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CREDITS

A/C Bronco Aleksich

2nd Lt. Charles B. Daniels
A/C Gale M. Kerr

A/C Kenneth T. Simendinger
A/C Ervin P. Simon

A/C Thomas D. Smagqula
A/C Jack E. Tullett

A/C William A. Bryan
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We needed training bases badly then, in early 1942, and in casting about for train-
ing sites, Marana emerged as a new base. What largely determined its selection was
the excellent flying weather, and though the climate and the geographic location posed
some problems, within three years of its activation, Marana became the largest basic train-
ing base in the world, some 10,000 Cadets beginning their flying training here. When the
exigencies of wartime emergency were past; however, the base was declared surplus
and soon deactivated.

Through the interim of peace, prior to Korea, all movable equipment was either sold
or transferred to other bases. What remained was given up to the elements.

When Air Force expansion was decided upon, Marana was again quickly chosen
as a training base, with its excellent prior record weighing heavily. Darr Aeronautical
Technical Corporation, under the direction of Mr. Hal S. Darr, began restoration on August
1, 1951.

Appointed as Commanding Officer of Marana was Lieutenant Colonel Lewis J. Part-
ridge, with Major Elson E. Staugaard as Commandant of Cadets.

Class 52-G became the first group of Cadets to return to Marana in early October
1951, and, but a month later, the first airborne Cadet in six years left Marana's runways.

The next several months saw an intensive program of improvements about the base
completed in quick succession and with great rapidity.

Today, Marana is a model air base. Though small by most standards, it is self-suf-
ficient, pleasant to look at and comfortable to live on. In a desert land of cactus and
sagebrush, scorpion and Gila monster, a thriving community has thrown back the incur-
sions of the desert, proving that nature need not always be the master.



Deducation

I want to congratulate you on the successful completicn of the first phase of
your quest for pilot's wings. It has been a long, hard and demanding period, one
in which you have been subjected to rigid discipline, high standards of flying and
academic proficiency and strict compliance with the moral code expected of the United
States Air Force Officers. In all of these you have been successful—so again, may I

offer my sincere congratulations.

That you have successfully done these things is something of which you can
always be proud. It is apparent that you are men of unusual ability, you are men set

apart.

I would also like to add a word of caution. Don‘t let down. The job is only half
done and you have a difficult task ahead of you—Advanced Pilot Training. Good luck

s il e

LEWIS ]J. PARTRIDGE
Lt. Col. USAF

Commanding






ERLING H. LOVLIEN
Captain, USAF
Base Adjutant

FRED S. REESE
Captain, USAF
Personnel Officer

CHARLES E. DAVIS
1st Lt. USAF
School Secretary
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GORDON H. ]. FLEISCH
Captain, USAF
Senior Military
Training Officer

ELSON E. STAUGAARD
Major, USAF
Commandant of Cadets

3 MILITARY TRAINING
OFFICERS

DALE T. QUIGLEY GARLAND J. McCLURE
Ist Lt.,, USAF 1st Lt.,, USAF

CLYDE B. TRENT WENDELL E. COSNER JAMES P. HARTE
1st Lt., USAF 2nd Lt., USAF 2nd Lt., USAF




EDWARD J]. SHEA EDWIN W. WILSON
Captain, USAF Captain, USAF
Flight Surgeon Dental Surgeon

WILLIAM ]J. RAMSEY GEORGE PURYEAR MELFORD GHERARDINI
Captain, USAF Ist Lt.,, USAF 1st Lt.,, USAF
Medical Doctor Medical Doctor Medical

Administrative Officer

“Honest, Doc, I'll never go to Nogales again!”



EDGAR H. BRIMBERRY
Major, USAF
Base Chaplain

Our Clapel

Major Edgar H. Brimberry's job
as Chaplain really began with the
dedication of the Base Chapel on

March 30, 1952. It is doubtful if
there are any official notations re-

garding the work and energy he ex-
pended in building that Chapel. It
was his labor that gave us a house
of worship — it was and is his
guidance that has so often set us
straight again. He has dedicated
himself to his creator, his Country,
and his Cadets. In the truest sense,
he is a man of God. We can say no
more.

WILFRED TRACEY
S/Sgt., USAF
Welfare Specialist






Shakespeare, in the preface to his “HENRY V,” pleaded mightily
with his cudience to exercise their imaginations. Here, too, we
plead that cause, for now we must introduce a character who never

drew a breath. He is, we hope, a combination of all the fqults and
virtues to be found in the men of Class Fifty Three-Charlie. He is
American, English, Belgian, French, and Italian. He is any color,
race or creed that you may wish. We give you now our Charlie.
Marana Air Base is small by most opinions. Only eleven months
old, it sits in from busy highway 84, some 40 miles northwest of the
city of Tucson, Arizona.
On the lovely April morning of which we now speak, a dusty,
blue bus stopped behind one of a cluster of low lying buildings

that comprised the Marana Cadet area. Among the crowd of men

seen alighting from the bus and wrestling with various pieces of
luggage, we catch a fleeting glimpse of Charlie, quite overcome
by the struggle with his suitcase. As he passes closely by we note
in his eye an uncommon look, perhaps expectation, perhaps trep-
idation — we leave that to our reader. Falling in last as the
group files into the Tac office, we see the door swing slowly shut
behind Charlie, and there we leave him for the moment. When next
he emerges before our eyes he will be a lowly pre-ilight, with all
the puzzling mystery of flying still before him. Here we leave off

to let the ensuing pages carry on our tale.




Can any man ever have been more confused, bewildered, and de-
jected than our Charlie? It is doubtful, for during these four weeks of
drill, PT, inspections, and lectures, dreaded rumors permeated the
pre-flight barracks — rumors that made strong men quail in their
fatigues, and weak men turn into quivering masses in the corner. Sobs
filled the night air, and fingers soon were gnawed clear to the sec-
ond joint. Rumors told of horrible things that befell those unlucky
enough to become fourth classmen — screams rending the stillness,
things going bump, and another man missing from the next formation.
Soon, a phrase began to throb and reverberate within his brain, like
the haunting and foreboding pulsations of voodoo drums. “Fourth
class!"” "Fourth class!” "“Fourth class!” ever louder, ever closer, more

and more ominous.

Dre - Plight

. . Wishing every day could be relax day.




Those speedy G. . haircuts.
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And Tac Officers constantly breathing down our
necks.

Dream of the future ..

It didn't take Charlie long to adapt himself to the topsy-turvy con-
fusion of pre-flight. In fact, mulling it all over, he began to think how
lucky he was. Where else, outside the Air Force, could you get a
free gift of clothing, three meals a day, a roof over your head, and
all the cactus you could eat?. Charlie positively reveled in these
_thoughts, but competent psychiatric treatment caught him in time and
restored him to comparative normalcy.

Excerpts form Charlie’s letters home bore out his optimistic at-
titude; "Mom, it isn't bad at all, except for..., except for..., except

for. ..



BEFORE
SOLOING

AFTER
SOLOING

Sir, Space Cadet Tiger, R.U. reports to
Colonel Cosmo for a squirt of Moon
Juice . .

Charlie’s introduction to fourth class at first pu
zled him. Just what was he being trained for,
bootblack or a men’s room attendant? It seemed :
logical that they would begin rehabilitating hiz
for a civilian occupation so soon. Nevertheless, b
would let other minds prevail, and perform his d:
ties with gusto.

One thing that astounded Charlie was the wa
that the third classmen took such an interest in hin
The kind and understanding natures that these ur
perclassmen revealed to him down on that corne
were astounding! In quite and well modulate
voices they asked him cheerful questions, acceptin
any explanations of his ignorance strictly in th
spirit that they were given. It was almost inhumar

With such cheerfulness always surroundin
him, Charlie fell to with gay abandon. Perhaps yo
can hear his fine tenor voice now, as he handle
the haunting strains of "“Hooray for Pre-Flight
with lyric delicacy, all the while restoring anothe
commode to its original pearly luster.



OBSTRUCTION BELOW!!!

When the Saturday parade came that released him from the
bondage of fourth class, and they cut the chains from his legs and
arms, Charlie rubbed his wrists apprehensively and suddenly realized
that he was now a third classman. He further realized that the preced-
ing six weeks had'nt been so bad after all, but he would never again
find it in his heart to care for the general health and well being of
any cow, and he would always shun cmfthing made of leather as if
it were leprous. The next one to ask Charlie, “"What time is it,”
whether man, woman, chicken, or child, would find him rising to his
full height, his face a mask of hate, and challenging them to a de-

cisive duel with rubber band and paper clip.



Hindsight revealed to Charlie that, resist it as he might, some ap-
preciable changes had been wrought in him. He had, he thought with-
out too much conceit, shaped up rather well. He might be walking
off tours for a long time to come, but some military bearing had
rubbed off on him, and he was learning something about the right
way to fly, his instructor to the contrary. Also, through the magnani-
mity of that instructor, he had been able to send home pink slips suf-
ficient to repaper the entire basement rumpus room. For all he knew,
he might be starting a new fad in interior decorating! If he didn't
watch his step, though, he might start greasing landings and keeping
his altitude within 200 feet . . . then what would happen to his bedroom

decor?
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“Robin’s Egg calling Turkey No. 1...
gobble-gobble, Over."”


























































































































































