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HAL S. DARR
Darr Aero Tech.

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 I want to
congratulate your class on the excellent record you have made here at Marana and on your com-
pletion and graduation from the Primary phase of your pilot training.

Marana has 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 excep-
tion of the runways and hangar and a very few buildings, the desert had taken over. Restoration
began 1 August 1951, and the present barracks, 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 Marana, and we were again in
the pilot training business. Your Class, 54-E is the twelfth class to complete its training here.
Our flying 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 success in your future training
and service,

Ao arr/

H. S. Darr
President
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CHARLES W, SAWYER"~
Lt. Colonel, USAF
Commanding

MEMBERS OF CLASS 54-E:
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I wish to take this opportunity to congratulate you on the
gsuccessful completion of your primary training course here
at Marana Air Base. You are now one step nearer to reach-
ing your goal - becoming a United States Air Force pilot.

During the past several months you have undoubtedly
been faced with many problems as well as triumphe, but
that you have courageously met each problem as a challenge
is evidenced by the fact that you are now graduating from
this base. This ig an achievement of which you may well be
proud.

A final word of advice - keep up the good work which
you have started here. Do not relax thinking the way will
grow easier - for it will not! Remember what your instruc-
tors have taught you and utilize your God-given ability to
think clearly. And now, to each of you the best of luck and
continued progrese in all your future endeavors!

CHARLES W SAWYER
Lt Col, USAF

Commanding



CAPT. ASHBERRY
Commandant of Cadets

LT. BRUNELLI
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LY. DUFFIELD LT. HOFFMAN

“But Sir. . .
| just gotta have that VOCO.’

LT. MULVEHILL LT. LITTLEWOOD
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CAPT. LOVLIEN
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LT. CANTERBURY

LEFT TO RIGHT: G. A. Edwards, R. K. Davis, E. R. Newell,
E. E. Staugaard, L. E. Boxleiter, H. H. Clark, C. E.
Jenkins, J. Stallings.



TO: Class 54-E

It seems to me that | have been a
fortunate Chaplain. | say this because |
have been privileged to know every class
graduated from this base thus far. And
my testimony is ‘yours that | have worked
with some real men. Classes have per-
sonalities. As each cadet is interviewed,
his particular personality blends with his
classmate’s and reflects a total class per-
sonality. Which brings me to say this,
“Class 54-E ranks with the best and per-
haps above the other classes in qualities

that make of cadets great men.”

. EDGAR H. BRIMBERRY
Chaplain (Major) USAF
Base Thaplain



LEFT TO RIGHT: Corrigan, Petro- .
fes, Golden, McConnell, Wilson.




School Teachers

“CASEY” JONES
Director of Academics

. Indoor Pilots

W. A. MURPHY
Link Supervisor



“Permission To Shortstop??”
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MAJ. E. J. SHEA
M.D.

LT. jg. C. A. RASMUSSEN
D.D.S.

1/LT. CAINE
“Nogo Dispatcher” M.D.



“Texas women were
ravishing.”

Pre-Flight

Little did we know what was in store for us when
we arrived at Lackland Air Force Base for Pre-Flight,
our first contact with cadet life. We found that nine
weeks of academics, parades, gigs, and tours was
what the Air Force prescribed as a necessary foundation
for flying.

We were preparing ourselves as pilot material
as we survived the braces, inspections, and constant
hog wash that our upper classmen required of us. It
was hard, but Class 54-E came through with flying
colors, proving that it had what it takes. Natural ability?

It was a place where men from all walks of life
assembled and became friends and worked together for
a common cause: to complete Pre-Flight and better or-
ganize themselves to fight the program.

The big day finally arrived, and the highly trained
personnel of the Air Force outdid themselves with
spectacular success by hurling us to bases as far from
home as possible. For this we should get overseas pay.

The Tac officers were always willing to help.
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The time finally arrived when the first class
from Lackland would become fourth class at -‘b
Marana. However, after a short tour of our %
new base, we decided it would not be too dif- ‘&
ficult to perform fourth class duties, for after s
all, among us were some of the best latrine
orderlies and mop pushers ever to set foot in

Oy
Arizona. %
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Two weeks passed and we still had not been
near an airplane. The big day came and our
first ride in the Piper Cub was upon us. Never-
theless, with courage and parachutes, each cadet
mounted his fabric fighter and, with a little
aid in directional control, was soon airborne.
The first ride was so impressive that the next day
another class of tigers roamed Marana, armed
with growls and snarls for all multi-engine
puddy cats.
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Two flying days passed and Ying-Yang day
was just around the corner. The first class had
been king — long enough and it was time for

a change.

Dusting the hat bill before the formation.

We shall never forget the ex-
pressions on the first classmen’s
faces when they were awakened
with the fire extinguishers
blasting away, and shaving
cream running down their
sleepy faces. The war was on.
Scorpion inspections, wired-up
lockers, and misplaced clothing
was the order of the day. A
new life lay ahead in the third

class,
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Finally we were through with the important activities
of fourth cluss. No more latrine scrubbing, policing the
area, or catering to every want of the first class. We held
our heads high for we had the program knocked.

Sharpening our fangs, we were ready for the new
fourth class. Yes, once again we were the superior race;
our vengeance was appeased by our own “shaping-up”
of the neophites, who had arrived expecting the worst.
We did our best to satisfy their expectations, but the big
iron bird with the new procedures absorbed our time like a
bar rag.

We were on top of the world; we had it made; we
were the elite; we could do ro wrong, but came the sad
awakening when gig rosters still appeared generously
spattered with our names.

We could breathe fresh air again, but added respon-
sibilities and privileges were ahead — so, on to second
class!




We will never forget the smiles
we wore that Saturday morning the
first class was graduated and we
advanced into second class, but those
smiles soon disappeared when we
returned to the squadron area. We
knew that reorganization and wait- e
ing for the new class to arrive would Sir, A/C Grant reports to ask a. . .?"
set us back, and more week-end de- )
tails and midnight all-rights would continue to be performed by the second class, but what could we do?
We went to the club, did a little hangar flying on the bar stools, and eventually spun into the floor be-
fore undertaking the task that lay ahead. :

After the move was completed things turned out better than some thought. In fact, some of the
second classmen received promotions, and the move had proven worthwhile to all concerned.

In the next few weeks we were faced with the task of mastering a new monster that had appeared
on the flight line. It had been rumored that the only manuever this monster couldnt perform was: an
eight point slow roll during an outside loop and ending with the inverted verticle snap on top. So, armed

with polaroid space helmets and solar wrist compasses, we set out to conquer the Link Trainer, and emerged
triumphantly.

Thinking over our lower class days, we saw that we had not been too serious toward our work,
but as we came closer to the day that we would be first classmen, each cadet had discovered in his own

way that the only possibility for any man to complete this program would be to exert all the energy
and study pessible toward one common goal — Graduation.




o :i&:'%;‘;-?l’
£ 44

Bt lthded

The heroes return! Once again we were in power. Then we crashed and burned!

George class got half our rank. Naturally we were supposed to salute them; orders were posted,
verbal threats even, but the firey spirit of Easy class came through and not a one was appeased for his
larcenous deed.

Night flying, instrument and final checks became second nature when a slight crosswind up-rooted
half the base and slung it about in gay abandon. People scurried about, dodging lounge chairs and falling
_debris, being routed from latrines by orphaned heating units crashing through the ceiling; and all the
while the weather man sat in his precarious perch madly spinning his E-6-B.

The Moen accent became the rage as the parties got bigger and wetter. We drug ourselves out
of bed to meet 9 o’'clock academic formations and bzgan transporting the troops to the line via auto.

Then came the hung over AM when, as we nursed splitting headaches and puffed eye lids, we
stumbled over the parade grounds for the last time. And poised at precarious positions of inattention,
watched our.leagues prance about in our honor.

The little scrolls, the long speeches, the skimpy pay checks, and the gorgeous signout book. Then
as we spun gravel at the tac office in our get-away, we screamed o’er our shoulder, “Grease Job!” and sped
away into the setting sun.

“Did he say that was first call or five minute call?”



Tac Officer?







HAROLD A. REDMAN
Squadron Commander

MYRNA STARRET
Dispatcher




L. BOWERMAN
Instructor

R. H. BUSCH
Harmon, New York
“So she said”

W. R. CASE
Des Moines, Washington
“Follow the bouncing ball”




















































































































































