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53-€ Class Hitlory

or
WHAT THE HELL DO YOU EXPECT FOR $110.00 A MONTH, JIMMIE JABARA?

Off to greater glory, we split the skies with our roar, em-
blazoned on our shields the bar sinister. Men of Williams, on-
ward and upward, how the hell did we do it? Frankly, sir, I've
been asleep on my feet since the first week we got here. But
‘at least I've learned how to mow a lawn, and yes, lest I forget,
turn Mac Torchy's face to the wall.

We arrived here one February morn, fresh from the mother’s
milk of Primary, secure in the knowledge that we were pilots
(yes, sir, it says so right here on this piece of paper) oand
singing the praises of the Arizona sunshine. Here was the Club
80, ankle deep in suds, and for the officers, a splendid club and
spacious "rent-free” quarters. And if, in later times, these pleas-
ures paled, so what! Someone was always tearing up the Cadet Club, and the officers could well afford
the monthly club heist and even if the constant flooding of the lawns did create the aura of & cess-
pool around the “rent-free” quarters, the grass was green, wasn't it? Besides, good troops always gripe.

We are off to academics with light heart and heavy briefcase, singing as we go. There's the
building now, with Miss Thede waiting at the gate. We enter the cool green, clean (by whose sweat?
Does your mother know you scrub floors, sonny?) rooms, ready for the morning show. What a col-
lection of wits (and half-wits). Some claim to have been in the war, but we know who killed vaudeville.
We learned how to fill out our flight plons, how to melt a tailpipe, how not to fill out a flight log, how to
tune the VHF and how to make speeches. We were further motivated by lectures on bends, chokes,
CNS, and flatus (the BX noted a complete collapse in the sale of cigarettes for two whole days).

And who will ever forget the first day at the fhe flight line? The band playing, pennants flying,
the firm tread of men who knew their job. Were we not, by the very fact of being here, TIGERS? A
short, pithy briefing, a snappy salute from our new instructors, and we were off into the wild blue.
What happened immediately thereafter was compared by some to the sacking of Rome by the Visi-
goths, though some held out for Constantinople and the Turks.

Slowly, however, we made progress. We did learn how to land the T-28, in our fashion, though
we were hampered slightly by the fact that during our one demonstration, we did not regain our
vision until the after-landing check. Where, heretofore, every melon patch was our friend, now en-
gines failed only at 4,000 feet over Rottenhouse. Oh, the milestones of the course were many. Will
we ever forget our first formation ride? Our second formation ride! Our first vertical roll? Our first
jet ride? Our second jet ride! Our initial checkout? Our first desert! Oh, what a sight to behold at
MOBILE; canopy open, dive flaps down, and red streamers bravely flying. Ah, memory, fading now,
to be still dimmer with time.

It is the fond hope of your yearbook staff that we have captured some small essence of Easy
at Willie in these pages. Our work here was, after all, too hot to be forgotten in the welter of what
comes after. It was here they made us officers, gentlemen, and pilots (girl friends and instructors to the
contrary notwithstanding), and we are graduated, feeling confident that with a few more years of train-
ing, they will let us take a T-6 home for a week end.....






HEADQUARTERS

WILLIAMS AIR FORCE BASE
CHANDLER, ARIZONA

TO THE MEMBERS OF 53-E

Congratulations! The past year has
undoubtedly been the longest and busiest one
of your life. You have successfully completed
an arduous course of instruction designed to
prepare you for your entry into the finest
career in the world--a Fighter Pilot in the
United States Air Force! XYou will never re-
gret the time and work you have devoted to
this program and will, in fact, always re-
member it as a highlight in the procession of
years which will constitute your career in the
Air Force. '

We at Willie are proud of you now--keep
us proud of 53-E as you go out from here
into various tactical organizations all over
the world. Work as hard for those people as
yvyou have for us, and as they become acquainted
with you and you show them that you have what
it takes-~-then and only then will you truly
understand and appreciate what it means to be
able to say-=-"1 am a Fighter Pilot"--It's a
glorious feeling.

Good luck--God speed--and may all your
future landings be '"paint jobs'.

Sincerely,

2

JAMES D, MAYDEN
Colonel, USAF
Commanding




COLONEL JAMES D. MAYDEN
Commanding



COLONEL NOEL T. CUMBAA COLONEL HANAH R. HALBOUTY
Wing Executive Officer Wing Surgeon
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ATTACHED GEAR-DRIVEN ACCESSORIES

CLASS 53.E:

IT HAS BEEN A LONG, HARD STRUGGLE AND MANY OF YOUR MEM-
HAVE FALLEN BY THE WAYSIDE; BUT THOSE YOU REMAINING HAVE
FOUGHT A GOOD FIGHT AND REPRESENT THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITT-
EST, YOUR TRAINING HAS BEEN BASED ON THE CONCEPT OF QUALITY
NOT QUANITY AND ONLY THE BEST RECEIVE THEIR WINGS; WEAR
THEM PROUDLY - FOR YOU HAVE EARNED THEM AND THE RESPONSI-
BILITY TO YOUR COUNTRIES WHICH GO WITH THEM;

YOUR CAREER FROM THIS TIME ON SHOULD BE DEVOTED TO IM.
PROVING YOUR TECHNIQUE TO THE POINT YOU CAN ACHIEVE MAX-
IMUM DESTRUCTION WITH A MINIMUM AMOUNT OF TIME; IF YOU CON-
TINUE TO WORK AND SACRIFICE AS YOU HAVE FOR THE PAST YEAR,
YOUR GROWTH POTENTIAL IS UNLIMITED;

GOOD LUCK IN THE FINEST PROFESSION IN THE WORLD: AND CON-

GRATULATIONS FOR A JOBE WELL DONE!

C.E. PARSONS, JR;
Colonel, USAF

Commanding

Col. Charles E. Parsons, Jr.
C.Q., Pli. Tng. Gp.

Maj. Bruce W. Carr Maj. Harry M. Chapmen Maj. Glenroy C. Grewe
Exec. Oft., Plt. Tng, Gp. T&O Off, Plt. Tng. Gp. C.O.. Pl. Tng. Sq.



ATTACHED NON-GEAR-DRIVEN ACCESSORIES

2/Lt. Robert G. Hubbard e‘

Cadet Mess Officer




UNATTACHED ACCESSORIES

Lt. Col. Edwin R. Chess Maj. Melvin J. Addington
Wg. Stf. Chaplain Dep. Wg. Chaplain
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VIaj. Robert E. Tulk
Muj&'mlmtr



1/Lt. Alfred S. Allen 2/Lt. Marion ]. Bentley 2/Lt. Charles E. Spencer, Jr.
Mil. Tng. Instr. Mil. Tng. Instr. Mil. Tng. Instr.

Jac @%chu

ITS SURE A
RELIEF TO GET
ouUT OF THE CADET
AREA WHERE
THERE'S NO
TAL OFFICERS—

Lt. Archille Brisset Lt. D. J. Van Aalst
France Netherlands



THE DIFFUSERS

"I DROPPED MY PEpCIL YESTERDAY AMD
MISSED THE HWYDRAULIC, ELECTRICAL,AND
INDUCTION SYSTEMS LECTURE"

Coapt. Hollis R. Moomaw
Director

g qu\fAVr

TRAIMH\)G FILM
*RESTchD —

Capt. Charles W. Sexton
Assistant Director
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Excess TR TEMP
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1/Lt. John C. Taylor
Chief, Engr. Div.

“......use the
process of
eliminationt"

1/Lt. Norman 8. Leas
Chief, Sp. Subj. Div.

| e

Sir, A/C Gooch reports
Section 3 ready for
instructiony Two men
absent; three would

" like to leave early;

two will be late; and
four would 1like to
sleep.

Miss Jeanette Thede
Chief! Opm. Div.



CWO C. C. McWhorter Capt. F. M. Johnson
Weather Cruise Control

1/Lt. J. J. Belasich “u 1/Lt. M. E. Nielson
Physiological Tng. Physiological Tng.

1/Lt. L. Anderson Mr. R. W. Cromer
Engineering Engineering



2/Lt. W. Beneville 2/1t. 1. Todd
Mil. Management Mil. Law

2/14. A. J. Vassar
Intelligence

Mr. ]. Davis Mr. E. Manning
Flt. Operations Radio Comm.



Oh. I have slipped the surly
bonds of Earth,
And danced the skies on
loughter-silvered wings;
Sunward I've climbed, and
joined the tumbling mirth
Of sun-split clouds—and
done a hundred things
You have not dreamed of—wheeled

and soared and swung

High in the sunlit silence,

Hovering there,
I've chased the shouting wind

along, and flung

My eager craft through footless
halls of air—

Up, up the delirious, burning
blue,

I've topped the wind-swept
heights with easy grace,

Where never lark, nor even
eagle flew,

And while, with silent, lifting
mind I've trod

The high, untrespassed sanctity
of space.

Put out my hand and touched the

face of God.

S
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