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This is the story of one individual’s personal experiences during these
times of a great world conflict
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Gerald’s WW II

My family, over the years, has urged me to put down my experiences during my time in the service
in World War II. I want to thank Gladys, my wife of many years for our life together. We met before I was
drafted but we did not get married until I returned from Europe and was discharged from the Army. I have
teased her that I got out of one war and into another. Since we married on Memorial Day [ also tell her I go
into mourning every anniversary.

All my children, Anyce Day, Charlene Grant, Jennifer Hancock, Douglas Weber, Brenda Russo and
Lelia Herp have helped in the endeavor of this writing. Some corrected spelling, grammar, helped in teach-
ing me to use the digital camera or the computer, especially the computer and grammar.

If it had not been for my parents Herman and Sallie Weber and my sisters Watseka, Wenonah and
Yvonne, my then girl friend Gladys, (now my wife) saving the letters, documents and other keepsakes |
sent home, this would not be so complete.

Others, too many to name. have given encouragement and advice to help this undertaking to be what
itis.

I have resisted some of the advice as to grammar because I want this to be my own way of relating
my story and history in the same manner I would tell it in person. Some papers and pictures have been in-
cluded to add to the historical value for those reading this in the future.

[ have tried to put down my memories as I can remember them. After all these years a lot of things
escape me, especially names of places and dates as well as the sequences of their happenings. I intended to
write from memory and then go to my diary. letters to my family and letters to and from Gladys, then to the
history book of the 100" Infantry Division Association, The Story Of The Century, to pick up specific dates,
places and names of people.

Any pictures or copies of documents from other sources are noted and credit given. | have endeav-
ored to contact all photographers named but have been unable to find any after more than 60 years. | have
been informed that some have died. Otherwise the pictures are those | have taken over time.

I have wondered, as have others that were in combat, “Why did I live while some around me did

not?” Maybe God had a plan for me to accomplish more things before I die. I hope that | will have fulfilled
that plan, to His satisfaction, by the end of my life.
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PART I
DRAFT

When | turned 18, my Dad went with me
to register at the draft board. These boards were
placed in convenient locations around the city. and
the head of this one. Mr. H. M. Denton, (from my
induction notice) was an attorney and also a mem-
ber of our church.

My “Greetings from your friends and
neighbors™, draft notice, came by mail, classifica-
tion 1-A. | was drafted into the U.S. Army from
the city of Louisville, Kentucky. I was inducted on
Saturday, June 19, 1943 (D) and given two weeks
leave to wrap up any business that I might have
before going on active duty. At that time I was a
student at Speed Scientific School of Engineering
at the University of Louisville. There was a possi-
bility of deferment because of the type of school,
but | preferred not to try for it. I felt it better to do
whatever | could in the war effort.

I used the first week to make a trip to visit
extended family in and around Frankfort, Ken-
tucky. I took a train to Frankfort, and as it would
be, my Dad was the fireman on the steam locomo-
tive. these were the days before diesels, so 1 went
up to the engine to talk to him before we pulled
out. He introduced me to the engineer who asked
if I were planning to be a railroader. My Dad knew
it was hard work and said “If I thought that he
would. I would throw him in the Ohio River here
and now”. We all had a good laugh. That was the
only time [ ever got the opportunity to ride with
him as fireman. The next week 1 attended a Chris-
tian Youth Camp in Whitewater, Indiana. Having
never been to one of these | really enjoyed it.

Before | left home Mother and Dad gave
me a small Bible, complete with small print, very
thin  pages 3

and  bound |
in leather

with a zip- ||
per to en-|
close it. Dad |
also  gave |
me a wrist- |

watch. i
Gladys gave | 8
me a good

small studio picture of her-
self. 1 treasured all and
carried the picture in the
Bible all through my time
in the service.

On Thursday, July
1, 1943, (D) my family
gave me a farewell party
in the lodge atop the hill in
Iroquois Park with family
and friends from church. \’ ! '
Of course Gladys was P s 4
there also. Gladys Weedman

On Saturday, July
3, 1943 (D) I reported for active duty. | believe it
was to the Old Armory downtown, and with a
group of others, boarded a train to Fort Benjamin
Harrison, Indiana. Don Brown, a friend from
church was assigned to lead the group to the sta-
tion. (F) When we arrived at Ft. Ben. at 4:45 am.
on Sunday, the usual Army exams. shots, tests.
clothing issues, K.P. and all the other good things
the Army can think of, were begun. There were
thousands of others in the same predicament. We
woke up at 4:30. made our beds and went off to
K.P. (F) I soon learned, if 1 delayed long enough
and got at the end of the chow line | missed having
to serve K.P. The chow lines were long and the
cooks started counting as many as needed, from
the front for duty and those at the end of the line
were not used. Lots of lectures and homesickness
soon set in. It was real that I was a soldier in the
U. S. Army. Everything seemed to be surreal.

Before long, Monday. July 12. (D) we
were shuttled onto a train for parts unknown.
Wherever the train stopped we would call to the
people outside and ask where we were. The best
we could deduct, we rode from Indiana through
Ohio, Kentucky, and Virginia, at least it looked
like what I had heard about the Blue Ridge Moun-
tains, down into Atlanta, Georgia, then South
Carolina, but we were never sure. We were never
told our destination, route or anything because of
security. The routes were varied and detoured
many times to foil the “Enemy™ about troop move-
ments.




BASIC TRAINING

We finally arrived at Camp Croft. South
Carolina, Tuesday. July 13. (D) for 13 weeks
“Basic Training™,

The first six weeks we were not allowed to
leave the Camp. NO PASSES! We could write and
receive mail but not leave. When we were finally
allowed out of camp. the nearest town was Spar-
tanburg, S.C. but most of the soldiers preferred to
go to Greenville, S. C.. a larger town. This camp
has since been made into a park and few of the
present citizens know it ever existed.

Wake up was at 5:20. Fall out for roll call.
outside, regardless of the weather, was at 5:40 am.
You might not be fully dressed but that did not
matter. Bunks had to be made up every morning
before chow and the blanket so taut a quarter
would bounce off of it. If not. the inspector tore it
up and it had to be remade until it passed. Walk-
ing and classes were until lunch at 11:30. Mail call
was after chow and then it was return to drill and
classes. Dinner was at 4:30 and lights were out at
10:00 p.m.. Later marches and night problems
were until early a.m.. including some all night
marches. (F)

Shots were given
many times. The wusual
procedure was to line up.
that was standard operat-
ing procedure (SOP) for
everything in the army,
and walk through a
swinging door. On the -
other side a medic stood

e
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TRIFLE TYPHOD VACCINE
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put a shot into both arms “”’M i 10400

at the same time and then S = “ -
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Some shots really hurt "G wn TS T

and many times men, usu-

ally the biggest and SnELy
toughest, would faint. 1 = °
was fortunate and never
did but sometimes my
arms were sore for days,
making it difficult to use
them.
administrated at intervals
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all the time I was in the service.

Our training was rough and designed for us
to survive tortures of combat in the future. One
lieutenant was a veteran of North Africa and
warned us that it was necessary to be ready. He
told us he was just helping us, by making us
tough. to be able to save our own lives. Training
included judo. bayonet, hand to hand fighting. kill-
ing with any weapon, cutting off the enemy’s head
with a wire. breaking his neck by sneaking up to
his back. putting an arm around his neck with a
knee in his back and striking him hard. Any way
to get the job done.

At full field inspection. backpacks. shelter
halves. tent pegs. entrenching tool, canteen, first
aid kit, gas mask. helmet and all other gear had to
be clean and displayed in a given order. Clothes,
coats. hats. etc. were hung on the proper racks in
sequence. The buttons on all clothes were required
to be fastened, including the buttons on the inside
pockets of coats. Rifles were inspected from one
end to the other, inside and out, and if not clean.
punishment was quick and sometimes severe.
Shoes had to be polished and placed in order under
the bunk. The footlocker placed at the foot of the
bunk, and everything in it, in a given position.
Very few personal items were allowed.

During barracks inspection. usually every
Saturday. everything had to be spit and polish
clean. The windows were washed and shined by
wiping dry with toilet paper. Many a roll of this
paper was used every week and not all in the la-
trine. The latrine, another detested duty, was
washed from top to bottom. At “White Gloves In-
spection™ the inspecting officer wore white gloves
and ran his hand over everything. even under the
inside rim of the toilet. Woe be if his glove got
dirty. If so. the whole platoon would be restricted
until it passed inspection, maybe the whole weck-
end. That went over like a storm cloud.

I remember an occasion on a Friday night.
Most everyone had prepared for Saturday inspec-
tion and lights were out, one of the men dragged in
drunk, made a lot of noise and flipped the lights
on. Several complained. He said he had to see how
to clean his rifle. This man was disliked by most
of us because this was his normal behavior. | was
angry, rolled out of bed and turned the lights off.



He flipped them on again. That made me really
mad and when he took a swing at me | hauled off
and smacked him in the face. He left the lights off,
Next day, one of the men on the lower floor, who
did not see this but heard rumors, asked me what
happened. I told him the whole story. He said this
man had come down to the latrine last night to
clean his rifle and had a black eye. When asked
what happened, his story was I ran into a post”,

This same man had a habit of not shower-
ing and really did stink. We put up with him until
it became too much to endure. Several of us
hauled him naked into the shower and scrubbed
him with a scrub brush. Didn’t have that problem
again.

Some of our classes were on venereal dis-
eases with graphic pictures and lectures of how to
avoid them. The first defense was to never have
sex with anyone except your spouse. (F) “Short
arm” inspection was held often. This was to find
possible signs of venereal disease. The procedure
was strip down to shoes and socks, put on a rain-
coat to cover until called by the medics. At times
the wait was as long or longer, than an hour. This
same man lay on his bunk and went to sleep with
all his privates exposed. Several of us decided to
end this. We procured a bottle of Mercurochrome
and poured it on the exposed area. Didn’t wake
him, but that cured that problem also.

Each wood post, down the aisle and part of
the frame of the building, on each floor, had a gal-
lon tin can hung on a nail for cigarette butts. When
on barracks duty, even if you did not smoke, they
had to be removed each day. emptied and washed
out. If one man failed inspection or a squad or pla-
toon was gigged, that meant more hours of drill
and/or scrubbing floors and latrines. The whole
group suffered.

Canvas leggings were a leftover from
WWI. They had to be laced up around the legs,
over the bottom of the fatigue uniform and down
to the tops of GI boots. Later in Europe we were
issued combat boots with leather attached to the
boot top that replaced the leggings. They were
more comfortable, easier to put on, and offered a
greater amount of protection.

While in high school 1 was in the Junior
R.O.T.C. and had quite a bit of close order drill.
This came in handy in basic training. Everyone
had guard duty with an unloaded rifle and you

=

walked around a given
group of barracks for two
= hours. If someone ap-
proached, you chal-
lenged. After they were
identified, all passed on.
A tour was two hours on
then two hours off, all
night. There was a prac-
tice that before going on
duty, guards were given
a chance to compete in
close order drill. The
winner, declared colo-
nels orderly, did not have
i to stand guard and re-
ceived a weekend pass.
The runner-up stood
duty at the movie thea-
tre. That was going to
the movie, check in your rifle, watch the movie
free, retrieve your rifle and return to your bar-
racks. No more guard that night. The first time [
stood for guard duty we were drilled down until
only two of us were left. It seemed the sergeant
couldn’t get either of us to make a mistake. He
then asked questions about the camp. | knew the
camp commander was General Wilson but | didn’t
know the name of the assistant (General Logan)
(F) and lost. The other man also had Jr. R.O.T.C. |
got theatre duty but no pass. Later one of my bud-
dies was scheduled for guard duty and 1 traded his
turn so I could get colonels orderly and a weekend
pass. This sergeant of the guard didn’t have a drill
down and 1 had to walk a tour of guard. I didn’t
volunteer for guard duty again

Close order drill was an eternal maneuver
that was practiced by the hour with manual of
arms over and over.

At one time 1 did duty to keep the fires go-
ing to heat the water and the barracks, in cold
weather. It consisted of shoveling one or two
shovels of coal into the furnace about every hour.
This was from 12 midnight, to 5 in the morning.
For this I got an extra $2. I always tried to earn
more money. (F)

After each day of firing on the rifle range
the brass, empty shells, had to be policed up. Eve-
rything carried in must be carried out. Of course
rifles had to be cleaned after each firing on the

] .
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range. Between times they were cleaned before
inspections. Other exercises were held to be sure
the rifle could be dismantled, even in the dark.
They were put under a blanket, so the parts could
not be seen, disassembled and reassembled by
touch again and again. Timed contests were held
to complete this practice in the shortest time possi-
ble. By doing this you were so familiar with the
rifle it could be cared for even at night during
combat.

Some of the classes were for airplane iden-
tification, both ours and those of the enemy. Pic-
tures and charts were used. We also studied and
practiced defense against air attacks. (F)

Many were the long marches with full field
pack, rifle, helmet liner, gas mask and all the other
gear needed to live with. As training progressed.
we added steel helmets over the helmet liners.
They were so heavy it felt that our heads were
forcing our necks into our shoulders. After a while
we became acclimated to this extra weight.

All night marches, about twenty-five miles,
were very tiring. The cadre of officers and non-
coms walked with us but didn’t carry all the equip-
ment that we did. Marching was generally not in
step, as was close order drill, but we walked 50
minutes and had a “break” for ten minutes. The
command “Take ten” was always welcome. Be-
fore the night was over almost all of us were
sleepwalking. We’d place a hand on the man’s
pack in front and sleepwalk in a half-conscious
daze. The “meat wagon™ (ambulance) followed to
pick up dropouts. Someone always failed to go the
whole distance. Some day marches were 12 miles
and had to be made in 4 hours and the next day 25
miles in 8 hours. They were tough and many men
dropped out.

We also had drills for gas attacks. In the
beginning you wore the gas mask into a building
filled with tear gas. It burned exposed skin but you
could breath. Then the mask had to be removed
and you stood for a while to get the real effects.
Boy did the gas burn eyes and nose. When given
permission, you raced for the door and fresh air.
What a relief. After the tear gas, everyone had to
take a sniff of something reported not to be harm-
ful, but it had the odor of mustard gas. It smelled
like garlic or wild onions. This was to prepare us
to know if we encountered mustard gas during
combat.

Some of these exercises were at night un-
der blackout conditions and we dressed as though
we were in malaria carrying mosquito country.
About twelve men were hauled into a training area
in the back of a 6X6 truck, the tarp cover pulled
completely over the closed tail gate with gas mask
on and mosquito net on top of steel helmet and
everything else. Sleeves had to be rolled all the
way down to the wrist. This was in July and Au-
gust in South Carolina and hot as blazes. Tempera-
ture 100 degrees, humidity about 90%, under
blackout conditions, black as pitch. That was a
long few hours exercise. It seemed days.

We hiked to the rifle range with a 30-
pound pack and a 9-pound rifle. On the rifle range
salt tablets were forced on us by being stopped at
the end of the chow line. We had to hold our
mouth open and a sergeant threw a tablet into it
and then forced us to swallow. Water had to be
conserved so we would get used to being without.

After all trips to the rifle range we had to
check all rifles to be sure they were unloaded. Af-
ter the long march back to barracks, and before
dismissing to clean them, we had another
“inspection of arms™. This was done by holding
the rifle at port position, open the bolt, look into
the breech, close the bolt and pull the trigger. On
one occasion, one man had failed to clear the
chamber properly and a round was left in it. When
the trigger was pulled the round fired. We thought
all hell was going to break loose. The bullet
passed just in front of the next man but missed
everyone. The sergeant tore him a new backside.
What else was done, was never told. It was fortu-
nate no one was injured or killed.

Marksmanship was with the M1 Garand
rifle, M1 carbine rifle, M3 automatic rifle,
(nicknamed grease gun because of its shape),
which jammed often while firing, 45 cal. semi
automatic pistol, 30 cal. light machine gun, anti-
tank bazooka, hand and rifle grenades. Later train-
ing included the 37mm anti-tank gun, which
weighed about a half ton, and the 57mm antitank
gun, which weighed about three times as much.
(F) At the beginning 22 caliber adapters were used
in the 37mm. When we were more experienced,
the actual size ammunition was used. (D)

We were infantry, primarily trained in anti-
tank. The North African campaign was in progress
at this time. The main weapon was the 37mm



anti-tank gun, a relic left over from WWI, but it
was not powerful enough for the new big Tiger
tanks of the German army. Our new big gun was
the 57mm. We trained on the smaller gun towing
it behind a half-track, firing target practice on the
range and even pulling it through the woods at
night by manpower. The trails (with a type of
spades at the end of long arms that were spread
apart and tended to dig in the ground when the gun
was fired) were lifted and carried by two men.
Others pulled by ropes attached to the trails and by
swivels fastened on the axles. Six men all to-
gether. Quite a tough job at its best.

Accidents in training did happen. These
big guns were heavy and dangerous. One man was
a victim by the spades of a 37mm gun falling on
his hand and was so badly injured, several of his
fingers had to be amputated. (L)

| believe the yellow-orange, almost red,
soil there was the hardest on earth. On bivouac we
were forced to dig a “fox hole” deep enough to
stand in with our head below the surface. It re-
quired a step on the bottom to stand on and look
over the top. I used a pick to loosen the soil and an
entrenching tool (shovel) to throw it out of the
hole. During the whole week I was unable to get
my hole deep enough as required. Hardly anyone
did. We also had to dig a slit trench (a hole about
12 inches wide and 18 inches deep and 6 feet long,
capable of allowing several men to straddle at the
same time) to be used as toilets before digging our
“foxhole™. Of course before leaving, all holes had
to be refilled. When it rained, and it did often, the
dirt became thick mud and sticky as tar. The tent
leaked everywhere it was touched. And touched
they were. Tents, called a pup tent, were two shel-
ter-halves buttoned together. Two men to a pup
tent did not leave enough room to turn over with-
out scraping the sides. Misery was a constant com-
panion and we were always tired. When we were
in the field, mosquitoes and chiggers were to be
contended with, adding to our misery. (F)

Another boring drill was with bayonet
training. It seemed it was by the hour. Stick a
bayonet into a straw stuffed dummy time and
again. Mock attack at an enemy by thrusting at
him, slashing upward with rifle butt, slice down at
an angle with bayonet and then stab as if the per-
son was on the ground. Then we put the scabbard
on the bayonet and thrust toward a fellow soldier.

He would try to knock the bayonet away and then
you reversed roles. This was tiring and really bor-
ing.

We threw practice hand grenades. These
had a hole in the bottom so they did not disinte-
grate and could be reused. We would insert a new
detonating cap with a trigger and stuff black pow-
der packs into the hole and reuse them over and
over. Later we used live grenades and this really
changed our attitude. These could kill. Rifle gre-
nades were fired by fixing an adapter to the barrel
end of an MI rifle, then placing a hand grenade
into the adapter, pulling the safety pin. placing the
rifle butt on the ground and firing with a blank
cartridge. That method propelled the grenade fur-
ther than throwing by hand. If the rifle was placed
on a knee, there was a good possibility of a broken
knee

I heard of one man killed during the train-
ing of a mock-up of village fighting. (L) A mock-
up village was buildings set up like a small town
that we were to run through and practice firing at
targets representing enemies. Before going into
the village barbed wire was blown up and machine
guns fired over our heads, about 10 to 15 feet
high, and booby traps were set off for realism. (F)

One night problem was to go out at night
under real blackout conditions and find the way to
a destination only by sky light, map and compass.
To read the map and compass it was necessary to
hide under a raincoat and use a flashlight. We suc-
ceeded but suffered the heat and humidity and
waded through swamps. Good thing we didn’t
think about snakes. “Fox fire” glowed on branches
and made the scene weird.

After several weeks of training we re-
ceived a first shipment of 57mm anti-tank guns.
They had been in short supply and were sent to
Africa first until they caught up. It so happened
the day they came in I was on duty at the supply
room and became the first person at camp to as-
semble this new model. The instruction manual
had not caught up with the gun mount but by using
my experience on the 37mm I finally got it done.

In most of the training these big guns were
pulled up on their “feet” and dug into position be-
fore firing, to assimilate actual combat conditions.
On one exercise, we had to pull the 57mm with a
half-track, back into position, uncouple, and set up
on the tires without being “dug in”. It was my



fortune again to be the first gunner this time.
When 1 fired, I placed myself so I could “ride™
back on the carriage when it recoiled. It really
bounced high and backward. By “riding™ the trails
I didn’t get hurt. The next gunner in turn didn’t
“ride™ back and the gun sight gave him a black
eye. A hard lesson, not easily forgotten. The
37mm projectile was slow enough to see the tracer
going toward the target. The 57mm projectile was
so fast it could not be seen easily. It also could
travel for about 7 miles so we fired it at a target in
front of an embankment. Once we overshot and
shells landed in a maneuver area and the men had
to dig in for safety. When we were alerted to that
we stopped until they moved out. (F)

Only practice rounds of anti-tank ammo
were used. No high explosives. One Sunday a fel-
low trainee and I walked out to the firing range to
pick up some fired projectiles. The firing had been
directed into a bank so where a projectile had
landed close to the surface, a ridge like that of a
mole, was formed. We followed the ridge to the
end and dug up our trophy. If high explosives had
been fired this would have been too dangerous and
we would not have attempted such an adventure.

One of the most dreaded courses was the
infiltration course. We marched out into a field
into a ditch and waited. At a signal, we had to
crawl under a barbed wire entanglement with a
machinegun firing live ammunition, with tracers,
overhead. The bullets were only 30 inches above
the ground. Meanwhile explosive charges were
exploding in holes to simulate artillery or mortar
shells. We wore steel helmets, a backpack and
drug our rifles through all this. It was scary.

During chow, if a person asked for food or
drink to be passed and the person passing it,
stopped and used it before passing, this was called
short stop. This would sometimes cause a fight,
especially if the item was in short supply and noth-
ing was left by the time the container was received
by the first man who asked for it. This happened
most often with cold drinks.

Gls claimed that if food could be ruined,
army cooks would do it. The worst was having
lamb. When this was being cooked the whole area
had such a bad odor it ruined even a hearty appe-
tite. No one believed the meat was lamb. It had to
be goat and little was actually eaten. While the
food was not always good there usually was
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enough to go around. Very seldom were we
treated to something like fried eggs, bacon and
pancakes. When we did, it was a real treat! Bacon
and pancakes were served with syrup and was
very good. | had never used syrup with fried bacon
before. The Army served the dried beef chips in
cream gravy on toast called S. O. 8. (s--- on a
shingle). Most of the men disliked S. O. S. but |
thought it was good. Now I think it is much better
if served on fried potatoes..

Generally 1 like fried chicken but one time
my weekend K.P. was to clean partly thawed fro-
zen chickens as they had not been carefully
cleaned before freezing. | cleaned so many this
Saturday for Sunday dinner it almost made me
sick. I was used to killing and cleaning chickens
but these stunk so bad it ruined my appetite. Next
day Bob Snyder. a soldier in another company that
had become a friend. and I left base, went to town
and bought lunch. In the evening we returned to
base and tried the P.X. for supper. They had
chicken also and we had trouble finding something
different.

I was on K.P. quite a lot for I did not jell
with the corporal on a lot of things. | didn’t drink
and he was rough and tumble, cursed a lot and was
always trying to get someone to meet him behind
the mess hall after hours to have a go at it. This
was against the rules but this corporal made his
own rules. I never did like or respect him. I have
had tough officers and noncoms but respected
them if they were right and fair.

One of the biggest drudgeries on K.P. was
peeling potatoes. It seemed they came by the bar-
rel. Some disliked the job so much they peeled
away most of the potato, thus wasting a lot. I had
been used to saving as much as | could and it was
hard to understand why good food was wasted.
Washing big pots and pans, it seemed by the hun-
dreds, was a close second.

Every one was supposed to learn to drive a
vehicle. | had never had the chance to drive and
really looked forward to this. Four piled into a
jeep, one man was the driver, the instructor in the
passenger seat, and two more students in the rear
seat waiting their turn. We were shown the ar-
rangement of the gears, relation of the clutch, ac-
celerator and brake. Usually after killing the en-
gine several times while trying to start moving, we
managed to succeed. Down and around a course



several times, then the next student. (D) That one
time was all the experience I had until I was trans-
ferred to Camp Campbell, Kentucky, 20th Ar-
mored Division.

The first time I went to chapel on Sunday
the chaplain was from a different type of church.
When the communion was passed | turned up the
glass and downed the liquid at one gulp. At our
church grape juice was used but this wasn’t grape
juice. What a shock. It was real wine and I choked.
The organist was a very attractive girl named
“Wanda”. from Oneida, Tennessee. Later we be-
came acquainted and went to a County Fair to-
gether and had a great time.

Laundry cost $1.50 per month, whether or

not it was used. I used it but also had to do some
washing by hand to have enough clean clothes.
We did not have enough issued to last from one
time until the next, especially underwear and
socks. (F)

I don’t remember what prompted it but I
had a chance to take some written 1.Q. tests for
both A.S.T.P. (Army Specialist Training Corps).
0.C.S. (Officers Candidate School) and the Army
Air Corps. (F) I didn’t pass up the chance for
something better. By passing all with a very good
score | was able to choose and chose transfer to
the Army Air Corps to try for one of the flying
officers’ positions (pilot, navigator, bombardier).



RESERVE OFFICERS' TRAINING CORPS e

LOUISVILLE MALE HIGH SCHOOL phe
Department of Military Science 12 {0
OFFICE OF THE PROFESSOR inelude
1942.

MILITARY SCIENCE AND TACTICS
¥ay 13, 1943.

TO WHOM CONCERNED:

I certify thet Mr. Gerald C. Weber has successfully com=
pleted the three years course cof training prescribed by the War
Department for the Reserve Officers' Treinirg Corps, Junicr Unit,
gradusting in Jenuary 1943. The last semester of the six semester
course, he served as a 2nd Iieutenant in this ROTC Corps of ap-
proximately 1000 young men. The fact thet he held a Cadet Com-
mission speaks well for his relative stending in the Corps as
there are but 57 vacancies for cadet officers in the entire corps.

While a member of the ROTC, Mr. Weber exhibited excellent
qualities of lesdership, as required in the military service, for
a young mar of his age. He is an intellipent and earnest person
end I consider him to poseess the requisite physicsl and moral
stemina required of lenders of small units of our combatant arms
in this present world conflict. Therefore, I recommend him for
thorough considerstion for any position of trust and responsibility
he may request. T believe he will acquit himself with credit to
the service in which engaged regardless of what his mssignment

may be.

OVEH E. HUTCHINSON,
Lieut. Col., Infantry,
Fo We 5. & T,



LRHY SERVICE FORCES
FOURTH SERVICE COMMAND
3 Cagp Croft
Spartanburg, Scuth Carolipe

27 October 1943
SPECIAL ORDERS)

. NUKDBER  257)

+ E«XaT=R=A-C=T
. i WYL g et W

3. The following nemed EM:(fir'Corps.Unasgd), atehd to oren indieated, having
been found qualified for pre-eviation cadet (Air Crew) basic training, are trfd to
AMFETTC, “nsic Training Center Wc. 2, Keesler Field, Miss, in their present prades,
and WP thereto at such time as wiil enable ther to report to the CO thereof on 5
November 1943. WD Circular #85, 26 March 1943, as amended, does not apply to these
EM, . '

- g

1, *Pvt Joseph G. “siley, 33651498, Co A, 26th IT3
2, Pvt Sheldon Feigel, 32975273, Co D, 3fth ITR
3. Pvt Harry M. Carter, 17111633, Co C, 35th ITR
4. Pvt Frenk Cusano, 31330628, Co C, 29th IT3
_ 5. Pvt Williem G. Dipeppi, 33726425, Co G, 33rd ITB
6. Pvt John L. Ewertsen, 32778132, Co C, 33rd ITB
7. Pvt David A. Folk, 12208587, Co L, 26th ITR
. Fvt Floyd 7. Hohn, 33607360, Co &, 28th IT3
.9. Pvt Gilbert J. Kercher, 36647519, Co C, 35th IT3
10. Pvt John L. Kosmosky, 33786866, Co A, 28th ITD
11, Pvt Hubert A. Legodais, 32966933, Co C, 29th ITH.
12, Tvt Earl G. Long, 35203047, Co A, 30th ITR
13, Tvt Allen B, Mallebt, 34826047, Co C, 39th ITR: . .
14. TDvt John Merlino, 33690081, Co A, 38th ITB
15, Tvt Mogens M. Moller, 32883886, Co D, 3fth ITR
16, Tvt Julian H. Otten, 33639691, Co D, 33rd ITB
17, Pvt Svend B, Rondum, 33576795, Co D, 27th ITB
18, Fvt Jerry Ruelf, 32970764, Co T, 3lst ITR
19, Twvt Carl E, Schneider, 12130537, Co A, 3lst IT
20. Twt Robert C. Schneider, 35726374, Co C, 35th ITB
21, 7vt Lawrence J. Selegue, 35222923, Co L, 29th ITD
22, TPvt Robert 7. Sullivan, 32951594, Co D, 29th ITB
23, Tvt Edward S. Varner, 32928309, Co A, 28th IT3
2.. Tvt Gerald C, Weber, 35705011, Co A, 26th ITD
25, Twvt Roland H, Winterten, 31373088, Co A, 33rd ITH
26. Tvt Jeck Tishnefsky, 3296.431, Co C, 3lst IT3
27. Tvt Edward R, Tooten, 14154514, Co C, 40th ITD
28, Tvi Neal Zuckerman, 32927538, Ce C, 29th ITD

* charge of shipment.

T i'r 7ill furn T. Tarty meal tickots fir twenty-eirht (28) EM for two-thirds’
(2/3) of .ono-(1) day will be furn UM .pdr 2, AR 30-2215- TDN¢ 15040 Frd31-02-A - —-
212/£0%25, Auth: Ltr Hq Fourth Serv C, file AG 342.1 - Camp Groft, subj: "Shipment
+f Candidntes frr "re-iviation Cadet (Air Crew) Training!, dated 20 October 1943.

* * *

Py order of Colcnel FOX:

MOLLY E. CHRISTI/N,

Coptain, TAC,

lesistant Adjutant.
OFFICIAL: 1

. : ) c gt
M odd, '(f. Mfml-'ﬂ)
JLLY E. CHRISTIAN,
ptain, WAC,
hegistant hdjutant



ARMY AIR CORPS

Thursday, November 4. 1943 (D)(L) I was
en route to the Army Air Corps on another train
trip. This time we went in style. We slept in a
Pullman car and ate in the dining car. What a dif-
ference it must be to be an officer! We were no
there yet. Just a potential one. Finally we arrive:
at Kessler Field in Biloxi. Mississippi, on Friday,
November 5, 1943, (D) We pulled into our area
of large tents with several men billeted on fold-up
cots and sand floor. The weather was HOT and
one of those downpours started. All of our gear
had to be piled on the cots to keep them dry.
What a beginning!

‘We were subjected to rounds and rounds
of tests. Each one caused some of the men to be
washed out. One test caused 63 out of 200 to be
washed out. (D) They were transferred to other
jobs in the Air Force. Those of us remaining were
given more tests and physicals. Each test or exam
had similar results. I dreaded looking at the test
results, fearing the worst. We marched in a formal
parade ground on weekends. Many of the men
grumbled about parades but 1 rather enjoyed
them, probably because of my Jr. R.O.T.C. Segre-
gation was in force and there were a lot of Negro
troops. When they marched they sang and
chanted. [t was great to hear them.

We also had an air show that was great. P-
40’s and P-47’s came in at one end of the field
and P-38’s from the opposite direction. As they
passed, all would begin to climb. The P-38's, a
twin tailed, twin engine fighter, stood on their
tails and continued to climb. The others, less
powerful, could only climb at an angle for a short
distance and then level off.

Near one of the hangers was a pile of
wrecked airplanes. Some were strange, unlike any
I had ever seen before. Later I learned they were
an experimental type. The propellers were placed
behind the wings and pushed instead of pulled.
The principle was great but had to be scrapped

because if a crew ejected the prop caught and
killed them.

After duty we could go on leave to down-
town Gulfport, Mississippi, to the skating rink. It
was in a large tent and the wood floor had been
prefabricated, hauled in and set up. That made a
very uneven floor. It was like going up and down
hill. Great fun anyway. One time a couple of girls
were fighting and pulling hair. [ can only guess
but I feel sure it was over some G.I for they were
the only boys around at that time. Several of us
soldiers pulled them apart and made sure they
went their separate ways. | had never seen girls
fight and pull hair like that.

When I walked down to the shore of the
Gulf of Mexico the sand was covered with dead
Portuguese Man-of-War, or jellyfish. We were
told the tentacles could still sting and not to touch
them. They were strange to me and | did not get
close to them. (F) I really wanted to go all the
way to New Orleans but our pass would not let us
go that far. I didn’t want to take a chance of get-
ting caught and washed out of the cadets.

Several people, myself. other Gls, a few
WAC’s and the chaplain, were decorating the
chapel for Christmas when the chaplain, a newly
inducted second lieutenant, generally called a
shave tail, asked “What does T.S. mean?” | was
embarrassed before the women and answered.
“That means tough stuff”. Everyone laughed and
[ think he caught the drift for he didn’t ask again.

After weeks of tests and sweating to the
passed lists, we were loaded for another train trip
to school. Friday, December 24, 1943, at 12:05
PM, we left for parts unknown. (D)(L)

On this trip, we were en route Christmas
day, which didn’t bother the Army but we did
have Christmas dinner on the train. We stopped at
Chattanooga, Tennessee, and went to a party at
the U.S.0. during a layover.



KEESLER FIELD
BILOXI, MISS.

hev, ad//ﬁ’/j

L Fulthe ;.

}WAJ'?;-«/V‘M V.W.‘?,? W
LAY 6. T rigf Strito it Fom, | i
Lo pus of the U, O Lk podd St gl Jions
jw&‘»wﬂbwwmww '
75{» ov%- It oo ande sl /Z:AMM
A Do o foe o, poie dih P St ol

M%M%Mwa}xw%

I 000md Ay % 9K 2 ke sl abtrd )0

ammt? %ywa%/‘/%w

Wra_.wmwmﬁ-%am,wj ,,Ww.z,ﬁt
4 Miciantt gond ¥ pra At n T mrin. et
wwlin . T fak pae slar o f 5

e <o dirkh Mﬂyxam d..!mfﬁ:;,

CoURTESY SOUTHERN BELL TELE £ AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
nnnnnnnnnnnn



V,f(l/«ébm,é W 4
= 5 3
j{ n—ﬁtrﬂw T ﬁw:ﬁw
o ande 1 ands )/A/_f"'""m‘;f‘:é( éj(zi!’
V Ae @mfﬁw s 3

Lol Ao W‘w
M-l’ “.% M}ayi‘uﬂm
MW M-*‘/ AHMM o

Mwy.f,/& e .3;:: WJW‘}'}L

/LMMM vﬁ%

/m?{CD wtre WLk ke

AJ An . awnsl \("‘/DCMJLM

S
W W Al fisenas

20



KEESLER FIELD
BILOXI, MISS.

O o . Rmpririsirktlnd S s s il it
U’mﬁr}d.‘ﬂxymy«z JL“WX,\TMJ —
e e A f 1 2 g A A e i n

NT Mrwfﬁ,ﬁ,}”/?ﬂnf

e Akt B, [ﬂf/?‘ﬂ'

,,Mﬁ/v,i:;@y#ﬁiwﬁiv/w
ot g b sy amein i

A s Ly 74\1 M 5
@JJ_M.L,&?A}Q widl entd )
At Hr ae /WAMMW b Y Aot
%upmuzb,c;[\!% Lot A AL R K

COURTESY SOUTHERN BE
-----------

21



LN g st /C"b'- ;
R P
V. o 3! /
a%;&k Lk iy S 7@4 seva,
:ﬁﬂmr‘? -ﬁa /ga.%, &/.&4//. (34;;:(/,_,5.3}/,?&)
Mmﬁ S o o 74/,47&2 i
”Mﬂ ""“-; Mf:;o y ot A le Bl 5:45.
T TR 5 g ﬁfﬂdhméfﬁa«
pprinck “‘“‘%‘%M aomile sy /
Ma e Shdl 7 o
T bt i S S e
e L oty it ol Ly sl
J‘?"’: o 74;'@[(4 iy it d e S
]_5 PRk - %fﬁ‘ e
) "'W:;:-:VW%’W%
/ s - Ve e Sl Ao miasmts g G0°
APt At ey = 4

‘/;/ a@a /»W..f%w. ,-Z/” ;,‘z‘\l:(r :f:‘l oA /HAI
ST art s Aven" o o Gk
Hler arfle ait IQM

Ire. Waminr Arddthon .

ety e S
A VMMM%‘;. 4 £ I ,.
150 5 i 2 /éf"’“‘ 7
e c/u?,/% Z’/xﬂ”,éa
e sk Kaod Aok M(M}ﬁu#};ﬁ(‘

22



KEESLER FIELD
BILOXI, MISS.

nd O b il Bl G A AL
H T o it Mty ome s o ST
Ak M&/Uz’ /’/"‘%— a bt oy 4 Mu.
MM”WM 14@7(/‘(#!/4}
2o ik ime A itsct i omphochen
At ekt o i dd
1 2, dukie, 300 d S 3 2
e ked Lyt tpe i ”M%M ;{‘?
,u-/;z!,?/.tmfmol‘, Md%m
whort | flosr i Ay gt @«7,/,4/),“%
T Y ont o T s e Log ot nint
G T
Annd Ao Aiet R "“J o /‘Gz;:‘é VA
‘:ﬁﬂ“‘m7’/hv qua«ﬂ%f-/iﬂ
Wk antr .'/l/»we'-,a(t MW o Ara
Jreen {74& s/ S N 'Jv'/&w'/d? o 22
led ,7(-,“17_. ol g A 4y rri s . ol
/m«ﬂﬁn Kon Lid v ietls Aepinides st sntia Ao

4—-».4‘;(44('-'9;,‘ o ae 1l b‘-‘-—éﬂﬁ«ﬂ- ’-W/‘}'/“D;;ﬁ_
Vil Lt M.:Z&d g Ed st Jp fog

COURTESY SOUTHERN BELL TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY
INCORFORATED



24

P
o .

2 conaglins b vt cndoler ed A 2/, rphet

N %-;144;;14[@7 z-d(_ /'_,.m‘;, 7'._“ ;‘:‘4&1-’[,;:( - WI_.AA!

gy R S | /M%qu¢ 2 Lo 2T dnl

"{"‘;\/L £4, B - " 5T 3 /
/' AN o %‘ il g Molp oy 2K anl,

\;'_[-% _-pv%% /M Ao .4,—9’ ’é% s/( Mm ; \//A‘.‘/f
ey :r/:f- Aornkl s “%'{"nﬂ W%/W,J_ V. AL

f«?ﬁw‘a.u wore Ayl 2 b wdelen oy 50 fo el

74‘;6;44
Yok sert Aéwwt{u o g;:ﬂu Py &

/,,““‘u( vty Well, 9 Lot fpt crbaD car’
L3, ,.,..,.‘17' e ' : .y JL
54941?.«/";7,&22& %,&)ﬁﬁw

A T
| ywym,ww% R
St s s AT

Vit bk ki i sk hiogl

4%1,'-@(?/" MW‘*%' wa b s

a.w/.mw,xmw-

ATl Ay .
4 i,




TENNESSEE TECH

Finally we arrived Sunday, December 26,
1943 at Tennessee Tech in Cookeville, Tennessee,
on a beautiful large campus. (D) The school was

Tennessee Tech Campus

small with about 400 civilian students, 100 boys
and about 300 girls. (F) My group was billeted in a
big barracks type building that housed the machine
shop. Regular Army officers, which consisted of
one captain, (the first one was Captain Lynch the
second was Captain Girard) four lieutenants, (one
was First. Lt. Bryan Myers) and 10 noncoms, (F)
were in charge, and discipline was rigid. We
marched in groups to and from classrooms, chow
hall and elsewhere. Meals were to be silent except
to ask for something. We didn’t have fresh milk.
The school had their own dairy but the milk was
not pasteurized so the cadets were not allowed to
drink it. We used watered down canned milk. (F)
Reveille every moming, taps at evening. Forma-
tion and marches quite frequent. No fratemnizing
with civilians during school hours was an order.

Soon after our arrival, the regular officers
gave us tests, close order drill and personal inter-
views. They then chose cadets to be acting officers
and noncoms for acting cadet leaders. One of the
questions | was asked, “What is called an Army
housewife?” Instead of answering I don’t know!™
I said, “I suppose it is a woman married to a man
in the Army.” Wrong! 1 should have admitted [
didn’t know and it would have made a better score
for me. I was told it is a sewing kit. My promotion
was 1o acting sergeant in my squad, not a cadet
officer.

One morning, at roll call, 1 spit in ranks.
My sinuses were a real problem, and even though
it was before daylight, I was seen and gigged. We

were not even fully dressed by then. What a bum-
mer. I'd have to walk a tour before being allowed
to go off campus next weekend. A tour was to
walk in a circle for 50 minutes and then take a 10-
minute break between tours if there were more
than one. Cadets had to have a haircut once a
week, and a shave every moming whether it was
needed or not. Another morning, 1 got up late and
skipped shaving, my face was so smooth and hair-
less, and I felt this didn’t matter. The Army offi-
cers held inspection every day. This time when the
inspector got to me he stopped, bent down so the
light shown behind my face, and asked “Weber,
did you shave this morning?” I answered “No sir”.
Then he gigged me again.

First class uniforms were worn all the time,
even guard duty, except during exercises and run-
ning. Fatigues were allowed on K.P. Radios, read-
ing mewspapers or magazines or writing letters,
were not allowed after 7:30 PM. Study was from
7:30 until 10:00 PM. Then lights were out and bed
check was before midnight. (F)

Calisthenics was an everyday occurrence,
or at least five days a week. Weather permitting,
and sometimes in a light snow or drizzle, it was
still an order of the day. A three-mile run then
completed this. When your body became accli-
mated to it, it wasn’t bad. In fact one day several
of us “eager beavers™ continued our run beyond
the normal roads. We didn’t know the area and
ended running further than expected. We figured it
must have been eight to nine miles, for we fin-
ished just in time for class. (L) We showered and
changed to uniforms and | was so winded it was
difficult to concentrate on studies. We enjoyed this
so we tried it again several times, once finishing in
37 minutes. Six of us, another time, ran 16 miles
and only two did not make it all the way without
stopping and walking for a while. (F)

Our instructors were civilian college pro-
fessors and we earned college credits in a normal
college course, with emphasis on science, physics,
math, trigonometry, English, history, geography,
meteorology, drill and gym. | enjoyed it very
much, for after all, it sure was a lot better than dig-
ging a foxhole. Really a gentleman’s life. .Classes
were 8 hours, including several studies in one-
hour segments, one-hour gym, one-hour drill and



studies at night were onc and half-hours. (F)

After hours we were allowed to visit with
civilians and even, sometimes, go off campus.
Passes for leave were on Saturdays from 12 noon
to 12 midnight. Sunday morning until 4 PM. There
were no overnight or three-day passes. As much as
I wanted and tried, | could never get enough time
to go home to Louisville. (F) I was always home-
sick and wanted to see my family and Gladys.
Cookeville was not a large town. Business district
was one block long on one street, (D), but it was a
welcome change to the confines of the school.
There were only 2 theaters and they were only
open part time, and another one that showed only
old pictures. a few stores, several barbershops and
a grocery. That’s all! (F) Somewhere about this
time | met a student named “Dorothy™ whose ma-
jor was aviation. We dated several times. She even
invited me to attend her church one Sunday, 1
think it was a Methodist Church, even insisting |
sing with her in the choir. Was that ever a mistake!
I could not and still can not carry a tune in the
least. | survived but was really embarrassed. “Dot”
and her sister, “Pat”, also a student at Tennessee
Tech, lived with a family named Sloan in Cooke-
ville, near the campus. (D) Mr. Sloan worked at a
grocery store in town. (F)

One time while marching back to the bar-
racks in formation, I saw “Dorothy” standing on
the steps of one of the buildings. As soon as I got
into my area [ picked up a camera, ran out to the
quadrangle, hollered for her to stand still and took
a picture. As I turned to go back to the barracks,
one of the regular officers, way across campus,
saw me and ordered me over. He asked me if I
knew “No talking to civilians during school hours
was in force?” I assured him I did but only took a
picture. That didn’t help. He gigged me again.

One interesting program we had for enter-
tainment was a Dr. Polagan who gave a demon-
stration on mental telepathy and hypnotism, I
wanted to go on stage as a subject but when 1
raised out of my seat, my pants leg caught on a
bolt on the seat in front of me and tore, I had to sit
back and miss the experiment. He had students
smoke a cigarette and told them it tasted bitter.
They tossed the cigarette down and made a face.
He told them it would taste bitter for several days.
Sure enough those students couldn’t enjoy a
smoke for several days following that. Another

bashful girl was “put under” and told to make a
political speech to the audience. She did and was
embarrassed when she was awakened. He also
passed a magazine out to the audience after he
studied it for a while. When a student was asked to
call a page number he told the article and the ad-
vertisements on that page. Quite entertaining but |
was disappointed for I wanted to find out if I could
be hypnotized.

We were fortunate to finish all the studies
assigned except for actually getting our hands on
the controls of an airplane. That was to happen the
next Monday morning. Prior to that, on Friday
morning all cadets were called into the school
auditorium for a special meeting. When the regu-
lar officer said “Men sit back, relax and loosen
your tie if you like”, we knew something bad was
afoot. Strictness was never broken before. He pro-
ceeded to read orders from Air Force Command.
The cadet program was cancelled. All men that
had transferred from another branch of service
would be returned there. All persons originally
from the Air Force were to be transferred back to
their former jobs. Some had been mechanics, even
air controllers. Many cried. We had endured a lot
to get this far. What a blow! We were all being
trained to be pilots, navigators or bombardiers and
so far none of us had been washed out since start-
ing school. The program was just cancelled.
Europe was about to be invaded and more ground
troops were nieeded and enough Air Force was al-
ready in place.

One man had been an air controller for the
Air Force before transferring to the cadet program.
[ remember his story about such a great need for
supplies that planes were greatly overloaded. He
told us of a time when he was on the radio talking
to the pilot who was trying so hard to take off with
such an overload. He raced the motors, pulled
back on the “stick™ and rocked from side to side
trying to lift off. The pilot was talking to the
plane, “Come on just a little more™ and begging
the plane up. He finally ran out of runway so he
pushed the throttles closed and pulled the wheels
out from under the plane. It hit the ground and
skidded into a railroad embankment. By this ma-
neuver the crew could still survive and walk away.

None of us knew our primary classification
until college was completed and then we were to
specialize. Just before shipping home from



Germany, over a year and half later, I asked one
of the men in personnel to look up my records, to
try to determine my classification in the cadet
program. He told me I had been classified primar-
ily to train as navigator. (I can only guess it was
because [ had lot of math in Male High School
and the U. of L.)

It was about another week before orders
were issued for our departure and all discipline
was relaxed. We went to town, drilled and made
work to pass the time. “Dorothy” had already
been taking flying lessons so she took me out to
the airport and told her instructor what had hap-
pened to our program. He took us up for a flight
and let me take over the controls. It was really a
thrill.

We were led to believe, but not told offi-
cially, that we were to be sent directly overseas
without furlough to go home. I called and told my
parents about this. We had not seen each other for
about eight months and feared it would be much
longer if [ would be sent overseas without a leave.
They arranged to get railroad passes and came to
Cookeville for a visit.

One
friend and fel-
low  student
was Cecil
Hubbard who
had been a
miner of gold, '$
copper etc. in |
civilian life in |8
Oklahoma. §
His  brother
Lloyd was in
pre-flight else-
where but we
were able to
meet him in
Clarksville,
Tennessee.
When my
family  was

\SKNOXVIT ¢
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Cecil. Gerald, Lloyd

scheduled to visit me I ached in my back and
shoulders and was afraid 1 would not be able to
visit them. Cecil had also been an athlete so he
had me lay on a bunk and massaged my back with
rubbing alcohol. With this treatment over a cou-
ple of days I was able to go to town and visit with
my family. | was grateful to him.

When they arrived 1 couldn’t get off cam-
pus to meet them for [ still had two tours of duty
to make. So, even though it was raining, | com-
pleted them. Their trip had been unusually slow
on this local train. The local word around here, at
least from one of our professors, was that the
Tennessee Central was the oldest thing on earth.
“God created heaven and earth and then He cre-
ated all creeping things”. This railroad was so
slow, it only crept. Thus it had to be the “Oldest
thing on earth”. Our visit was short but great.

Another student and friend. Alan Klein,
was fortunate that his fiancée was able to visit
before we were shipped out. Her maiden name
was also Klein, which I thought was unusual. (F)

I shipped out, Thursday. April 20, 1944,
about 3:15 AM. There were several of us leaving
and a group of student friends went to the train
station to send us off with a wonderful farewell.
We took “The Old Slow Train™ and had breakfast
in Nashville Tn. (D)

Leaving Cookville, TN.
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HEADQUARTERS
45th Collese Traininz Detachment (Aircrew)
Tennessee FPolrtechnic Institute
Conlevilla, Tennessee

353 3 April 1944
SUSTECT: Kelief Irom Air Crow Training

T3 : All Avigtion Trainees from Army Service Forces
and Army Ground Forces.

The f{ollowing message to this Headquarters is quoted to
211 concorned:

"YOU WILL RETURN TO THE GROUND AND SERVICE FOItCES ALL
ENLISTZL MLH +HO VOLUNTELRLD FHOM THISE SOUKCLS AND HAVE
BELW FOUND FULLY QUALIFPIED FOx TRAINING AS PILOTS, BOUB-
ADTILaS AND NAVIGATORS, BUT wHO HAVE NOT YET LNTERLD FRE-
FLI3ZT SCHOOL. THIS ACTIO IS NiCE3SARY AS THE RLSULT OF
A CRITICAL AVD IILELIATE KEED FOk YOUNG, VIGOROUS, AND
woLL-TRATNED MEN ITH LEADELGHIP QUALIFICATIONS TO HMLET
THE UAGEIT NELD OF THE GROUND AND S:HVICE FORCES. IT IS
LOSINTTAL THAT EVERYONE OF THLSE SOLDIXERS Bl MADE AVAIL-
ABLE FO.. PENDING OPERATIONS IN VIDe OF ACCUMULATED
SE0.PAGES THAT HAVE DEVELOPED SINCE LAST JULY IN SELICT-
IVS GLUVICE. IT IS wITH PROFPOUND REGRET TIAT I CONSZENT
TO DROP PFROI THE ARMY AIR FORCES TEAII THESE SPIRITED
YOUI0 IEH KO BAVE ASPIRZID TO JOIN:OUR COMBAT CitEnS
wHICH Al GAINING FOR US SUPERIOAITY IN TUE AIR IN
SVERY DHLATER OF oAFARE, IT IS5, HOwaEVIX, THI VIRY
SUCSLESS o ik ARIY ALL JOQUCLS TUAHS HOW IH COIBAT «HICH
[0 TOIS SHITT JF WICATING POJIR W ISL ATD t*uO.....u. Y
TREST. YUUSENT A BLLAICED ToOm 0 OUR LWL .
AL TOUCLS TIAL DAS SUCCLLLLD DUTTLR TIAN Wi DAGED HOPE
B e to L. T %Cﬂl‘f. Gl a"" SHD IT NOW PLIRNITS A Q-
”IC IO‘I IN OoUn TRATHINC LaTD. o0 SIALL, OF COUXSL, CON-
TIUL TO TRAIN COL.D I CRL.G T4 45 CIISE 4 RATIO AJ POSSI-
BLE TO QUi LXACT ULZSDS. I Al SUal THAT THUSL MUl «ILL
UIDSTAND LT IN A rd0Gndl: OF SUCIH MAGNITULS Ti_aBb WILL
8o TILS WIIBN TIE NUMBLL OF MO wiO QUALIFY IN ANY PATIC-
JI00 wILL EXCLUD ThH. TRAIRIEG @BFOTA FOoR THLT
«HILS IT IS UMY LUTY 40 olGiuD TIIS MAToLt IN 4
PALCIICAL LIS T IT IS MY DLoTHL W iT YOU HAND LACIH OF
Tﬁﬂuu LGN AFPLOCTAL, A COPY OF THIS HISSAGL EXPLLINING THE
HoAS0MS POl HIS BLIkG OBLIGLL 1) FOKLGO THIS TRAINING.
wILD YOU LLSO CONVLY TO LiCl MAN MY PoiSONAL APSRLCTA-
J.IO‘ +D THANIS FOK BIS INT K.OT I THL ARMY AT TORCLS
I 20 IIH GOOD TUCK AND COOL HUNTING IN THL BRACH TO
dﬁICh do AJTURES. T AN CONFIDLET THAT THLSE PIN. AILRICLAN
SOILI_ 3 «HO «4GNT T2 DO TEL GRUATSST POSSIBLL DAlLGL TO
il LNCUY ILL YRIPLC THL OPPORTUNITY Fi AN EARLICR
LRCLCHITINT T2 THS ATDAMNATIVL OF JAITING POR TRAINTING
Wi TEL JREYUGAIR FORCES !T S0ME LATER LT,

HENRY H, /RNOLD
GENERAL, ALF
COIL LD ING

ClEre o A jM v
ALTRID L. GIR/IDD
Captain, .ir Corps
Coxaanding





