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DEDICATION

FOR his understanding of aviation cadets and the Air Corps spirit

he has inspired in the men under him, we dedicate this issue of Preflight
to Major Clifton G. Brown, Commanding Officer of Wing 2. A graduate
of The Citadel, one of America’s oldest and outstanding military schools,
Maijor Brown entered active service in 1941, was at Turner Field, Georgia,
before being transferred to Maxwell.



oNenrora..,

ECAUSE this is a war to protect the fundamental freedoms

of mankind, because democracy is the heritage of all Ameri-
cans, we fight today secure in the belief that our way of life is
right, that oppression and bondage must disappear from the world.
Here at Maxwell, we prepare for combat. Our training is basic.
There are no flight lines for Preflight cadets. Instead, there is
school, drill and calisthenics. But in preparing for missions that
will take us over Europe, the Pacific area, China and Japan, we
are also preparing to safeguard the freedoms we win. When the
last flight has been completed it will be our task to make certain
those freedoms and our way of life shall never again be threatened.

We are ready for that task. For Pre-Flight School is more
than a toughening of mind and muscle. It's more than a practical
background for future officers and pilots. It's the shapening pro-
cess which in an intangible way has matured us for responsibility
in the flight line as well as for the job ahead after the war. We
know the kind of world we want. We know because we know
why we're fighting.

This issue of Preflight records the tangible things at Maxwell,
things like the Burma Road, range and gunnery school, Open Post,
Squadron life, code and math. It also tells the story of a class—
the Class of 43-K. To most of us, as we prepare to leave, this
is the beginning of a new experience. Primary, Basic and Ad-
vanced lie ahead and with them the goal for which all of us are
striving—to fight this war in the air. These nine weeks have been
tough. The weeks ahead will be tougher. But we will go forward,
certain that our force will be felt both in combat and in peace.
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ONCE A MONTH THE TRAINS BRING A NEW LOAD OF “ZOMBIES” TO MAXWELL FOR INDOCTRINATION IN THE CLASS SYSTEM

‘ RETREAT

by A/C Lawrence Swift

HIS is Maxwell Field. Red earth covered
by green spotches of grass, yellow
stucco barracks reflecting the bright sunlight
and shimmering heat of an Alabama day,
paved streets and sun-baked squadron areas.
Cadets, pilots, engineers, mechanics, instruc-
tors, tactical officers; BT's along the flight line
throwing off silver streaks of lights in the mid-
afternoon. The roar of motors overhead and
a thousand craned necks taking a quick look
at the future. Drills, classes, calisthenics and
parades; rat lines, inspections; dental appoint-
ments and rec privileges.

Maxwell is many things. It has a present
ond a past. It's a school and a flying field.
It’s the beginning and the end of cadet life.
Its earth has felt the touch of many feet and
many wheels and even airplane bodies and

noses. It has sopped up the grease, the oil,
the sweat and blood of men. In infancy, its
earth fought progress, fought stubbornly to
down the men who sat on the controls. Some
fell, more continued on. Today, thousands of
young men pass through on their way to a
greater undertaking. To them, it's a flight
check for the fundamental knowledge they’ll
need ahead. A few may return to fly the BT’s
and AT’s that cut through white clouds into
blue sky. The majority will go on to other
fields, to other places where the red earth
has fought the battle to keep man out of the
sky—and lost.

All will remember Maxwell as the begin-
ning. They will remember when they fly alone
over tropical jungles and blue water, they will
remember in the thunder of a dive, they will


























































































