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                     “Cleared Hot” 

                                 By Lon Holtz 

It has been said that you develop a plan so you 

can throw it away when everything goes crazy.  

And that’s exactly what we’re doing with our 

2019 reunion plans.  

You may recall in the last newsletter, we honed 

in on Warner Robins, Georgia, instead of Oklaho-

ma City as a tentative site for the 2019 reunion.  

The curator of the Museum of Aviation at Robins 

AFB was thrilled at the opportunity for the Muse-

um to become the future home for the A-37’s his-

tory and memorabilia, and he and I began a dia-

logue to make that happen. Even more appealing 

was they already had an A-37A on display along- 

side all the other aircraft we worked with, or 

around, and wanted to expand the A-37  display 

even further with our history. 

In our initial talks, I learned that at present the 

space to expand was somewhat limited, but they 

have future plans to build a new and much larger 

facility, which would expand our exhibit to one 

worthy of its history. Long conversations began 

trying to get our arms around all the requirements, 

and ideas were addressed in great detail to make 

all this happen.  

We were progressing at a pretty good clip, but 

started to feel we were rushing a major event that 

would be only 75% complete for a 2019 reunion 

instead of one we wanted to represent us in the 

years to come. This is our best shot at getting the 

display right, and it ought to be our best effort.  

(continued on p. 3) 

As we start laying the foundation of the 2019 reunion, 

we’re also thinking about securing the A-37’s legacy.  Lon notes in 

his column that we are actively working with the Museum of Avia-

tion at Robins AFB in Georgia on a concept to house memorabilia 

centered on the Museum’s display of tail number 14525, an A 

model in camo colors.  The Museum curator is looking for any 

photo of 525 decked out in the baby blue scheme from the Combat 

Dragon test period.  So, if you served in the 604th ACS during that 

time, please see if you have such a photo in your collection and 

send it to us.  

Spinning off that request and beginning with this edition, we’re 

incorporating a feature called “Footlocker Photos,” publishing pho-

tos or copies of other memorabilia from your scrapbooks, shoe-

boxes, footlockers, etc. After all, we do want to share our memo-

ries with other people.  See Pete Irzyk’s collection on page 2. 

Grouped under “War Stories” are articles or stories, whether pre-

viously published or not, from one of our members.  Often, it 

might be from a member Gone West, such as the one on page 3 by 

Dick Gruber, or an article Association members might find inter-

esting, such as the continuing story by Hank Keese on page 5.  

“From the Archives” (p. 4) continues the unit history of the 

604th SOS from January to March 1969, a period during which 

cracks in the wing spars grounded the entire fleet of  A-37As for a 

month and HQ USAF laid out a timetable to expand the A-37 fleet 

at Bien Hoa to five operational squadrons. 

In his unpublished book And So It Began, Fred Long takes us 

through his experiences during one of the many rocket attacks 

aimed at Bien Hoa and the changeover of the A-37 maintenance 

function to the 3rd TFW just prior to his DEROS.  

An update on Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam: hardcover copies 

of the second edition are sold out.   Two copies of the second edi-

tion softcover ($19.95) are available as well as three copies of the 

first edition hardcover ($39.95).  See www.a-37.org for order form.  

Check out the memorabilia page for updated information on 

items for sale.  If you want any of the available items, let me know 

by email or voice mail. We’ll work out the payment options.                                                                                                     

                             ...Jerry Sailors 
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Emails  

 
4/19/2018 from Ron Vivion 

Since Col. Dave Harnly’s email showed up in the latest 
newsletter as not valid, and knowing of his advance age, I 
googled to see if he had gone West. I was sad to learn that 
Dave died on May 21, 2017 in Stillwater, OK.   

Dave was my Flight Commander at the 604th SOS in late 
’69 and early ‘70, was a talented leader and a great fighter 
pilot.  RIP. 

4/20/2018 from Gordon Weed 

Jerry, thanks for the newsletter and keeping me in the loop. 
It seems that we have quite a few of the troops that are 
heading west these days. I am still hanging in there, but it 
won't be long since I will be 92 in May. Pat and I have 
fond memories of our Association through the years and 
we thank you all for everything you have done and still 
doing. 

Take care and we send our best wishes. 

Gordo and Pat  

4/10/2018 from Pete Irzyk to Lon Holtz 

During my tour at Bien Hoa (1969) as a flight line crew 
chief/mechanic, I worked on many 604th aircraft and met 
many aircrew/pilots.  I’m sure we crossed paths at some 
time.  Good news is we served and made it home. I actually 
arrived in-country in very late December of 68 and rotated 
out on January 1, 1970.   
 

Footlocker Photos (from Pete Irzyk) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Member Update  

Gone West 

Don Ellis - 10 June 2018, San Antonio, TX  

Richard T. Gruber - 27 April 2018, Niceville, FL 

Dave Harnly - 21 May 2017, Stillwater, OK   (see Ron 

Vivion’s email) 

Frank McAllister - 6 March 2018, Dardanelle, AR 

 

 

 

Fini flight for one of the pilots - don’t 

know who 

      514 getting weapons load 

Me in front of the Raps 

Ops building 

          My aircraft: 67514 

          The Rap Mobile 



“Cleared Hot” 

(continued from p. 1) 

And so, we are going to change the plan a bit. 

Instead of rushing to a full-blown reunion at the 

Museum in early 2019, we are going to delay our 

opening there until everything is ready. Our ef-

forts to help the Museum will continue and, as we 

go along, we may ask for contributions that repre-

sent us and our history. 

To fill our 2019 reunion schedule, we were ap-

proached by Scott McIntosh, the author of a glow-

ing review of our book in the Air Commando 

Journal, who now lives in Wichita, Kansas. He 

asked if we would consider coming back to the 

home of the A-37 and the birthplace of our history 

at Cessna, now Textron Aviation, in Wichita—

“The Air Capital of the World.” 

After being advised that we may be interested, 

he got the ball rolling and received the backing of 

Textron and three other notable organizations in 

Wichita, to bring the bird’s spirit back to its home.  

We’ve already secured a tour of the Cessna facili-

ty, with a possible look at the new Scorpion air-

craft. There is also the Kansas Aviation Museum, 

which is housed in the circa 1935 former Wichita 

Municipal Airport Terminal and other points of 

interest. Our event magician, Judy, is working on 

events to please all. And as I write this, invitations 

are still coming from parties and businesses in 

Wichita wanting to take part in our festivities. One 

of the notables previously mentioned, also wants 

to host one of our events.  

There still is a lot of work to be done to make 

this happen, but for the money, location, and at-

tractions, along with it being the location of our 

first A-37 Association Reunion in 1970, it seems 

like a great place to gather. More as we go along.     
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       USAF Photo 

War Story  
(by Dick Gruber, adapted from Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam) 

Dusting Off  

The best of times...Squadron Commander of the 604th SOS.  In 

early 1970, I relieved my good friend “Ole” Harold E. Hanson, a 

most capable officer.  We had flown F-106s at Kincheloe AFB, 

Michigan, pre-Vietnam and were now flying the A-37: esprit de 

corps, friendships, war, immediacy of squadron turmoils, strate-

gies, and headquarters. 

So my tale - with untroubled bias - evolves from a minor skir-

mish with HQ - only one of many. 

The Wing DO called me with: “One of your pilots dusted off the 

Wing Commander as he was leaving the arming area and he, the 

Wing Commander, is pissed.” 

“I’ll take care of it,” I said. 

“Not so…” said Lieutenant John 

Lamb, the accused one. 

“Just watch it,” I said. 

Several days later, another mildly 

irritated ADO call.  Same subject, 

except this time both Majors James 

Keating and Jay Weenig blasted the 

leader’s aircraft with jetwash. 

Both categorically denied guilt.  Seemed damned funny to me.   

“God damn it, you guys. You’re making it tough for me to enjoy 

happy hour,” I said. 

Not many days later, the DO telephoned, very, very angry.  This 

being the third time, all hell to pay, no control, etc., etc., etc. Lt 

Col Ed Ellis (Ops Officer) happened to be the tagged one. “NO 

WAY!” 

Then came a most welcome “tip” from a friendly VCO.  Some 

might recall from basic history (Civil War I), Brig Gen Ulysses S. 

Grant, marching his troops southward (he was riding) to attack 

Confederate camps, was accompanied by a surgeon, who was rid-

ing a large powerful horse that insisted on surging to the lead. 

Grant was, in most ways, unassuming.  However, there was one 

thing: he did not like anyone riding in front of him!  Hence, 

“Doctor, I believe I command this army, and I think I’ll go first.” 

Could it be my Wing Commander thought he was Ulysses S. 

Grant? 

Would you believe, you Dragon fliers, the SOB thought it de-

meaning for “Number One” in his F-100 to taxi behind a Tweet? 

The fix was obvious, easy, and priceless.  Once our guys waited 

to be last, no more calls. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Fighter Pilot’s Self-portrait 

John Lamb, a picture of innocence, 

with his ground crew. 

USAF Photo 



  

  

 

 

 
 

(The following is adapted from the 604th 

SOS History, Jan-Mar 1969, with an ex-

cerpt from the 3rd TFW history from the 

same period.)                                                                

The 604th Special Operations Squadron (Fighter) flew 

1,782 sorties against the Viet Cong and Democratic  Re-

public of Vietnam insurgents during the period 1 January 

1969 to 31 March 1969.  The A-37 was grounded and saw 

no action for a month during this period, but returned to 

action in the middle of the Post-Tet offensive.  Operating 

out of Bien Hoa Air  Base, the squadron supported opera-

tions throughout III and IV Corps Tactical Zones flying 

close air support, direct air support, and interdiction mis-

sions both day and night. 

During the quarter, ten pilots completed their tours. 

Many of them returned to the A-37 training squadron at 

England Air Force Base, Louisiana.  The 604th gained 

twelve pilots, including LTC Harold E. Hanson, who took 

over as Operations Officer on 21 March, and LTC Jack R. 

Lee, who was programmed to take over as Chief of the 3rd 

Tactical Fighter Wing’s Command Post. 

During the Post-Tet offensive, which started on 23 Feb-

ruary, the 604th suffered no loss to aircraft or personnel. 

Squadron pilots did not fly from 9 February through 2 

March.  Near the end of January, a T-37 while inflight lost 

a wing, and on 1 February, the 604th began inspecting 

wing spars after each flight.  The aircraft with cracked 

spars were grounded, and one by one as more cracks ap-

peared, more aircraft were grounded until only five re-

mained.  On 9 February, the entire fleet was grounded. 

TCTO 1A-37A-537 called for the removal and replace-

ment of both the upper wing spar caps.  A team of people 

from the Rapid Air Maintenance from the San Antonio Air  

Materiel Area, 604th flight line personnel, 3rd TFW Field 

Maintenance Squadron, and TDY personnel from Tan Son 

Nhut, Cam Ranh Bay, and Danang began modifying the 

wing spar caps on 16 February. A total of 695 manhours 

per aircraft were spent on teardown, modification, and 

build up.  The first functional test flight after modification 

was flown on 4 March with an aircraft completed approxi-

mately every two days.  A program of transition flights 

was initiated to requalify pilots in their aircraft, and on 8 

March, combat operations resumed.   

The 604th Organizational Maintenance Squadron,  in 

order to prevent a large turnover of personnel at any one 

time, effected a transfer within the 3rd TFW.  Twenty-two 

(22) personnel were sent to F-100 squadrons while 25 were 

gained from this source.   

In contrast, the weapons shop did not have a large turno-

ver of personnel with seven gains and three losses, a total 

of 48 personnel assigned against an authorized 53.  From 

this manning, nine load crews were certified.  These crews 

loaded 9,200 separate pieces of ordnance during this period 

with an overall effectiveness rate of 98.3%. 

 

(From the 3rd TFW History, Jan-Mar 1969) 

In accordance with plans initiated at Headquarters USAF 

in October 1968, plans were carried forward for phase-in 

of four additional A-37 squadrons in the 3rd TFW and 

eventual deletion of the three F-100 squadrons.  Timetable 

for the changes: second quarter of FY 70, addition of two 

A-37B and deletion of two F-100 squadrons; fourth quarter 

FY 70, addition of two A-37B squadrons and deletion of 

one F-100 squadron. The last two A-37B squadrons were 

scheduled to be in place in May 70, which would give the 

3rd TFW five squadrons in an all-A-37 wing.  The 3rd 

TFW Operations Plans Division was working with 7th AF 

on plans for the changeover.   Approximately 180 days 

prior to the first deployment, Bien Hoa was to extract 

Equipment Authorization Inventory data from the existing 

A-37 organization for forwarding to Tactical Air Com-

mand on or about 15 May 1969.  Two of the four added 

squadrons were to have mobility commitments, but no for-

ward operating base.  A supply support plan was to be de-

veloped by PACAF.  The Unit Detail Listing (manning) 

was to be ready by late April 1969.  The new squadrons 

were to be trained under the TAC concept. 

(continued in next newsletter) 
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An A-37A stripped of its wings during the shutdown 

from 9 February to 3 March 1969.   

Photo:  
Bud Abbott  
Collection 



War Story 2  
(The following is adapted from an article submitted for, but not published in 

Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam.) 

Good Times, Bad Times 

by Hank Keese 

Night close air support missions were usually flown 

under flares, of several hundred thousand-candlepower and 

carried by the lead aircraft.  When dropped, they would 

float down under a small parachute and light up several 

hundred square yards with their bright magnesium light for 

several minutes at a time.  The only problem was that as 

they floated down, they also drifted along with the wind. 

This posed two problems for the pilots.  First, we tended 

to think of the light as the sky and forgot that our “sky” 

was getting smaller and smaller as the flare got lower and 

lower.  Second, if the flare moved, the tendency was to 

move along with it and not stay over the target.  Once you 

got used to these aspects of night flight, it was fairly easy 

to hit your mark. 

I was Lead on a night mission near a village named 

Dong Tam in the southern Delta when I learned the hard 

way that you can never predict what the enemy will do.  

The mission FAC, Tilly 09, had been called in by an Army 

patrol when they stumbled onto a VC force of unknown 

size in an area they thought was clear. 

The Army patrol had managed to scramble into a pair of 

bomb craters where they were pinned downed by VC 

automatic weapons.  It appeared that “Charlie” was being 

overly cautious, but we thought that it was just because 

they had no idea how small the patrol was.  As a result of 

the first contact, the patrol had three wounded, one dead, 

and their leader was certain the Viet Cong was a superior 

force that could quickly overrun them if we didn’t discour-

age the idea. 

I was Lead Hawk-3 (aka Shake and Bake flight) off the 

alert pad, carrying flares and four 500-pound cans of 

napalm.  My wingman was carrying four MK-82 500-

pound high drags.  We both had the standard 2,000 rounds 

of 7.62-mm for our miniguns. 

When we scrambled at 0330 under a pale half moon, we 

were the only fighters available in the Delta region.  Even 

though we had no delays, when I checked in with the FAC, 

he told us to “Haul Butt,” because, as he put it, we were 

“just in time to keep the bad guys off the Army’s terrified 

ass.”  I couldn’t argue with that.  I too would have been 

terrified in their position. 

I thought of the young kids on the bus that had   brought 

me to Bien Hoa what seemed a few short centuries ago and 

pushed up the power.  It had only been ten minutes since 

the phone rang in the alert shack, but it would be another 

five before we were able to start bombing and that must 

seem like years to those kids on the ground. 

The FAC was flying an O-2, “Oscar Deuce,” which had 

a very limited supply of marking rockets on board.  He had 

already used them all trying to keep the Gomers off the 

good guys.  So when we showed up, he suddenly realized 

he couldn’t mark the target.  It’s a big, dark jungle down 

there at night and without marking rockets, saying the 

target can be hard to find is a monumental understatement.  

The moon was bright enough to give a vague idea of the 

terrain, but that was all.  While it is possible to work 

without marking rockets, it takes time and that was one of 

the precious things the guys on the ground were running 

out of in a hurry. 

 Evidently feeling he had to solve the problem quickly, 

Tilly 09 did a courageous, but stupid, thing: he flew over 

the area where he thought the enemy was hiding and 

turned on his landing lights.  Every gun in the area started 

firing in his direction.  It took only a second for him to go 

dark.  Nobody was surprised by the transmission he made 

following the run. 

“I hope you guys got a good look at that because I will 

not do it again!” 

“Talk about shining your ass, Tilly,” I said.  “Are you 

alright?” 

“Just need a clean flight suit is all and I’ve got to be 

honest.  If I’d known how many guns are down there, I’d 

have tried something else.” 

“Copy that,” I said.  “I saw what appeared to be one .51 

cal machine gun and a bunch of small arms.  I have a fair 

idea of what we are after, so I’ll light up with a flare if 

you’re ready.  The area seems to be about 200 meters south 

of some small fires next to a large stream.” 

“That’s the place,” he replied.  “The fires are from my 

marking rockets.  The bad guys are south of them and our 

guys are in those craters south of the bad guys.  You are 

cleared in hot with a flare.  I’m level at 1,500 feet west of 

the target.  I have your beacon in sight.” 

“Roger, Tilly.” 

I flew over the target at 4,000 

feet and released a flare.  It fell a 

few hundred feet while the para-

chute deployed and then burned 

bright enough to light the country-

side with an eerie blue white light.  

Swinging back and forth under the 

parachute canopy, it left a ragged, 

white, smoky trail that marked its descending path in the 

clear night sky. 

 

 (continued in next newsletter)                                       
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Curleyque pattern of flares under 
parachute canopy. 

US Army photo 

US Army photo 



….And So It Began  

(continued, Chapter 8 of an unpublished book by Fred Long) 

I soon fell back into the normal routine. I was still as-

signed to the shop and taking orders on the flight line as 

they were dispatched. Pete Schindler and I were taking 

most of the MA-4A rack rotation work orders. We never 

waited for it to be assigned to us; Pete would just take the 

work order and say, “Let’s go.” I liked working with Pete 

and we made a good team. He was fast and we would race 

each other to see which one of us got a wing finished first. 

He was hard to beat when he had his mind focused on the 

job. Sometimes he would start singing and that would give 

me an edge. At the drop of a hat, he would start into Bo 

Diddley’s number one R&B hit “Bo Diddley.” That one 

would definitely lift your spirits and he would perform it 

to a T. Pete had a happy-go-lucky spirit about him that 

somehow made each day pleasurable. 

 April slipped into May without a single attack on the 

base. The feeling we had was that the VC had abandoned 

their assaults and we would spend the remainder of our 

tour without those alarming nighttime explosions disturb-

ing our rest. But we were wrong. The attack on May 5 

would be the most savage pounding of our Vietnam expe-

rience. It began at 2:59 A.M. We found ourselves once 

again huddled within the claustrophobic shell of the bun-

ker. Overhead an interminable roar continued its pounding 

with one thundering explosion after another. A deadly 

tension took hold of our frame. Our legs refused to move. 

Our hands trembled. We clench our fists in order to hold 

ourselves steady, and we could only grit our teeth with 

each devastating explosion.  

 We stood together as if in our graves, waiting only to be 

closed in as the sickening sulfur fumes began pouring into 

the chamber. It was as though we were in a boiler and we 

dared not look at one another for fear that our eyes might 

betray our fear. And we could do nothing but stand mo-

tionless while this relentless, nerve-racking bombardment 

continued for over an hour. “It will end,” we told our-

selves as each shock vibrated overhead. “It will end. We 

will come out of this alive.” 

 We were hit with thirty-one rockets and sixty mortars. 

Eleven people had been injured and thirteen aircraft dam-

aged. Most of the assault had been focused on the flight 

line, and we were surprised that none of our aircraft had 

been damaged. No one I knew had been injured. We re-

turned to our barracks wondering how the enemy became 

resupplied and how they managed to get so close to us 

again. I was stunned. For a moment the barracks was si-

lent. We looked from one to another awkwardly. “That 

was a close one,” someone said. We all felt the tension; no 

words were needed to communicate that. It was easy to 

think what could have happened, that we might just as 

easily not all be here sitting on our bunks, smoking our 

cigarettes and trying to think of happier times, apple pie, 

summer nights, and soft breezes. 

Someone somewhere had let their guard down. We had-

n’t been under attack for a month and had become com-

placent it seemed. A vigilant watchful eye for enemy 

movement had become lax. This clandestine movement of 

NINETY-ONE different pieces of armament should have 

been detected. Someone should have seen this coming and 

put a stop to it before it started. But this war wasn’t being 

fought that way. We were lucky again. No one had been 

killed, but I was weary of this insane, preposterous war 

strategy that permitted the enemy unrestricted, unchecked, 

unblocked, unhampered movement. 

 It seemed I had just settled down when the alarm sound-

ed a second time. It was 6:00 A.M. and we found our-

selves all huddled together in the bunker again. Ten more 

rockets came screaming down on us, none of them inflict-

ing any damage, but we knew the VC were at it again. 

This would be another difficult month.  

 And so it proved to be. On May 7, at 6:45 A.M., we 

were hit with three rockets. Again that night, at 7:30 P.M., 

two more rockets hit us. On May 9, at 11:40 P.M., four 

rockets exploded into the ground near us, and I started 

sleeping on top of my bunk again, fully dressed, boots and 

all. Another attack came on May 10, at 2:34 A.M. This 

time it was five rockets. On 

May 14 we were hit again, 

at 11:00 P.M., with six 

rockets. This time six air-

craft in the Vietnamese sec-

tion were hit. Another rock-

et came down on us on May 

20, at 7:45 P.M. and on May 26, at 3:30 A.M., two rockets 

struck the base. Most of these rockets did no damage at 

all, they just disrupted our sleep. On May 29, at 10:15 

P.M., a shower of rockets descended on us. Twenty-five in 

number pounding the base, each with a thunderous explo-

sion that shattered our confidence. 

 This relentless pounding of the base, seemingly un-

daunted by the mightiest military force on the planet, left 

us with a sense of hopelessness, a feeling of extreme an-
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                       Flares over Bien Hoa  

William Dexter Collection 



noyance that the enemy, so unpropitiously equipped, 

would not give up. It appeared to us that we were no clos-

er to winning the war than we were in 1966. The city of 

Bien Hoa had even become a sanctuary for the enemy; a 

no-strike zone permitting the enemy to launch an attack 

and quickly retreat within its borders without fear of re-

prisal. We even needed permission from the Vietnamese 

mayor before we could fire on the enemy. But that was the 

way this war was being fought, and we could do nothing 

about it. 

 We loved our country. All of us had volunteered, young 

men of nineteen to twenty-two. We all joined thinking we 

were acting for the best. But we had all been misinformed. 

That is how they let us down. That is how the older gener-

ation deceived us. We trusted them; they represented, at 

least in our minds, a greater insight, more wisdom, a keen-

er understanding. For us everything was extraordinarily 

vague, our young lives cut off the moment we got here. 

The older generation had a history, something to look 

back on, wives and children; we had only our parents and 

no life experiences, except for high school or maybe a 

year or two of college. Some had a girl back home, but 

she had not gotten hold of them. All had enthusiasm––for 

sports––for cars––for music, but aside of that we had no 

future and we had not yet taken root. Not like the older 

generation, the ones that deceived us. They were able to 

think beyond the war; we were seized by it, unable to 

think beyond the next day––beyond the next night. 

But we were not a sad lot of airmen. We worked hard 

and played hard - some drank hard. And we loved our 

country just as much as they loved it, but we had learned 

to distinguish the false from the true. It was not our war. It 

was not our country we were fighting for. We had sudden-

ly learned to see. We had to recognize that our generation 

was more to be trusted than theirs.  

 I displaced those thoughts with the ever-grateful thought 

that each day brought me closer to home. I went to work 

with those thoughts; I went to sleep thankful that I had 

seen another day, and hopeful that I would survive the 

night. I found myself opening my Bible, the one Mother 

gave me when I was baptized on Easter Sunday, 1956. I 

had not neglected my Bible reading, but I found, after re-

turning from R&R, that I was reading it more. But it was 

like I was reading it for the first time. I felt a new aware-

ness in the words that spoke to me, finding new meaning 

and understanding, and cried when Jesus brought Lazarus 

from the grave. I wasn’t afraid of dying. If that should be 

my fate, if my time was up, so be it. I was more afraid of 

being blown apart, my body scattered this way and that, 

reduced to lumps of flesh and bits of uniform. “I will 

show you fear in a handful of dust,” said T.S. Eliot. That 

was my fear. I put my faith in God and His shield. He was 

my protector, and I did not let these things prey deeply on 

my mind. 

 I was looking forward to my DOD, date of departure. I 

had received my orders and would depart on July 26, if I 

could make it that much longer. The base, located outside 

of Sacramento, California, would be Mather Air Force 

Base. It was a SAC (Strategic Air Command) base. They 

had assigned me to a B-52 squadron. Tony Neidhard 

would also be going to Mather––good news for both of us. 

I started packing my things into a large wooden box the 

last week of May. Several of the guys were doing the 

same. I packed everything I didn’t think I would need, and 

shipped it to my parents on May 31. 

 On June 1, I began processing out of the 604th ACS and 

signing into the 303rd Munitions Maintenance Squadron. 

June 1 fell on a Saturday, so I was in both squadrons at the 

same time until Monday, June 3, when I officially signed 

out of the 604th. I had a choice of duty sections, the bomb 

storage area where munitions were received from the Ar-

my and stored for delivery, or flight line delivery of the 

stored munitions. I selected flight line delivery, thinking I 

might get a chance to deliver a load of bombs to my 

friends in the 604th. I never delivered a single bomb and 

spent the remainder of my term in the munitions building 

doing something (I have no memory of what) at a large 

wooden workbench where a huge fan blew a steady breeze 

on me that ultimately gave me a cold. 

 I didn’t like leaving the 604th, but the good thing about 

this duty was I had a scheduled workweek, 8:30 A.M. to 

4:30 P.M., Monday through Friday, and the weekends 

were off. Sergeant Birdsong could have scheduled our 

workweek with at least one day off, but he never did and 

we never knew when we would have a day off, until the 

day before. It was impossible for us to do any advance 

planning. Knowing I would be off over the weekends was 

the best part about the move. One other good thing was I 

didn’t have to move into a different barracks. I could still 

be with my friends and that, with the scheduled work-

week, gave me the best of two worlds. 

              

 (continued in next newsletter) 
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A-37 Cap 

$15 (plus $5 shipping) 

 10 in stock 

 A-37 Polo Shirt 

$24,  

(plus $5 shipping) 

3 L, 4 XL, 1 XXL remaining 
50th Anniversary Wine Stopper  

$10 (includes shipping) 

4 remaining 

 
Lapel Pin 

1” sq 

$8 (includes shipping) 

50th Anniversary Patch 

$6 (includes shipping) 

  2 1/4-inch Decal  

$4 (includes shipping) 

   50th Anniversary Commemorative Mug  

$6 (plus $5 shipping) 

5 remaining 

To order, send a note saying what you want along with a check for payment to 

A-37 Association, 142 Arrowhead Drive, Montgomery, AL 36117.   

A-37 Association Memorabilia 

Commemorative (Challenge) Coin 

$10 plus $3 shipping ($4 if ordering 2 or more) 

T-shirt (Black only) 

  $21 (includes shipping) 
3 L remaining 

 



 
 
A-37 Association, Inc. 
142 Arrowhead Drive 
Montgomery, AL 36117 

 

Inside is the  July 2 018 newsletter of the A-37 Association.  You have indicated a preference to receive 
this publication by postal mail.  If you wish to continue receiving the newsletter by post, you don’t have 
to do anything.   If you wish to change your preference, please circle option a or b  below and send this 
page to the return address above. 

Circle choice: 

a. Change my mailing address to __________________________________________ 

b. Take me off the mailing list. 

Or if you prefer to receive newsletter by email, go to www.a-37.org and email Jerry Sailors 

 

-mailing label 

  

   The A-37 commemorative (challenge) coin  

       ….. a memento you can carry with you at all times        

       ….. a good way to get a freebie drink from your A-37 buddy who doesn’t have one with him 

   For ordering information, contact Jerry Sailors at dragonfly369@charter.net 

 

    


