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DEDICATION

We sincerely dedicate this book to our instructors, through whose un-
faltering efforts scenes, such as the one pictured above, were made
possible. We wwill remember him when all the rest is forgotten.
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HEADQUARTERS
3305TH TRAINING SQUADRON (CONTRACT FLYING) A
MALDEN AIR BASE, MISSOURIL

15 May 1952
TO THE MEMBERS OF CLASS 52-H

The training you have received here at Malden Air Base was
calculated to equip you with the basic fundamentals of flying an
airplane.

As you proceed in your training, more and more will be de-
manded of you as you are introduced to more complicated, faster,
and more expensive equipment. I am confident that you will
properly apply yourselves to the job ahead and in so doing will
ably assist in our one common cause, that of defending our way
of life.

I extend to each of you my sincere¢ congratulations and

best wishes.




Standing, left to right: Lt. Roy I. Fromm, Lt. Harry T. Hedges, Lt. Jack
H. Williams, Capt. Sverre Knutsen, Lt. Paul Ricaud.

Sitting, left to right: Capt. William R. Cook, Maj. Clarence A. Powers,
Maj. Robert D. Cox, Capt. William L. Adden.

Not Pictured: Lt. Shirrel G. Martin.



HERE’S HOW

To begin at the beginning is a rather difficult thing. At first glance it appears that our
davs as Aviation Cadets began on the relatively murky 19th day of November, 1951. True
enough, as far as it goes, but there was a prelude which some might like immortalized in
printer’s ink as a sort of preface in their memory book of Cadet life.

Let us say then that our Cadet careers, for most of us at least, began at one of the great
basic training centers conducted by the Air Force; either Lackland or Sampson Although we
cannot give any kind of pictorial review of this phase of the life it is certain that we have not
seen fit to fnrrrer it. If the essence of enjoyment is anticipation, then the vast majority of 52-H
was mofe than ready to start enjoying Cadet life at Malden on that chilly November 19th. We
were a class which had, as a whole, been oblloed to “sweat out” our class 2 'lppomtments for from
five to ten months, some even longer. c~3t:_:1tmmad all over the country, usually as PFC’s, with-
out specialty or skill of any kind, the “OJT’s” were finally assembled at the nethermost corner
of southeast Missouri to begin the phase of training which this book, in it's inadequate length,
will attempt to retrace. A final salute then, to the ex-one, two, and three stripers. Was it worth
1t?

Among the many luxuries offered the traveler to Malden and vicinity is the railway service.
The train that approaches Malden from St. Louis is so scheduled that it inconveniences no one,
with the exception of those who are, perforce, riding it. If memory serves me right, it pulls
in about 1:30 A.M., as it did in the early morning of November 19th, exuding a large number
of bewildered young men in blue, fullv half of whom had neglected to wear the fashlonably
cut overcoat distributed by Air Force supp]v This was the first in a series of rather serious errors,
inasmuch as the mercury was squatting in the neighborhood of 89 degrees below zero. Transpor-
tation of a sort was summoned and, after a good nights sleep in well heated barracks, the show
was on.

First of all there was Pre-Flight. Toned down as much as possible the pretty general com-
ment, after the first day or so, seemed to be, “Who the hell thought of this?”. The white glove
inspections by teams of upperclassmen were especially scintillating. Takmg place anywhere
from three to five times a day, they seemed primarily concerned with 1ssuing completely con-
tradictory instructions which, when followed, were inevitably and enthusiastically damned by the
next inspection team. There were those of us who felt the loss of what had alwavs admittedly
been the essentials; such items as beer, for which coke was substituted, and women, for which
there is no substitute. It was during this period that the now famous team of Martin and Me-
theney received their first Group Board. Few, if any, suspected that from this small start they
would achieve the lasting fame which they now indisputably possess. Finally, through the
smoke and flames of the indoctrination period, Christmas managed to appear. The class barriers
were temporarily lowered and arrangements were made for transportation home for a ten day
Christmas leave. There was some loose talk about an “Operation Santa Claus”, whereby C-47’s
were going to fly us home for the holidays, but it pm\'ed to be another “Operation Rathole-
Sand In” instead, and the unlucky ones spent the Noel in St. Louis or thereabouts. As the
somewhat dazed members of 52-H emerged from their. trial by fire the only sentiment voiced,
which was at all fit to print, was one of suspicious gratitude for the tén day leave. We needed it.

Some of the noises with which fourth class was ushered in included “Clear to the Right”,
“Sir, 1 am famous for”, and other equally whimsical bit, but the noise which was noted most,
and was after all, the most mgmflcant was the roar of the engine of the T-6-G. Those of us
who had begun to despzur of even seeing an airplane of any kind at close pr()\lmltv, let alone
fly in one, were shown at last the purpose of our long wait. “The Yellow Peril” appeared, as we
walked suspiciously around it in our first visual check, as a squat, unmanagable, and altogether



unfriendly piece of airplane. Qur indoctrination ride, and the rank despair of ever learning to fly
which almost all felt at it's completion, will probably stand alone in the memory department
as the first of our many “what the hell am I doing here?” moments. When the jungle of “Yes
Sir's” finally began to thin, when the custom program had wreaked its toll of window washers
and Area Policemen and the incident of “Ottaway went thataway” had passed away it was
the sign of the end of fourth class. Indisputably it was the most formative, for better or for worse,
period in our training. The hard core of the graduating 52-H class was well on the way to
being formed; and a charming form it was, as we will see.

Perhaps the largest gap to be breached within the class system in the Aviation Cadet pro-
gram is that which exists between fourth and third class. That first formation which didn’t re-
quire our presence at first call was a noticeably pleasant one. Of course certain unhappy experi-
ences were bound to occur as a result of the release of fourth class pressures upon the nf:wly
arrived “Upperclassmen”. The first meal as third classmen found us anxious to assert our in-
dependence—so anxious in fact that some of us were ill-advised enough to direct our previous
third classmen how to dispose of their spare equipment-anatomically speaking. It wasn’t the
most diplomatic maneuver imaginable. Later of course, when it became understood that we were
still quite subordinate to our two upper classes, we were able to enjoy our few privileges without
unpossessed delusions of grandeur. Our ranks continued to thin as the Military, the wheel which
grinds slowly but very fme eliminated those of us unfortunate enough not to solo out within
a reasonable amount of time. The remainder drifted on toward the infamous Fifty Hour Check
and Second Class.

With the arrival of Second Class came a multitude of rather intangible things. Not only
were we another step closer to the day which which we celebrate by the issuance of this book,
but there was the widening amount of experience gained to be considered as well; both flying-
wise and otherwise. The signs were evident. We began to complain about ramp duty and carry-
ing chutes. We spent less Saturday nights in Pop’s and more in St. Louis and Cape Giraudeau.
We were less interested in giving customs and a lot more interested in getting ten minutes more
sleep before reveille. We met the dread monster, the Jabberwock of all pilots, the Link Trainer.
At least half the troops who were engaged when they got here in November were spectacular}y
unengaged by now. It was the period of the Great Whiskey Rebellion. Of all the inspections
we ever received, and we had several, this was probably the most stupendous. By way of an
aside it might be mentioned that this was the occasion of the historic publicity stunt of Martin
and Metheney. Such fame as they possessed after this accomplishment needs no description on
these limited pages; by those privileged to witness it, it will never be forgotten.

The fifty hour check came and faded away, taking considerably less toll than was expected.
Cross countries were endured, punctuated by the qound of homing tone buttons. An extremely
remarkable 5afet\' record continued to be prescued More and more frequent Form One errors
appeared. It was even suggested that the personnel in the Time Section might have something
to do with it. A man would get an arror on Thursday, go to the Time Section to have it ad-
justed, and appear with a date Saturday night. Nothing was proved of course, but the suspicion
was there. Time pressed us as First Class drew near, and it deve]oped into a race with the sched-
ule for graduation. At this writing the race is still undecided.

What is there to say of First Class? Like a roadside marker seen from a great distance
while driving, it is the goal for which we strive for a seemingly endless pcriod only to have it
flash by when we reach it. Instrument checks, Finals, finishing up the time in a race with a sched-
ule which has been, from the first, bogged down by w eflther and bad breaks, is the story of 52—
How's First Class life.

And now the remarkable experience which is Aviation Cadet Basic is over, Perhaps it is
ficting that from Malden Air Base, which, after all, was employed during its civilian existence
as a large scale chicken farm, should have emmitted so much of that commodity which, uni-
versally, has the word “chicken” as a prefix.
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It is generally understood that there are several, indeed many, ways of obtaining a com-
mission in the Air Force. Of course we may be somewhat biased, but we don’t agree
with that. As far as we are concerned there is only one way to get the coveted gold bars,
and that is to go through “The Program”. While we have no outstanding ax to grind with
any other officer training program we feel, quite naturally, that the acquiring of the dual
prize of bars and wings at the end of Aviation Cadet Training signifies a rather unique
achievement. The purpose of this book is to create a permanent half-way marker in the
struggle of 52-H to achieve this dual goal.

The military phase of our training is held, by our superiors, to be the prime mission of
the cadet program. The facts appear to bear this out. For a full month after our initial
date of arrival at Malden Air Base, the closest we got to an airplane was about 1100 feet.
They sometimes flew that low over us as we drilled, marched to classes and to a rather
unattractive variety of details in and around the Pre-Flight area. The Aviation Cadet Offi-
cer’s Training Manual, second only to the Bible in order of unbending truthfulness in the
program, contains at least one thousand itemized punishable offenses. There are others
which even the fertile imagination and wide experience of the compiling staff of this book
failed to touch upon. These are, of course, covered by various “catch-all” regulations
within other sections of the manual. Over and above this not inconsiderable raft of mil-
itary guideposts there was the period of training encompassed by Pre-Flight and Fourth
Class in which we were subject to the “Cadet Custom” portion of training. “Cadet Cus-
toms”, should the reader be uninformed on the subject, comprise that field of cadet mili-



tary life in which the new trainee is required to undergo the strictest of
observation to determine his “sharpness”, militarily speaking, and to cor-
rect any slight misconceptions he may have acquired. It is required, for
example, that a 100 word definition of discipline be intoned by the
fledgling at the request of any upper-classman. There are, to say the
least, several such oratorical feats expected, and demanded. Failure to
comply with these customs brought upon the head of the offender a
Custom Demerit, which required one hour of work to erase. We received
a multitude. It is into this somewhat dense forest that the uninitiated
must wander if he is to begin Aviation Cadets.

Customs, though, came and evaporated, leaving only minor casual-
ties. There was something else. Speaking in the language of the cross-
word puzzle, if an Aviation Cadet were asked for a three letter word
which signified embarrassment, discomfort, fright, misfortune, and dark
days, he would unfailingly reply, “Gig”. A man’s success, or lack of it, with
demerit, or “gig” system, determined in large part his military record.
By this scale was judged his personal appearance, his ability to maintain
living quarters in a military manner, his conduct, off and on duty hours,
and, in short, his power to live within the confines of “The Manual”.
To receive excessive demerits, which is to say more than 18 in one month,
was to become a member of the mournfully erect figures which described
a more or less perfect square about the circumference of the parade
ground. This circumference was known, for reasons obscure, as the
“Ramp”. It was walked for fifty minutes out of every hour, three hours
per Saturday and Sunday. For each excessive “gig”, one fifty minute
tour. While this discussion of “gigs” seems, perhaps, to be bordering on
verbosity, it should be remarked that in all fairness it was this ruler which measured our
military training and any discussion of that phase of our life which didn’t devote itself in
large part to this subject would be both inaccurate and uninformative. At the same time,
this type of picture of our military training might not seem, to many, sufficiently spectacu-
lar. The fact is that this sort of thing is, of its very nature, most unspectacular. In great part
it is a grind, and the ability to live within and comply with this grind constitutes the com-
patibility of the individual with what we call Military Training.

We have tried to give some kind of pictorial review of this phase of our career. It
would, of course, be impossible to place on vellum the feelings of the new cadet to the pro-
gram, but we have once again endeavored to provide the clues from which the reminiscent
ex-cadet might draw his recollections, pleasant and otherwise, of his stay here at Malden.
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LIST OF DELINQUENCIES

_———-_-—-‘-—-
Squadron {1111} Datc & MAY 195>
REPORTING
NAMB INITIALS QFFENSE OFFICER AWARD
Massingill M. Dienlaying improper Johnnie (Red |10 hrs. o
attitude, i.ee, flying 6 Label) Walker |needle,
hours to evade link. ball &
airspeed.
Allston N "' Causing unfavorable public | L1 DARW IV | Deprived
T oF
comment, ile.cey, loping down BAVAAA
Katiow
streets on all fours
Leonard \w. Harsh treatment of under- Undgrclaasmen Barred
classmen, i.2e, shoving from
into props. "Pop's"
¥ 2 wkse
L5 .- -
Cassity M Violation of AF Reg. 60-16, | Judge Shote [ Bastille
unsafe flying, i.e., terrify- 50 days
ing natives in Olds 88.
et |
Comer L4 Improper uniform, 1.2, -
Atartan'jacket and arg&lea
for SMI Capte Putman | 30 lashe:
Baxter Eévf- Unsuthorized Baggage in A/C Roberts Confis-
room during AMI, l.e., cation
blonde.
Duke G 9 Improper uniform, i.e., Lt. Hedges 5&5

failing to wear trousers to

revillee.




—————

LIST OF DELINQUENCIES

Squadron jfaadldd, Date j{ may 195 1.
REPORTING
NAME INITIALS QFFENSE OFFICER AWARD
Vick ;*'3’*»« Failure to observe proper A/C Wnittier 21,72,&3
channels in communiceting with
higher authority, i.e., per-
sonally wising Lt. Col. Nash
®Good Morning."
Hurley HU Improper official communice- | Lt Williems | 10 Hrs.
tion, ie.e., headed "Dear Jack". Pe Te
Indifferent to correction,
i.e., failing to kiss Tace
Officer's hand.
Millard AER® | Gambling, f. ee, waiting Lt. Hedges 10% Cut.
outside pay roam with loaded
dicee
Watson VJFTT‘ Defacing gvt. property, iee., Mro MéKelvey [Must take
attacking "991" with fire ax. instrument
& final
check in
"oo1t,
Jomer (31)° 1st Sgt. failing to keep bul- A/@ Allston |G« B.
letin board up to date, ie.e.,
failing to remove announcement
of impending inspection by
Commender-in-Chief, A. Lincoln.
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Outsiders, (i.e. anyone not a member or a graduate of the program) are largely of the
opinion that Aviation Cadets enjoy rather superior health, The entrance reqmrementb,
coupled with the regular hours and meals offered in our training make the opinion a
reasonable one. There is, however, a factor of which they are not aware. Bemg unaware
they couldn’t really be expected to know that every Cader no matter how robust in ap-
pearance, is surfermcr from an absolutely incurable disease. It is a disease as old as man
and utterly untouchable by any number of Miracle Drugs—it is the sickness called Flying.

No more pe(,uhar allment ever afflicted a man. Its symptoms are definite and unstopable.
It strikes the heart first-beating stops-whirring begms. X-Rays disclose, instead of the fa-
miliar Valentine shaped organ, a propellor. Then the victim is doomed. He looks at fields,
not as things of natural beauty, but as potential landing spots. The illness endows the sufferer
with a certain amount of hardiness which he would probably never be able to attain other-
wise. Once in its clutches he is able to withstand inconceivable amounts of irritation; able
to walk infinite miles of punishment tours on ramps; he finds it possible to be restricted to
quarters which he does not find comfortable in the first place, for week-end after week-end,
without giving vent to his feelings in the form of resigning. In short he voluntarily remains




in what is justly known as one of the most concentrated and toughest
tralmng programs in.the world for at least a year, because by so doing
he is able to fly. That is the primary reason, the only reason that he
does so. All of the other very admirable advantages could, and have
been acquired elsewhere. All but this.
So if you are interested in our book and
in us, read this section carefully. We fly
and we're damned proud of it.

These men that you see pictured with
us here are our instructors. They have
¢he Disease of old. ‘Associations such as
we have had with them are rare — and like so many rare things,
exceedingly fine. There is little enough doubt that nowhere else in
the field of military training could one find as fascinating a place as
the ready room on a rainy day, prowded of course they are in the
e i reminiscent mood. The fabulous stories which they drew from their
ocean of experience made the all-too- frequent unflyable days almost
welcome. You name it, they’ve flown it. Fighters, Bombers, Airliners, -
Reconnaisance, Trainers or Cargo. Wheels, Skis, Pontoons, everything
but roller skates for landing gear. Tales of combat, of bad weather,
of high humor and deep tragedy became almost commonplace —
commonplace perhaps, but never tiring. For those bearing the Flying
virus in their veins, no such tales could ever be dull.

These men introduced us to our first flying love, thg T-6-G. We
_ will possibly fly bigger, sleeker,
£ ~ faster and smoother aircraft, but
there will always be plenty of room
in our hearts for the snub-nosed,
squat old Six. Our feelings toward
her will perhaps explain to the un-
knowing something about this fly-
ing fever of ours. In many jobs,

civilian and military, when the individual is forced to virtually eat, sleep
and dream about his par- ticular mechanism of livelihood, he develops a deep-
seated dislike for it. We were forced to become acquainted with the “Yellow
Peril” as we had never known any other mechanism. We flew it, studied it,
talked about it, did everything but sleep with it-and we love the fat old
buffalo. We love her be- cause she mught us how to fly. We fought her, cursed

her, and certainly slammed her down dozens of times on many a strip of concrete, but
one day, and that day was different for each of us, we became one with her. It was a long
awaited copulation, and when it was consummated it was posmblv the most successful affair
we had ever attempted. If you are a girl, reading your fiancee’s class book, take a look at a

picture of her. She may not seem like much but you may be
/4/7 Al sure that she was an extremely successful rival for the past
— »_ seven months-occupying more of our thoughts than any other
(M = single thing. Any other.
"‘"--‘_\\\\ 4——-— This book is really, in very large part, each Cadet’s per-
sonal story of “The T-6 and I”. This sec-
i ‘Pr tion, then, will, in future years, be dwelt

upon more longingly than any other. Our

experiences with the Six have been the
life’s blood of our life here. They have been serious, funny, sometimes
frightening, but will always hereinout be cherished. We couldn’t begin
to picture all of it in these few pages, but we hope we have furnished
the cues to your memory w hich will enable you to enjoy in recollection
the colorful affair with the T-6-G. She was quite a Mistress.




MR. McKELVEY

Flight Commander
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Assistant Flight Commander
MR. DIXON

Class Commander

MR. SPEIDEL

Assistant Flight Commander
MR. AVERETT
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MR. HEYER

Instructor

2d LT. RAASCH, RF.
Chicago, Il

A/C CHANEY, R.E.
Wichita, Kan.

2d LT. DICKEY, W.W.
Brookville, Pa.

A/C CUTRIGHT, P.
Wooster, Ohio

MR. TRUM

Instructor

A/C SCHAFER, D.W.
Manila, Philippine Is.

2d LT. CROMPTON, R.
Portsmouth, N.H.

A/C ROBERTS, V.W.
Pensacola, Fla.

2d LT. SCHMITT, R.E.
Anaheim, Calif.

MR. JOHNSON
Instructor

2d LT. WRIGHT, H.E.
Fort Madison, Iowa

2d LT. CASEYX, I
Everton, Mo.

A/C WHITTIER, L.
Marblehead, Mass.



MR. FRICKLETON
Instructor

A/C NIXON, L.C.
Potomac, 11l

A/C PAUL, GF.

Spnkﬂnc, Wash.

A/C MeRAY, CE.
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A/C METHENY, D.C.
Altoona, Pa.
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Instructor
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San Francisco, Calif.
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Instructor
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A/C MARTIN, K.L.
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MR. YOUNG
Instructor

A/C VAN HOUDT, A.
Herentals, Belgium

A/C WIZORECK, T.E.
Houston, Tex.

A/C ANDERSON, R.C.
St. Paul, Minn.

MR. FREDERICK

Instructor

A/C BRADLEY, ]F.
Tulsa, Okla.

2d LT. DUNN, CR.
Norwalk, Calif.

Ist LT. JOHNSON, J.
Cherryvale, Kan.




MR. KELSEY
Instructor

A/C GRANVIKEN, A.
Oslo, Norway

A/C HARVILLE, L.E.
Galesburg, T

2d LT. GARBARINI, P.F. JR.
Memphis, Tenn.

MR. MOORE
Instructor

A/C KINNEY, F.].
Denver, Colo.

A/C ANDRE, R.].
Sanvic, France

A/C MILHIET, R.J.

Moulineaux, France

MR. LEAHY
Instructor

A/C NAGEL, ].H.
St. John, Wash.

A/C JANNIOT, P.M.
Tougerolles, France
A/C LEMM, K.U.
Hillsboro, N.D.

2d LT. GORES, V.D.
Fargo, N.D.




MR. MATUSIEWICZ
Instructor -

2d LT. LAMB, M.
Cedar Rapids, Iowa

A/C LEFEBVRE

France

A/C LONON, E.H.
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MR. HURST
Instructor

A/C HART, W.L.
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A/C COON, AK.
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A/C FLUERY, G.C.
Loiret, France

A/C VAN HOUDT, A.
Herentals, Belgium

MR. NEELY

Instructor

A/C NABORS, R.G.
Glencoe, Ala.

2d LT. HORTON, P.G.
Lincoln, Nebr.

A/C HOUCK, W.].
Ypsilanti, Mich.




MR. DOOLEY,
Instructor

A/C ANDERSON, C.W,,
Moline, I11.

A/C VICK, RL.,

Bailey, N.C.

2d LT. STEGER, ].G.,
St. Paul, Minn.

MR. SMITH,
Instructor

A/C RIPPY, B.G,,
LaPorte, Ind.

A/C WHITE, A.P.,
Minneapolis, Minn.
A/C CARD, CP.,
Minneapolis, Minn.

MR. HIGHT,

Instructor

LT. CHRISTENSEN, GRANT
Vernal, Utah

A/C COLLINS, MARTIN T.
Alameda, Calif.

A/C COMER, JOHN M.

San Francisco, Calif,

A/C NORRIS, LLOYD R.
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Instructor

A/C MOODY, DONALD J.
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Paris, France

A/C FEREY, HENRY

Paris, France
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Instructor
A/C VAN DUREN, CHARLES E.A.
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LT. CORBBITT, G.
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A/C FISHER, WARREN P.
San Francisco, Calif.
| A/C SCHWEITZER, DONALD T.
Washington, PG




MR. BRIGHT,

Instructor

LT. RANSOM, J.

LT. BROWN, R.S.
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A/C BROCKIE, ARTHUR H.
Englewood, N.J.

LT. CAMPBELL, CHARLES R.
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Instructor

LT. WEST, KEITH W.
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Paris, France
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A/C BACIGALUPI, A.

San Francisco, Cal.
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Instructor
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A/C HURLEY, JOHN ]J.
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Instructor
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A/C LEONARD, CHARLES F.
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CADEMICS

“There are all kinds of schools.” The origin of this statement is unknown to us, but
somebody must have said it. It certainly applies to the institution located to the immediate
rear of the barracks area in whose ivyless walls we persued the goddess of truth of aero-
nautics and related subjects. Hypoxia, sleeping pills, concerts, and Scotch whiskey all have
their place in rendering the pilot unconscious —but many of us feel that the Academics De-
partment at Malden Air Base made them all seem like child’s play.

It would be pleasant, at least dignified, to approach this section with the seriousness
and sobriety with which we viewed the military aspect of our training. Unfortunately, or
fortunately, depending upon one’s point of view, this is next to impossible. Endless hours
spent in classrooms which were alternately either too hot or too cold have, perhaps, jaded
our view of the situation. We became acquainted with Aircraft Engineering, Principles of
Flight, Navigation, Radio, Code, Weather, and Instruments. Of course, some of these were
merely nodding acquaintances, but they were acquaintances all the same. Yard upon yard of
training film was dutifully unwound before our gaze. The intricacies of the E-6-B “Confuser”
were painstakingly explained. We became convinced, if of nothing else, of the fact that
the “Confuser” is the biggest, and most effective short cut since t_he Panama Canal. We be-
came intimate with that boon to modern education, the multiple-choice examination. Un-
doubtedly it is more work to figure out a way to beat one than it is to simply study the
material and mark down the correct answers. Nevertheless, with the exception of the afore-
mentioned bits of information, it is generally accepted that the sum total of the knowledge
gained did not begin to compensate for the lack of sleep necessarily accrued in gaining it.

Let us not be accused of being too harsh, however. Doubtless, great feats of mental and
physical discipline were accomplished during those long hours. Picture, for example, the
young cadet, fresh from the long hours of sleep he wisely piled up over a weekend, enter-



ing the classroom on a Monday morning. His step firm, his hand
steady, he strides into the classroom and settles himself among his
many notes. The instructor enters the room, it is called to attention,
and the cadet leaps to his feet, casting the notes onto the floor.
Resuming his seat he tilts the chair back, hooks his arm onto some-
thing to steady his balance, and fixes his eyes on a spot on the wall
behind and to the left of the instructor. As the lecture begins, a
sort of curtain begins to slip over the mind of the young man with
the blue shoulder boards. Here is where the mental discipline enters
the picture. In civilian life this young man would almost certainly
fall, at once, into a sound sleep. Does he do so now? He does not!
Instead he continues to fix his vision on the spot on the wall, and
allows his mind to run over events of the previous weekend. If
this was happening on a Friday instead of a Monday there would
be only one change in this process. He would allow his mind to run
over the plans for the forthcoming weekend instead. Through
such a situation many good things are accomplished. First, the in-
structor is not offended because he probably thinks the student is
listening to him; second, and equally important, the cadet is able to
improve his weekend, past or present, by deep thought concerning
its events, past or anticipated. Many grave errors can thus be avoided.
Indeed, much good was accomplished in our Academics Department.
Like our other phases of training there is much to be recalled
and enjoyed in our classroom time. For each of us the humor and
variety of those recollections differ. Few of us will easily forget
our scintillating course in Flight Instruments, but some possibly feel that other of our
courses were even more informative. At any rate, it is with a heavy heart that we bid farewell
to our hours of “Book Larnin’”. We'll probably never see anything like it again.
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Sometimes the program will seem like too much
for you.

Second supervised solo.

Non-union labor



the pool for a quick dip.

No news 1s good news.

A typical Malden Air Base winter.

And I won’t be back!!



Impartial observers.

A/C’s relaxing in their room.

Fireman! Save my child.

Cross countries require extensive preparation.

There’s a job for you
In Air Force blue.
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30th combat mission.

What? LINK again!

QO’toole with accessories.

Culture hour.

All refuse disposed in suitable containers. Pass in review.



And here I was, at 3000 feet—

Cadet Club.

Say now, fellows.

Welcome home Leif Erickson.
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