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THE AUTHOR RECEIVES A NEW POSTING AND BEGINS TO GO
THROUGH A SERIES OF ADVANCED TRAINING AIRCRAFT

RANDOLPH FIELD
28 MAY 1944 — 8 DECEMBER 1944

The arrival at Randolph Field was somewhat of a let-
down, as it was a dreary rainy day. The train had to pass near

the field on its way to the depot and I
could see some of the buildings off in
the distance. After leaving the train,

The Beech AT-10
was a result of the
government thinking there
would be a critical shortage of
aluminum and a dictate was
issued that training aircraft
should be built from non-
strategic materials (wood). The AT-10 was mainly molded
plywood — nacelles, cowls, and nose cone were aluminum. Power
came from Lycoming R-680-9 radials of 295-hp each (same type of
motor used in the Cessna AT-8 and Curtiss AT-9). Looking back,
it would seem that there was little needed for the type since
there were already so many multi-engine trainers.

Designed and built in a rush, the prototype Beech Model 25 was handed over to the USAAF
for testing but was destroyed in a crash on 5 May 1941. Beech was already working on the
Model 26, which would develop into the AT-10, and it flew on 19 July 1941. AT-10 42-2266,
one of the few finished in Olive Drab and Neutral Gray camouflage, was assigned to the 77th
Flying Training Wing at Matagorda Peninsula Army Air Field in Texas and was
photographed during 1942. The Wing was also part of the 62nd Single-Engine Flying
Training Group and the 79th Bombardier Training Group. (William T. Larkins Collection)
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PART TWO

I took a cab out to the field and began the
reporting process.

Randolph Field was a permanent base and
completely different from the temporary
wartime bases I had become used to. The field
was laid out in a huge square that contained all
the buildings, housing, and hangars.

Inside the square were
streets forming a circle, with houses for
ranking officers and non-commissioned officers
inside the circle. At the center of the circle was the
Officers’ Club — a large two-story building that
was quite luxurious. All buildings were of perma-
nent masonry construction, with stucco walls
and red tile roofs.

The flight lines were two sections, on
the east and west sides of the building
area. There were long concrete ramps
along each side, with a long row of
hangars down the ramp. The east side
was used by the single-engine section of
the school, while the multi-engine sec-
tion used the west side.

There were no runways here; the flying
field was all sod and surrounded the building
area on all four sides. It was a smooth, hard-
packed, well drained, and immaculately maintained. As the
saying went, Randolph Field was indeed the “West Point of
the Air.” It was truly a showplace for the USAAF and made
you feel proud to be part of it.

I was assigned a room in the Batchelor Officers Quarters,
which were located near the northeast the corner of the
large square comprising the building area. The BOQ consist-
ed of two large “U”-shaped buildings of permanent construc-
tion, which had two floors. The rooms were large and spa-

cious compared to what I had lived in at Douglas, Arizona,
and had individual baths.

Around the inner side of the “U”
was a wide porch, or gallery,

which was under the roof,
and looked out

into a court-yard,
landscaped and filled

with shrubs and flowers.
This was the pattern

throughout the base; people who knew their business
had laid it out and it was immaculately maintained.

The rooms were designed to

house two officers, for a while, I was the only occupant in my
room. Before too long, another pilot was assigned to the
other bunk and I now had a roommate. He was a real nice
fellow — rather on the quiet side and we hit it off well. His

last name was Duff — I can’t remember his first and he
was an instructor in the single-engine school.

The Catholic Chaplin, a Father O’Malley,
occupied the room to our left and as time

went by, he and I became good
friends. We went to

movies together,
and also did some

bowling. After we
had become good

friends, he talked to me
on numerous occasions

about joining the priesthood. I
just couldn’t picture myself as a priest and kept putting him
off with all sorts of excuses, with the main one being that I
didn’t consider myself good enough to be a priest.

After all my reporting-in process was completed, I report-
ed to the Commanding Officer of the Standardization Board

for Flying. This Board
consisted of three offi-
cers — a major and
two captains — who
were responsible for
maintaining standard-
ized training in the in-
structors’ school.

They kept current
on all the latest direc-
tives, flew with each other, and
periodically with all instructors
on the base. This insured a continual measure of self-evalua-
tion, which kept all instructors up-to-date on the latest’s,
and saw to it that they were all teaching alike.

I was assigned to fly with Capt. Tony Engles, who would be
my instructor through the course required for me to become an
instructor in the Central Instructor School (CIS). He was
somewhat older than most of the pilots — around 35 I’d guess
—very calm and quiet, and an excellent pilot.

As an instructor in CIS, we had to
fly in the left seat since our students

Nameplate from AT-10-GF
USAAF s/n 42-35010.


