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?amﬁam " Oath

T the gnesence of Almighty God. 7
do solemnly cwear and affinm, that 9 wdll
accepl the grecious tuest glaced in me by my
Commanden in (Uhief. the President of the
United States of rémenica. by whose dinec
tonw T have beew chosen fon Bombandier
Training.

7 pledge mgsely to !wc and act ac
conding to the (Code of Fomon of the Boms
ardiens of the réumy rén Forces. 7 aolemn
by auwean that T will keep inuislate the cec
m,a,f MMWWM
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DIRECTOR
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“apt. E. A. Frederickson



Capt. G. C. Wilson
Gp. | Commander

Capt. L. K. Bowen
Director of Ground School
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‘Catholic

CART. THOM McDONALD CAPT. FRANK 6. WEBE, JR. '

TLOLY ROLY  ROLY

CHAPLAIN A. N. TROY
Jewish




SQUADRON SENIOR INSTRUCTOR

& ~ CAPT. E. K. STEINBACHER

Flt. Leader — LT. W. W. FRAZIER Fit. Leader — LT. M. W. HO
LT. J. E. BOWEN LT. R. W. ANDERSON
LT. J. J. BARIENTOS . LT. G.BERBARY
LT. E. E. BELANGER o LT. W. J. CORBETT
LT. R. M. CLAUSEN 5 LT. W. F. DELANEY
LT. E. R. JONES A _ LT.R.D. ELDREDGE
F/O R. J. McLAREN s
LT. F. A. MARTUCCI : ! LT. T. J. PRETTY
LT. R. J. RASMUSSEN LT. H. R. SONNENFELD
F/O R. C. RIHA o F/O W. A. THOMPSON
LT. L. C. SITTS “ALer LT. T. O. THOMPSON
LT. W. D. KREITZ LT. E. L. TODD
LT. SUROUY LT. R. R. WOOD
LT. B. K. EAVES LT. T. D. WILLIAMS

LT. R. A. SIMMONS
LT. D. M. BUSSIERE

LT. H. SELNICK
LT. F. W. GERARD
LT. C. E. COMBS
LT. LEWIS

LT. MOORE
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LT. J. C. MORRIS
LT. R. E. JOHNSON
LT. J. HIGGINS
LT. R. L. COACHMAN
LT. D. M. CROWNOVER
LT. J. O. BRAY
. LT. E F. RANVAL

LT. G. R. GRAFFY
~ F/O H. C. KOHLER

. F/OJ.J.COLE

LT. L. W. SMITH

- LT. R. E. GARRETT

Commanding Officer — CAPT. W. G. DORCH
Operations Officer — LT. 6. C. WILEY

Acting Operations Officer — CAPT. A. A. CORREIA
Ass't Operations Officer — LT. J. W. KING
Compliance Officer — LT. J. N. BEARD




Lt. Edward F. Walsh

—Our "Tac" Officer the ﬁ'rﬂ‘-’f

four months of our course, who,

to our dismay, was forced to llm
u;ln favor of a new assignment.
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Dedication

We have almost reached the end of our traiming.
We have prepared ourselves through long months
of intensive work and study for eventual combat
that lies ahead. We have prepared this classhook
a3 a testimony to this fraining and to those who
have helped and guided us along the line.

To our instructors and #o our comrades who have
worked with us, and who in the coming days will
face combat with us, we dedicate this book.

Presenting
Ttee Mew of Clase 515




L8

Wilkam R. Anthoney

274 S. Prospect Steeet
Rockfard, Illincis ;s
"I''m leading the lifa of Reilly”




Merton J. Davis

4520 E!E&nwaﬁd 1)

Lns Angeles, :
1009, —or bn:l.il"

BEEN AT B Sp&'m& Bﬂm'ﬁﬂﬂntiﬁ thm" 5

James L. Doyle
14210 Troester
Detroit, Michigan
"What appened?"




George E. Freas

50 Livingston Avenue

New Brunswick, New Jersey
"Really, I'm not eager”



Audry E. Jacobs, Jr.
1629 N. Temple Avenue
Indianapolis, Indiana
"The sign seter”




William A. Killingsworth
324 W. Culver
Phoanix, Arizona
“Just call me Pop”
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Melvin M. Kirchmann
734 East 3rd Streat
Framont, Mebraska
“Just following P.D.L."

Mo udr hEﬂ’.’J.——-—-

ge R. Knaub

5. 14th Avenue

¢ lingis

= shirfF is for you kds!”
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Kenneth K. Koch

720 5. Oak Street
Sapulpa, Oklahoma
"Too big fo mess with”

“Through with that pre-fight yet, Mister Suttle?”




Clyde Reginal Linnell

Box 387

Colebrook, Mew Hampshire
"227" Boy, that's closs!
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J. Maly
Whipple Street
llinais
ngle shooter”—| can get
{=1"| whb'ns.ufm
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William Malecki
|5 Bristol Stroat 5
Brooklyn, New Yiork '
"Hevy, when do we sat?"
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F Robert E. Martin
220 E- Markat Street
Cartersville, Georgia
"l was a wheel once'”

is'twl!-ﬁt ? 8 ;w-itru:ﬂ'w,—"f ! Cand o Heay
me Siv¥!

th T. Mathizen

|26 Streat -

seuth Orone Park, L. [, New York
i, Mo Sir, That can't be my

1




Gucrae F McCounsll .
884 W, Market Street
Lima, Chio

“Please fellows, let's get on
the ball"

IR Ee Pevioviey some of Mhe: instekalions. The
Wﬂﬁ?&u&hﬁg over this ship"




Keith W. Merilatt
Derby, Colorado
"You better not do #!"”

WALL. WACHA KNOW -
WAChA KnowW—il WoRKS /!

D. Miller
wille, MfﬂFssTFpE
&--sf:'lr?:k. sir. Six miles




Joseph A. Musoline

165 Niagara Sireet
Canandaigua, New York
"Gofta cigarette, Keyes?"




Jack Pollack
5510 13 Avenue
Brooklyn, New York

"Whaddya sore, Mister?"

Ralph E. Rainsberger

EEIH? 38th Straat, M. W.

Canfon, Ohio

W had 40 hours Willson—How

about you?"
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Charles E. Rose

138 Whipple Street
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania
“Sweet, shy and strictly G. "




Robert B, Simmermacher
309 South Streef
' Crastline, Ghis

"S:nrrr. Martha wouldn't approve”
(Would ya?)

Edwin L. Spjute

1999 Richards Street

Salf Lake City, Utah
“Hoy, is that guy chicken!”



Meyer J. Stone

5031 Ambrase Awenue
Haollywood, California
"How can | sleep with those
lights on?"




Claude H. Tanner, Jr.
402 South East Street
Culpeper, Virginia

“Bring me a mint-Julep!”

Clayton M. Timmons
4th Street

'Freeland, Michigan
“Hak over MNorth-4, Sir"
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‘Mahlon M. Wescott

739 Edmund Avenue

-St. Paul, anh@ctu

el back in'my old cutfit, efc.”

Alvin J. Wecker
1437 Edgewafer Avenua
Chicago, llincis

"They can't do this o mel”
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o't he girls

oI5

North Carolina

Kirby L. ‘Whealer

Walstonburg,
"Cute
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Richard W. Wikon

547 N. Sheffield Avenue
Indianapolis, Indiana
Lost: 'Chne Girlfriend—
Answers to. Butch"
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Brooklyn's gift to the women

George J. Yate
1578 Victory.|
Ei-n'hm Jsland, @*lw York

“'Htwl- da }m& wapﬂ me -t
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Henry J. Za

492 Brook Street
Boidfapict, Commeticut
‘Sweep the floor, Corbett”




‘Manuel Zimmerman

412 West End Avenue

MNeaw York, Mew York

So | says fo him—""Laock Melwy,
let’s stop this old s - - -

Ist Lt. Howard W. Ketterer

' 1900 Greenup Avenue

ey Ashland, Kentucky

A grand fellow, and a real soldier,
Lt. Ketterer, as a student officer,
was "one of the bays” throughout
our period of training together. g
Good luck to you from all of us, ,
Lieutenant.










Luiz C. De Oliveira
Bua Joas Pinkeiro 43
Caxambu, Minas, Brasil



Lauro de A. Wutke
Rua Dauter Quiring; | 754
Campinas, Sao Paula, Brasil










Lleutq:lant Benmt Bonnard
French G '.andmg Officer




Vol de grouts de (Warauder)

Dans le ciel ennemi
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Reno Buisso

Aumale, Alger
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LT. KERMIT W. HARDY
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F/O BECK LT. WILLIAMS
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LT. PLUMB F/O DURRETT
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"Rain or shine, foul weather ar fine." Beamed to be the motée af f
the physical {raining deparimient.
- The class expresses thanks to. L. Bloemingdale and the non-coms
who assisted him. We leave Big Spring chysically fit and with a better
concept of outdoor play and sportsmanhpip.
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F_I
A. H. KOSS J.R. GROSSO u?{-_s. H. TANNER . M. KELLEY
Fit. Sgt. "A" Supply Sqdn. C. O. Fif. Lt. "A"

J. T. SWANSON  ©.O.MILLER L. WUTKE
Fif. Lt. "B Ist Sqt. Fit. Lt.

G.H.McCONNELL  A.B.ORIN  C. R. LINNELL
oup Staff Fit. Sqt. 8"  Adjstant

CAIO JORDAO
" Cartoonist

MELVIN N. KIRCHMANN
i



"THE HEEAP CHAMP"
r
"Fetch me the rope, Mother—
| just threw another wild one."

Author; Unknown

Stolen By: Wolke and Wilson

"Twas a chilly night in Big Spring,

As the plane tock off the ground.
Of to another mission

Our bombardier was bound.

Our here's thoughts were mirthful
Since this was his solo flight

He had a premonition

He'd be plenty hot tonight.

The plane was trim and level

As the pifoi' gave "OK!"

Our hero groaned and grunted
Then he shouted, "Bombs Away!"
He pesred down from the greenhouse
And prayed “twould hit the shack.
The flash shown bright and clearly
Nine hundrea feet in back.

Qur ace then tock his lasso

And the noose he threw was fine.
He called back to the pilot,
"Terrible! About ten feet at nine."
He forgot to cut the master switch,
And 2 bomb fell throught the door.
It hit between two ranges,

"One hundred f2ct at four."

He grabbed his rope the third time
As a bomb fell from its rack.

He wearily picked up the mike,
"That time it hit the shack.”

The hemp was wearing thinner,

But his face showed no appall.

Mo matier how it weakened

Twas better than none at all.

The plane approached the target
And our hero went to werk.

He roped another wild one

With one tremendous jerk.

His toggle switch went click-o

And the last bomb floated ouf.

The pilat beat him to the mike,
"Ancther Shack, no doubt."

Oh precicus twine, | hail thee.
To thy leng life | drink,

What would | do without thee
My God! | hate to think.















THE LAST OF THE BOMBARDIERS

On a lonely road thru a cold black site,

A miserable beggar frudges thru the night.
The people whisper over their beers,

There goes the last of the bombardiers.

What was a bombardier? No reply—

For men turned silent and women sigh,

As a breath-ike silence fills the place.

With the gaunt, gray ghost of a r;ng lost race,

It's hard te explain the catch of breath,

As they seemed to sense the approach of death,
Furtive glances from ceiling te floer,

‘Til someone or something opened the door.

The bravest of hearts turned cold with fear,
The thing at the door was a bombardier.
His hands were boney and his hair was thin,
His back was curved like an eld bent pin.

His eyes wore +wo empty rings of black.

And vaguely he murmurod, "SHACK! SHACK! SHACK!"
This ancient relic of the second World War,

Crept across the room, and slouched on the bar,

No one spoke, but they waiched thru the glass,
As the beggar produced a bombsight pass.
And with hollow tones from his sunken chest
He demanded drink, and only the best,

Glass to his lips, they heard him say, |
"The bomb-bays epen—Bombs Away!" |
Then speaking a word he strolled 4o the door, |
And the Bombardier was seen no more. !

People still wonder at the strange last words |
'Twas the sirangest phrase they'd ever heard, |
But all thru the times, the phrase has stuck, '
When they say bombardier, they say—"HA-ARD LUCK™
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The head, for purpeses of pictonal represéntation shown here as being placed above the neck, 15 more often
in its normal position—n another part of the anatomy entirely.

The free hand s for sbating:



Ode te a Bublle

Ah, Noble Bubble with powers rare,

Your tricks, your feats beyond compare.
Proud Bubble that hath wrecked the soul

Of many lads so fine and bold.

Why hast thou caused such strife and grief

In those young hearts that held belief;
The fate of all rests in your hands,

Why hast thou discbeyed commands?

Too many are the days when you
Entirely disappear from view
And cause my foolish heart to pound,
In hopes that you'll again be found.

Then anger within me begins to rage,
And finally | get you caged,

While through my sight | can plainly see
The promise of a low C. E '

But once again, your pranks unfold,
Again you've pierced my very soul,

For at the moment of “Bombs Away,”
From vour lofty perch you go astray.

In retrospect your vision to me
Is like a straw on an angry sea
Forever bouncing to and fro
My hate for you . . . you'll never know!
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