its just that
the two of us working, uh planning to-
gether could devise a strategy better
that just using brute strength.

Jim Schnopvritzy, | said, somtimes
you fill me with a feeling of disgust and
besides 1 am ashamed of you. The
only reason why I come over here with
vou every day is because I think you
have keen mental fakulties and I find
vour conversashun intelleckually stim-
ulating. And now when I suggest that
we build ourselves up so that we can
make our presence felt in the present
conflick you are too lazy to cooperate.

Jim said he was sorry and just then the chow bell
rang so I said we would resume our discussion later.

We pur our coats on and went out.

A C William R. O'Neill.



—FPhote by Press Association, Tne
ALLIED WARTIME CHIEFS—War leaders of three nations sit on a sunny lawn at Casablanca, Frech Mo-
rocco, for an historic conference on the conduct of the war. Left to tight: General Henri Honore Giraud, High

Commissioner of French MNorth Africa; President Roosevelt, Gen. Charles de Gaul, leader of the Fighting French;
and Prime Minister Churchill of England.
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—Photo by Preas Association, Ine.

FRENCH PLANE OUT, SPITFIRE ZOOMS IN—Members of an American ground crew turn from their ex-
amination of the wreckage of a burnt-out French fighter (Left foreground) to watch a Royal Air Force Spit-fire
fighter zoom in for a landing at La Senia, one of the principal airports caprured near Oran, Morocco.

—Photo by Press Assoclation, Ine.

HEADING EAST TO SURPRISE "JERRY"—Roaring high above the clouds along the Mediterranean, a
U 5. Flying Fortress heads east on a surprise raid on El Auina, Axis airfield near Tunis. The raid was timed to

catch "Jerry” just at the time transports were arriving and leaving the airport with reinforcements for Sicily. Eighty
planes were reported blasted or burned.
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bunch that's in the back of their minds. Most Cadets

Their shoes are shined, their buttons are buttoned and
th'Ell' ;HCE‘S 4are Eﬂ.gfl" Thf}r ffEI gﬂﬂd. YDU can see i.T
building up inside them. rising like bubbles in their
chests—that Saturday night feeling—that Open Post
feeling. It's an expansive, sociable sensation, because
the social life of the Cadet truly begins functioning on
Open Post night.

Saturday might shines brightly in the folk-lore of
America. In pre-war days it was fun night, dare mighe . . .
the night that made the week. In the Army, in the Caders
they call it Open Post, but it's still the same old Satur-
day night. And when the thousand odd Cadets board
taxis each week-end and head for downtown Mont.

gomery, it's dancing and a date and getting up a

are still civilians who happen to be wearing army clothes

.. and they are young civilians at that. The Saturday
night tradition is a real and vivid part of their lives.
Good wholesome fun . . . the ice cream parlor, double
feature, park bench routine . . . is the prescription for
filling that Open Post void.

It is strictly an individual problem as to how each
cadet will utilize his open post. It is entirely his free
time. He is as free in town as if he were once again home
with his family and friends. It is interesting to note the
many entertainments available and how they are utilized.

The clubs; the better dinner spots; the theatres; the

chueches; all these Montgomery has to offer and the




Cadets make full use of them. A normal routine would
be for a group of cadets to hit the taxis as soon as open
post period begins and upon arrival downrown determine
their room for the night. Afrer this is taken care of the
normal procedure is a dinner—a real dinner complete
from soup toi finger bowls and served in Southern style.
Gl food accomplishes the purpose—it is nourishing and
appetizing but it is strictly a military formation. This
dinner in rown does a rremendous job in relaxing the
cadet for a pleasant semi-civilian week-end in town.

Afrer dinner, the night being young, the next forma-
tion could be one of several, Tr might be a movie, it might
be dancing at one of the several clubs or a lucky cader
might spend the evening at one of the homes in town
being entertained in surroundings similar to those of his
own home.

Whatever the schedule, Sunday morning inevitably

rolls around. Iniriating the day for the majority is church
services. Montgomery well fulfills the needs of the va-
rious faiths and a large representation of caders can be
found ar these churches. Cadets as well as the other
men under arms appreciate and utilize to a great extent
their religion.

Afrer church a letsurely (limited of course by one cup
of coffee) breakfast . . . the evening before is fully dis-
cussed and the plan of the day is formulated. Depend-
ing on the weather the day might be spent indoors ar the
theatre, the clubs or just sitting around—if it is an invit-
ing day (and we have been fortunate in that respect)
Montgomery offers an interesting picture of the South
to the casual sightseer.

An organization which meets the needs of the week

end and answers them perfectly is in vigorous existence.

The focal point of this double-barrelled substitute for a
normal environment is the date bureau, is piquant, is pe-
tite, is gaminesque, is Geargette Johnson; the extensions
are the Cadet and Standard Clubs. Miss Johnson pro-
vides the girls; the Cader and Standard Clubs, the milieu.

The Date Bureau was originated in the Special
Service offices in April, 1942 at the instigation of

Colonel Guenther, then Commanding Officer of the
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Pre-Flight School. He felt that some means of intro-
ducing Cadets to suitable Montgomery girls was needed
and Miss Johnson was called in.  She speedily assembled
a file of seven hundred and fifty names, addresses, phone
numbers and such other pertinent informartion as height,
coloring, hobbies, ete. Also present on each card is a cryp-
tographic symbol, decodable only by Miss Johnson, indi-
cating the personality, dancing and entertainment abil-
ities of each girl. A combination of the Kraft-Ebing
and Gallup systems is used in arriving at the final resulr.

The file has grown in the past ten months and now
lists over one thousand names, illustrating the fact that
Montgomery's feminine element is solidly behind the
Date Bureau.  It's the old word of mouth, grapevine,
back fence system operating again. Suzie Mae sits home
one Saturday night and hears all about what a “simply
marvelous rime” her girl friend had with a Cadet sup-
plied by the Date Bureau, whereupon she leaps to the
telephone and informs her old friend Georgette—Miss
Johnson knows cveryone in Montgomery—that she is
ready to do her part in sustaining army morale, inci-
dentally supplying two character references in the pro-

Cess.

On the other side of the Date Bureau stands the
lonely Aviation Cadet with a dateless Open Post con-
fronting him like the bottomless pit.  When he sidles
abashedly inte the bureau—some of them assume a
nonchalant swagger, which adds up to the same answer—
he runs into a rapid fire chit chat, a veritable verbal
barrage, to say nothing of a few friendly insults; and
before he knows i, he's talking quite easily about his
home, whar he likes in a girl, the food, cadet life and
what's wrong with the army. All this has a definite
purpose. During the course of the conversation, Miss
Johnson pretends like she has a van dvke and spectacles
and that a precious vase with one exotic orchid drooping
therefrom, stands on her desk. In brief, she does an
informal personality study of each Cadet. When she
is finished, she has a sizeable idea of what he's like and
whar it will take in the way of a date to satisfy him.
Four marriages resulting from Date Bureau introdue-
tions in the past nine months, point to pretty good
matching.

I the Cadet’s possession when he walks out—this
time in his narural manner—is a name, a phone number

and a pretty good idea of what the girl is like. From




there, he's on his own. If he doesn’t like the way she
5ays “HEHG” over tl‘lf tﬂlfphﬂne, h’E‘ can Prﬂ‘teﬂd iT was
a wrong number and return to the bureau for another
try. The point is that nothing is arranged officially, and
the "date” doesn't have that G. 1. efficiency banner.
The Cadets like the system. Ten per cent of them
utilize the date bureau and that ten per cent has by far
the best time in town, when on Open Post. They have
a gﬂﬂd E‘“ﬂugh fimE o Pfﬂl“P[ [hfm o recurn V{'IELJ.“TH".I}"
and describe the fun, which by the way is not of the

ice cream social variety, You can find relaxation at either

the Cadet or Standard Club and the music isn't too

bad.

The Cadet Club is a low ceilinged, cleverly illuminated
series of rooms which are a fitting resemblance to the
better clubs in the cadets’ home towns. It succeeds in
the illusion, It's chaperoned by a hostess and a couple
of Caders who are members of the Cader Social Com-
mittee,

The Standard Club, which is attached to a golf course

located on the outskirts of town, is more in the South-

ern style. It's a big country club, complete with grand
ballroom terraces, game room and beaurifully land-
scaped. It is available to cadets over week-ends. Berween
the twao, the pruh]z:m of "where to gu" is well answered,

There isn't any reason for the Aviation Cadet return-
ing to camp with his week-end not well occupied. Only
one thing is necessary to make the picrure complete and
that is the termination of the war. That's all!

A GROUP EFFORT.
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There are many sides to the story. The complete picture of our pre-flight period presents in
veality a montage or collection of smaller pictures which go to make up the whole. Perhaps in the
final summation there are things which have been deleted in favor of apparently more important
items. Each man at Maxwell could set down on paper what his stay here has done ro him and for
him and no two papers would entirely coincide. This is probably the fundamental that has allowed ‘
our country to progress in such a marked and rapid manner: the fundamental of personal freedom
expressed as freedom of speech and religion, free from want and fear. Our dedication to The Four
Freedoms is most logical in the light of world affairs. The Four Freedoms is a formula derived
from the individual to be applied to the world in general. Tt can be said to the cadets at Maxwell
that since the pattern for the world is derived from the best formula for the individual, that each
and every man has a personal part to play (other than physical endeavor) in shaping the world to
come. His is a personal part, namely the shaping of himself, unhindered by intellectual regimenta-

tion, so that the future can be planned from the siccess he attains with himself. This is surely a
noble cause.

ASC William R, O'Neill,
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.« . ancient and honorable— ’

the custom of racking back.







The cadet who first ar-
rives at Maxwell is at once
mindful of the fact that he
is a member of a civilian
army—an army W]TGSE com-
position includes young men
from all states and every

walk of life; young men,

with the innermost workings
of our lives ar Maxwell, it
was he who righted the in-
justices and kept our course
in Cadetship moving in a
emooth line.

However, much of the ac-

tual adminiscration of Cadet

cognizant of the dangers

Corps Staff . . . they stood and reviewed,

activities was done through

confronting the country,
who have enlisted in that branch of the service where
they feel their talents will be best urilized. This is true
of every branch of our expanding Army Air Forces is no
exception,
Credit te Major Bane

To change us into soldiers was a rransmogrification
that surprised and pleased even the most cynical. Feor
this transformraion, much credit must be paid 1o Ma-
jor Mark C. Bane, Commandant of Cadets in the
Pre-Flight School.

Major Bane, a product of Fishburne and V.M.L,

headed the Cadet Corps in title and fact. Concerned

the Corps Staff and lower

echeloned staffs: Wing, Group and Squadron. It was
the "bigwigs”—Corps Staff—who stood in the reviewing
stands on the last day and watched us parade our finest.
But, they were mere minute mites when all was not well
in the Cadet routine, and commissioned administrative
Officers deemed it necessary to give a verbal lacing.
Theirs, though, had its compensatiors, for ultimately
the anger vented upon them by superiors expended
itself in full fury on some distant underclassmen. (Cadet
parlance called it "passing the buck”,) it is, therefore,
perhaps with the lowly underclass and cadet private that

administration should begin.



The closest administrative unit to the Private and
"Zombie” was the Squadron. It was to the Tactical
Officers and Squadron Commander that he locked
for daily schedules, paydays, "open post” passes and
the myriad of things that affected his everyday life.
Gigs, laundry lists, and announcements all came from
the Squadron Orderly Room and found their way to
the bulletin board. The lowest echelon of Cadet ad-
ministration is the Squadron. It can be truthfully
stated that it was in the Squadron where poor, good,
or excellent Corps were planned, developed and pre-
sented to the critical gazes of the higher ups.

Squadron Commanders were for the most part the
same as you and . Most of them had received lictle
or no military training before; except the variety taught

in land grant culleges—R.D.T.l:. Their success de-

.. Corps Staff. First wing.
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pended upon cooperation obtained from us, and our
moments of freedom and relaxation—open post and
Rec privileges—in turn were dependent upon results of
that cooperation. Poor results invariably led to confine-
ment dealt out by our Tactical Officers, the men who
occupied the most unenviable positions in the Cader ad-
ministration,
"Tac” Officers Jobs Thankless

They are the ones who were "really swell guys” when
they gave us an extra Rec night or saw us over some
seemingly unsurmountable barrier. And yet, when we
failed them and disciplinary acrion followed; ours was
the selfish reaction of being exploited. It was only afrer
we began to look retrospectively at our fare did we
realize that to a large extent they were right even

though we did disagree. For our Tactical Officers,




like ourselves, came from the same civilian lives that
we enjoyed and are just as anxious to gee this war over

with and return home as you and I. Theirs was a

thankless job, but they did it well.

Immediately above the Squadrons were the Groups,
numbering ten in all. Makeup of the Groups was
similar to the Squadron, namely: A Commander, Supply
Sergeant, and Adjutant. One officer common to Squad-
rons and not contained in the Group Staff was the
First Sergeant—the man who suffered more mental
anguish than all the others.

Organization of the Wing Staffs coincided with that
of the Group Staffs as did the Corps Staff headed by
Cadet Captain E. L. Simanek, Chicago, Ill. The "eyes
and ears” of the Corps Commandant was W. N.
Sellars, Ripley, Tenn., officially titled Corps Adjutant.
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The third member of the august trio was B. E. Davis,
Richmond, Va., who was Corps Supply Officer.
Seven-striper Simanek was able to bring to the Corps’
Mo. One post his experience at the USMA.—West
Point, while tall good-looking Supply Officer Davis,
son of a retired Army Colonel, prepared for the Air

Forces at the University of Delaware. Sellars came

into the Caderts via the Selective Service, and had raught
school in Florida prior to his joining the Army.

To them and all Corps Officers and Tactical Offi-
cers we owe a great deal. Our training was strenuous
but we benefited; we learned o walk a bit straigheer,
to pride ourselves in personal appearance, to take orders
and carry them our. It might have seemed boring ar

nmes, hI.IT th.ll was 'h'l'lit they were thl!'ﬂ:" I'-Bl'.. t]'m* s|aw

their duty and did it well. A/C E. E. Dodd.

Corps Staff . . . second wing,
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HENRY L. OLSON:

In all the sagas of war there are few stories more in-
spring than those written by the hands and in the blood
of men who, in World War 1I, entered the service of
some of the United Nations before war struck this
country. For deeply ingrained reasons, whether out of
idealism or the love of adventure, they chose to fight
in some other country in hopes thar bombs would never
drop on their homeland.

And fight they did. They fought with the Canadian
Royal Air Force, and with the R.AF. in the Battle of
London. They worked aboard the tramp steamers—
that became the lifeline of the United Nations—they
Fﬂugh: with the Free French, and in China they wrorte
their names in indelible ink for chroniclers of history to
record. It is to these men and all men of the Cadets
who have seen foreign service of any variety that the
following story is dedicated. It is just one of the
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.« . the generalissimo recognized his gallantry.

thousands that can be written, and perhaps only after
the war will all of them be told.

Aviation Cadet Henry L. Olson, 43-], is a veteran
in more than one connotation of that word. For Cadet
Olson is not only a veteran of over six years in the
United States Army, but is also a veteran of some of
the most devasrating bombings that this war has pro-
duced. As a member of the American Volunteer Group
in China, machine-gun strafings, retreats, bombings and
heroic deeds were every-day events in his life.

And Olson, true to his stolid Norwegian forbearers
in Minnesota, conducted himself gallantly in every one
of the four major actions in which he was a participant.
On July fourth, the day the "Flying Tigers” reentered
the U. S. Air Forces, Generalissimo Chiang Kai Shek
personally presented him with the Airman’s Medal of the
Chinese Air Force, This was in recognition of the



heroism of Olson and two other ground crew members
who had rescued an injured AVG from behind the
enemy lines.

The pilot, R. R. Brouk, since killed on a routine flight
in this country, had been shot down Southeast of Man-
dalay. In a perilous three-day journey Olson and two
comrades sneaked more than two hundred miles behind
the Jap lines to rescue the wounded flier. The journey
was successfully completed after many harrowing ex-
periences, including a strafing from Jap Zeros. Return-
ing to Lashio, they placed Brouk in the hands of the
Medical Department., Brouk was then sent to Kunming
where he fully recovered from his wounds.

QOlson entered the Army in July, 1936—his first en-
listment was in the Infantry. Reenlisting in 1939, Ol-
son transferred from the Infantry to the Air Corps. It
was in May, 1941, that Olson asked for and found ad-

venture.

Joined AVG in May, 194]

For on May twenty-fourth Staff Sergeant Olson,
plane and engine mechanic, was approached by a repre-
sentative seeking volunteers who would go to China to
assist that heroic people in their unequal fight against
enormous odds. Ramifications as a result of joining
such a force were tremendous—perhaps only after the
war will they be fully revealed—but Olson and twenty-
eight others accepted and left for China.

It wasn't until June that he and his compatriots left
for Rangoon, Burma, travelling with forged pass-
ports—Olson was described as a factory worker.”
On their arrival in Singapore they received their
first pay check. Olson, a fan of the Brooklyn
Dodgers, was intensely interested in the outcome of the
hot pennant fight then being fought in the Narional
League. Acting only as a Dodger fan would act, he
cabled his mother in Beltrami, Minn., to see how his
“beloved bums™ were faring.

Cricket minded officials, uninformed on baseball and
unaware of Olson's rabid interest, immediately sus-
picioned the message. Arrest by the American Consul
resulted. Afrer a thorough investigation that in-
cluded checking of Olson's glossary of baseball terms
with a Sports Editer in the Philippines, the Americans
were finally released.

On arrival in Rangoon, the contingent journeyed to
Toungoo where they established their first training base.
Here the Tigers trained religiously until December when
they were called in by the British to help protect the
vital base at Rangoon.

Blasted by Japs

December twenty-third saw the beginning of the ter-
rific bombings Olsen was to experience. On that day
the Japs dropped sixty-three out of sixty-five tons of

bombs on the Mingaladoon Air Field. They returned
again on the twenty-fifth to give it the second heaviest
concentrated bombing of the war—Coventry is consid-
ered first. In one-half hour over one hundred planes
drﬂpped [wo hundrﬂd tons Df bﬂmbs on tl]f [icld.

Olson's coolness under fire was illustrated on the raid
of the twenty-third when he stood by a gasoline truck
and shot the complete raid with an eight millimeter Cine
Kodak. Shrapnel cut the handle of the tripod and
riddled the truck, but he stood by and took pictures thar
he later sold to Twentieth Century Fox and the March
of Time.

On December twenty-eighth Olson’s Squadron—the
Third Pursuit Squadron—was relieved by the First Pur-
suit Squadron. He and his outfit left immediately for
Kunming in Yunaan Province for rest, planes, and spare
parts.

Completely reorganized, Olson’s unit returned to the
"Bartle of Burma” where they were assigned to the
Magwe sector. The incomparable Tigers, in their battle-
scarred P-40's, took a heavy toll of the Nips, but found
themselves wiped our by a terrific raid in March. On
this particular raid the Japs blasted into uselessness over
fifty planes belonging to the AVG and British. Retreat
was the order of the day, and retrear they did to Loiwing.

Olson after many more thrilling adventures with death
finally returned to Kunming where he rejoined the
LI.S.A.AF, and applied for Aviation Cadet training.

A C Everert E. Dodd.




As each new underclassman takes his place in the cader
ranks ar Maxwell, a new prnl"llm'n arises—a persnnnel

problem of no minute proportions. For to each and
every cadet, there is a transitional period dating from
his entry as a cadet to the time he is fully orientated to
a new way of life. Thar rtransition is never fully
realized, but to help cadets, who want to be helped,
there is ample assistance.

That such assistance be available is an absolute essen-
tial, not only to create morale but to destroy previously
acquired habits and ideas that might be a retardent in
developing the mental attitude required of the present-
day soldier and cadet. For each cadet who enters PRE-
FLIGHT school finds he is no longer looked upon as

an individual in the strictest sense of the word.

Contrary to trite remarks, he is not a "number”,
He is an individual among individuals who are here to
be molded into a compesite super-individual. He is
treated as an individual not only on the parade ground,
but also when he is off duty. It is during the cadets’
off-duty hours that one of the best met problems of
army personnel administration is illustrated.

The incoming cadet misses his former moments of
freedom and relaxation, and it falls to the Special Ser-
vices to help him forget his immediate past and establish
him firmly in his new environment, There are many
ways in which this man-sized task is accomplished, but
perhaps the most outstanding is that done by the Cadet
Social Club Fund. For it is to this fund, financed by the

CRdEtS ThE‘It‘IF-Eh-'I‘ﬁ, []L“IT iT'IlI_'i_'ﬂ‘!\il'I-E l'.;'ll:j{'[."- owe a vore HF




thanks for the precious hours of complete relaxation they
have enjoyed at the Recreational Hall, free movies and
other activities.

An oft-heard plaint is, “T pay for everything I ger at
the Rec Hall, just what do they do with those dollar-a-
month deductions from my pay?”

Well, those free movies that are announced over the
P..ﬁ. S}’sl‘em fﬂr E&E!‘I EIESS are not fca”y I'-['EE. Sﬂmcﬁﬂc
pays for them and that someone
—the Social Club Fund. They
are just one of the forms of
diversion provided by that com-
plained of dollar.

The beauty of the Social Club
is that it provides a way for over
80 per cent of each dollar to be
expended for social acrivities. The
average organization that raises
money to disseminate In services
uses about fifty per cent of the
funds secured to run the organiza-
tion; Special Services Offices uses
eighteen cents from each dollar
for overhead, upkeep and re-
serves. Of course, they need no elaborate mechanism
for raising money—the Finance Officer sees to that in
what might be called an automartic manner. Still,
eighteen per cent is low, and the important corallary is
that eighty-two cents, or over 80 per cent, is spent on
actual tangible amusements for the cadet.

(It might be explained here at this point, that the
books of the Social Club are open to the inspection of
any cadet. In fact, Captain Parker, Special Services
Officer in charge of the Fund, would like to extend an
invitation to the Corps to come in and see for themselves
what happens to their dollars).

The largest slice of the dollar goes to the graduartion
dance, thirty cents of it. Included in that thirty cents
is the fee of the name band playing, invitations, catering,
waiters, decorations, refreshments and other items, It's

the big social event of the Pre-Flight Cader and it
naturally comes in for the lion's share.

Fifteen cents of the dollar goes for what might be
aptly called the "Open Post” share. This fifteen cents
tEkES care ﬂ{: l'h'E rent I.']‘:F II'IE Cﬂdc[ Club a.rl.d mhcr
Cluhrﬂﬂmﬁ Whﬂn UEE‘d; mfrﬂs]]mﬂntﬂ.. flnwerﬁ1 ﬂrﬂhﬂstrﬂ
and other expenses incidental to the week-end tea dances.

And then comes the item that is for the most part
beneficial to the upper class, This
is the ten cents that finds its way
into the printer's pocket and re-

sults in thar free copy of Pre-
flight for each upperclassman,

Twenty-two cents, seven of
Whic[‘l BOES (s ] thE‘ fadft ﬂrd‘lﬂstra.!..
is allocared for direct use by the
lower class. Numerous items are
Hinanced by this fund; namely,
a0 Undlﬂrflaﬁﬁ dﬂnﬁf, WO D‘pﬂl’l
house sessions, free movies and
free ice cream. The last five
cents from each dollar is utilized
to pay the salaries of the four
hostesses. It's a well spent five
cents, as any cadet who has had visitors coming with no
hotel rooms in sight will testify. Included is the Ree-
recation hostess who runs the Date Bureau.

In final tabulation it looks as if the upperclass got
the larger share. Actually, it runs abour sixey-forty.
For when you stop to consider, the Recreation Hall and
the equipment therein exists for the most part for utiliza-
tion by the underclass. So it doesn’t seem illogical thar
our first deduction of eighteen cents should be added
to their share.

So there you have it. Your dollar and how it was
spent. Y ou mighe call it the elzstic dollar for it cerrainly
EI.TEEEI]ES Eﬂ.r Enﬂugh.

After the first night of Rec Hall privileges had been
announced over the P.A. System the Cadet was strictly
on his own as to whether he had a rollicking good time
or was just content to sit by and watch others cavort
merrily around.

Feminine allure for the tea dances was provided in
abundant quantities by the Date Bureau, and any in-
trepid soul who had no fear of flailing arms and elbows
interspersed with an occasional boot from an over en
thusiastic “jitterbug” found that he had no trouble
obtaining dances. In fact, the main problem wasn't in
getting dances, but to keep them. Curting was rife, and
woe unto those who were in possession of the better
dancers. A fleeting glimpse, a hurried introduction and
a "Pardon, may I cut?”

Confirmed stags could find more than a few things
to make their time spent at the Rec Hall enjoyable.
First, and this was shared by all alike—the phone desk



where the non-participant called either his home or the
one he was remaining faithful to; in some instances it
was to see whether it was a bov or gir| and “"How much
did it weigh?”

Ping-pong tables, skill games, and a number of pool
tables dotted the pla}-' room, and for the more studious
there was the reading room with such material as For-
tune, Newsweek, Aero Digest, Look and other literature
that seemed far distant during our crowded weeks. For
those who didn’t care to read there was Esquire. All in
all our Rec Hall was a hell of a nice place to go, and a
show place to display to our intimates who came to spend
a few precious hours with us.

Next to the Rec Hall in popularity were the theatres.
It was there we raced madly after close call to quarters—

for to the fleet went the seats. Some of the shows were
good, some very good and others just soso. But
we found that our critical instincts were largely
curbed by the curves of a Turner or the sultry appear-
ance of La Marr.

For those cadets who had physiques and the energy
that bred a yearn for exercise there were the bowling
alleys. To some this form of entertainment was ques-
tionable, especially after an hour in the blazing sun
with dumbbells on the calisthenics field. And then, there
were those musically minded cadets who took the bus-
mﬂnjs hﬂlidﬂ}' End F].ﬂ}-"ﬁl:[ in []'lf [adft dﬂl“:'e Uffhfstl’ﬂs.

It is to these orchestras that we are indebted for the
fine music we enjoyed at the various cadet dances we
attended. To name some of the men who comprised
these bands and to tell what name bands they had played
with before their Cader days would make the leader of
the hottest swing band in the country wince.

All of this and more too was what we of 43-1 enjoyed
in our stay at Maxwell. A lot of us were spoiled and
a 1itt[f }’ﬂung WI]EH Wg Came E'lETE‘. HU dﬂuh[ same D'F
us were afflicted with acute cases of nostalgia during
those hectic “zombie” days bur all of thar was seemingly
anticipated with results altogether pleasant for us. We
3.].50 fEEI [hat not a Sma" amount ﬂ'l: Ehﬂngﬂ i.'ﬂ PEESDHH.I
attitude has taken place. We learned that there was
someane besides our selfish selves to consider. We have
mﬂde new friends,. and are now mﬂd}’ to LT'j.’ thE‘ nexet
hurdle in the obstacle race to "wings”. So it's "So long,
Preflight! Hello Primary!"”

A/C R. L. May.
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