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| watched your progress, thru long months of training
Right in there pitching—and never feigning

And I'll watch for the day—That Day—of realization
When they'll pin on those wings, at your graduation.

And when your plane passes by, as | scan the sky
Perchance—good Lad—ijust for my joy

Dip a wing, once or twice—that alone will suffice
The salute I've been a'waitin'—from my Boy.

And when you're out there a'hunting, where everything goe

i To get the Hitlers and Tojos—and the rest of the Bozos
A THRU THE YEARS I'll be right there with you—holding your hand
\ (Ralgh P. Levye) To press the Kind of Buttons—that will keep our Country—
a free Land.
| watched you grow up, from a tot—good 'n sound GOD BLESS YOU

To a scrappy, fine youngster, as could ever be found
And thru all those years, such events come to mind
That give folks the happiness, they always seek to find.

The first graduation, when you appeared in the play

To us,—you were outstanding, the star of the day

And maybe a day, will again—soon appear

When you'll star for Uncle Sam, in his Drama—of the year.

Then off to College, to be on your own

‘Twas my first watch for letters, to cheer up our home
Letters then, were frequent—the mailman dropped those in
For your letters to-day, Son—we watch and wait, for him.

The few years rolled by, with the wink of an eye

| watched your progress—thru all of them

Up to the day, that came along, with greetings—to join the
throng

For Uncle Sam and his Air Force—with the best of men.

| watched you leave, with banners a'flyin’
\\__ ‘Twas tough—but, | smiled—though inside, | was a'cryin'
For | felt mighty proud, that the job | couldn't do
Could be filled, for my Country, by a fine youngster—like
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Lt. Colonel James F. Reed is our director of training.
Such a job must be held by a man that knows just what a
cadet goes through during nis training. Colonel Reed does
know, and has two silver wings to prove it. One, as a pilot;
the other, as a bombardier.

Born in Pine Grove Mills, Pennsylvania, Colonel Reed
attended Penn. State College, where he received his B.S.
degree. On October 5, 1938 he enlisted in the Air Corps,
as a pilot, and won his wings at Kelly Field on August 26,
1939. Since that time he has been to many a flying field,
always associated as guiding hand for the hard struggling
cadets. He came to Big Spring in 1942 and went through
the bombardiering course, while serving as director of
flying. He now holds the distinctive position of Director of

Training.

We thank you, Colonel Reed, for your understanding
of our program, your eagerness to help and your ever en-

couraging spirit.

It is a pleasure to present Major G. W. Schultz. As
the commandant of cadets he has the position of making our
stay at Big Spring either a pleasant one, or, well . . . it
needn't even be said, because he has made it a pleasant
one. Many things can be pointed out that could fully show
his interest for the happy existance of the cadets here. The
beautiful Cadet Club is one glowing example, the im-
provement of the food is another, and many more could be
explained, but it is not only the material advantages he has
given us, but he has also been a spirited guidance through-
out the course, and for that, we thank him.

The Major was born in Oshkosh, Wisconsin. After high
school, and two years at the U. S. Military Academy, he
entered Oshkcsh Stats Teachers College and then the
University of Wisconsin. It was there, at the University,
that he won his commission in 1935. Major Schultz then took
up a job with General Eleciric Company, then came the
war, and later the rank of major.

Thank you, Majer Schultz for understanding and
helping us become good officers and good bombardiers.




CAPTAIN WILLIAM W. BENHAM

Adjutant

LT. E. E. BAKER, JR.,
Tactical

LT. M. E. HOERGER,

Tactical
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Here's a motley crew

>an YOU tie a tie,
aptain?"

Yes, you'd look good with
with captain's bars

olly Jake .. .
Granted, Okay"

"You ought to be in
pictures"

AN IDEAL BOMB LOAD
L ) i’ \ :
U8

“Ever been stung by a
WASP?"

A MAN—A CAR
For a picture, they'll smile A DOG







Class Fistony

Lt. James Rotunda came to us while we were in our first
month here, and from his opening speech, to his last fare-
well he probably meant more to the boys of 44-6 than any-
one else on the field. The job of a Tactical officer isn't the
most pleasant one, and many times unpleasant things had
to be done, but Lt. Rotunda had a way about him that he
could put across his ideas, and still not hurt anyone directly.
A form of psychology was in his every act. He meant to
make good officers, and he did.

Schenectady, New York was his birthplace and home,
and the place he received his education. Physical Training
had caught his eye, and it was doing this type of work that
gave him this power to coordinate fellows into a smoothly
operated unit. Came the war and he meant to carry out his
abilities. From O.C.S. in Miami, Florida. Lt. Rotunda went
to SAACC, and then to Big Spring, to be our Tac officer,
leader, and friend.

The boys of 44-6 have all praise for him, and are all
thankful that they had the pleasure of his guidance.
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Arthur O. Brenner
6205 Hoffman
St. Louis, Missouri
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Leonard F. Davidson
975 Parkwood Drive
Cleveland, Ohio
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Kenneth F. Fagan
18 College Avenue

Frederick, Maryland ’





































































































































