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DARR AERO TECH, INC,
MARANA AIR BASE
MARANA, ARIZONA

I consider it a great privilege to have a part in the training
of Air Force Pilots, and [ want to congratulate your class on the
excellent record you have made here at Marana and on your com-
f pletion and graduation from the Primary phase of your pilot train-
ing.

Marana has had a varied and interesting history. Because of
| the unexcelled flying weather and climate in this area, the Base
was activated early in 1942 as a training facility for pilot training.
In three years it grew to be the largest basic flying school in the
world and graduated over 10, 000 students before inactivation in
1945,

This Corporation was chosen to help in the expansion of the
Air Forces in 1951 and to build and activate a Civilian Contract
Pilot Training School on the old Marana site. With the exception
of the runways and hangar and a very few buildings, the desert had
taken over. Restoration began 1 August 1951, and the present bar-
racks, Dining Hall, Administration and Ground School Buildings,
Chapel, Theatre, Cadet Club, Base Operations and the four Flight
Ready Rooms sprang into being.

On October 2, 1951, the first group of cadets returned to Mar-
ana, and we were again in the pilot training business. Your Class,
53-G, is the ninth class to complete its training here. Our fly-
ing and academic standards have been set at a high level and you all
have reached this level of proficiency.

Congratulations, good luck, and best wishes for continued suc-

cess in your future training and service,

H. S. Darr
President




CHARLES W. SAWYER

Lt. Colonel, USAF
Commanding




I appreciate the honor of having this opportunity
to comgratulate you on the successful completion of
your first phase of training leading to the silver wings
of a United States Air Force pilot.

I am sure that during the past seven months you
have experienced difficult times and times of "smooth-
sailing'. That you have had the ability and persever-
ance to surmount the difficult times is evidenced by
your graduation from Marana Air Base. That you have
not permitted the '"smooth-sailing' times to lead you
into a sense of false security is also evidenced by your
graduation.. You may well be proud of your accomplish-
ment in successfully completing this course!

In conclusion, let me add that only one-half of your
mission is completed. The remaining half will not be
easier! Follow instructions - utilize your ability to
think - put into practice what you have learned here -
and I know you will make the grade! Good luck and best
wishes for your continued success wherever you may be.

f CHARLES W, SAW ;R

Lieutenant Colonel, USAF
Commanding



GLEN E. LUNDY

Major, USAF
Commandant of Cadets

]. R. Duffield
2d Lt., USAF
Mess Secretary

W. P. Mulvehill

2d Lt., USAF
Sqdns, C& D

V. ]. Brunelli

2d Lt, USAF
Military Training

J. D. Hoffman
2d Lt., USAF
Sqdn. A

R. A. Littlewood
2d Lt., USAF
Sqdn. B
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Erling H. Lovlien

ptﬂin' USKF
Base Adjutant

Charles E. Davis

Ist Lt., USAF
School Secretary

("

Fred S. Reese

Captain, USAF
Personnel Officer
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The first military letter . . .



Edward J..-Shea Joe Simmons Melford Gherardini
Major, USAF 1st Lt.,, USAF 1st Lt., USAF

Flight Surgeon Dental Surgeon Medical Administrative Officer

WHEN DID You FIRST
NOTICE THig compiTion?

William ]. Ramsey George Puryear
Captain, USAF Captain, USAF
Medical Officer Medical Officer
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Seated:
Mr. A. Magruder, Mgr.

Standing:
Mr. M. Bonillas, Chef

The Staif

“Chow Down"

Mr. B. Simpson, Asst. Mgr.




Mr. B. L. Jones

Director of Academics

“The Brain Trust”

"...Let'ssee..2x2=5+4+4=8.22?2?7//




Link Training

Mr. W. A. Murphy

Link Supervisor

"This is a pattern ? 7 ? ?" "Mahogany Plane Pilots”

|
DARMED IF IT .
Don'r FEEL

I LIKE 1'M
FLYING = fﬁ

THOSE /a,ﬁ& £!\# HOURS OF LINK
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BASE CHAPEL

Edgar H. Brimberry
Major, USAF
Base Chaplain

Wilfred Tracey
S-Sqt., USAF
Welfare Specialist
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The bus turned off the main highway, shifted into low and headed down a road leveled

through the courtesy of some tractor firm. Within minutes a small gatehouse appeared; a figure waved

the bus on—we were on the Base.

As we followed the road past a large heap of yellow scrap, the guy up-front (with all the
stripes on his shoulders) pointed out things of interest: the hangar, the flight line and a few of the

swimming pools. Things were beginning to look like the stuff on the Post Office wall. It was a cool

deal.

The bus pulled up in front of a group of buildings resembling a large motel; crowds of golden-
tanned youths exercised their well-developed bodies on the field before us. “Just like the folder said.”
The guy-with-all-the-stripes beckoned us out of the bus and indicated that we were to line up with our
luggage. The show was on.

The sobering sun had its effect and, by the time we finished signing-in, eating that first "meal,”
drawing blankets and finding our rooms, headaches were

running rampage.

Nevertheless, through all the confusion we made
new friends . . . guys like ourselves from all walks of
life and all parts of the world. We'd had our first taste
of Cadets. For a few it was a little nauseating at first

but we managed to stomach it pretty well.

May the following pages be a tribute to the ulcers
we nearly got, the men who nearly gave them to us,
and those who amassed the patience to teach us how

to fly . . . our Instructors.
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Pre-Flighe

Heavy doses of P.T. mixed with grueling hours of

“Lil’ lower, Yancey" drill in the sun blended together to aid in the develop-
ment of a new nonentity . .. the Pre-flight. As complete
“nothings” the mystery and fascinations of flying and

an air-borne future loomed brightly before us.

Suspicion was aroused when we were lured to a
large building and given brand new clothes that almost
fit; in exchange we surrendered the remaining hair on
our heads. Shortly after we were issued our very own
mops, lectured on the after-effects of malicious social life

by an enterprising sergeant and turned loose on the la-

trine.

Hafta cut that toe-nail!

After only a month . .. ?
Sunday afternoon display of blisters



———

First snort of Smitty’s te-
quilla

With the advent of the first “gig” lists we tried to petition Congress
for the invocation of the Emancipation Proclamation on our behalf,
but to no avail. The bodies piled on the corners at dusk took on a

new meaning as we looked forward to joining the Saturday Afternoon

Club on the Parade field.

We had no sooner raised our first blisters when a new species,
the “homo tactus cum gold barus,” came into our miserable lives. Dust
seemed to appear out of nowhere, especially in those places we had

just cleaned.

Our hours of frolicking in the sun were under the constant super-
vision of an overseer—the POD—who was always a pleasant sort of

chap and who seemed to thrive on our publii maximi.




Happens to the best . . .

Quick preflight . . . ?

First Ride

Shivering forms met their first real formation with the

full moon yet halfway across the sky. Commodes spotless,
shoes shined, and sun-glasses in hand, our heroes dauntlessly
marched off to the line to the tune of "Off We Go . . ."” As
the sun began to cross the sky in its daily t;ek to the west, our
heroes, though largely depleted in numbers, staggered back.
The forms of straining men could be seen in the background

still scrubbing out cockpits. Short but sweet . . . it was our

first ride.



First Supervised

Live dangerously . . .

Rillito

The First Solo was an occasion for great re-
joicing; phone calls and telegrams went flying
home. Our gentle superiors welcomed us with open
jaws, then gently reminded us of our true voca-
tions . . . that of a men's room attendant. But the
Ides of March arrived none too soon as-we dove
headfirst into Ying-Yang Day. The unjust received
their due rewards; release from the latrine was ap-

proaching!

No longer concerned with the welfare of cattle
and ducks, we found pleasure in thoughts of re-
venge and higher levels of accomplishment. For
the first time walking became a pleasure . . . we

were free

Foul line . . . pliz



The shock of “no new class!” left the Corps in a state of = 7W em

apathy nothing could dislodge. For thirty-five more days the
bowls and showers had the “G” stamp of approval on them,
though the luster and sparkle of previous days was fast dim-
ming. Gigs flew thicker than ever and business picked up for

the Living Dead on the Parade Field. But flying was our main

concern now.

The first Stages came, only to leave us with a profound feeling of failure. Nevertheless, "“straight
and level” became a word of the past as the “hot pilot” was born. With the approaching “forties,”

tenseness was apparent to all, but was soon disspelled with cries of “no sweat . . . justa small theme to

write on procedures . . .’

““So ya gotta folla de pernt . . ." g "Go around, dammit!”



“Pinkie, huh?”

Solo cross country

Unusual positions

Cross-countries brought joy to our hearts; it was
a chance for a guy to see the surrounding farm
yards in a legal manner,. And it was on these

jaunts that “Jets” became the word of tomorrow.

Even landings improved, as was evidenced by
the growing pile of “tips” behind the hanger . . .

of course due to low-flying cacti. Oh, well . . .















































































































































































