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The plaque dedication ceremony at the
USAF Academy was everything

By Lon Holtz

THIS REUNION WAS SPECIAL! It was
special because of you, the members. It was
we could have hoped for. As Lon says in his column, this event was
special because a plaque commemorating the
special...beautiful scenery, great weather, superb support from the AsA-37 and its role in Southeast Asia now has a
sociation of Graduates (AOG), the honor of placing the A-37 plaque
preeminent location on the grounds of the
alongside other unit citations, the camaraderie displayed by all who
USAF Academy. For those who attended the
attended, and the immense satisfaction of knowing the Association has
dedication ceremony at the Plaza of Heroes,
achieved in part one of its primary goals: recognition of the A-37’s
none will ever forget the rugged natural beauty
combat role in Southeast Asia.
of Colorado as the backdrop to the presentation
Our Association event planners had begun working this event over
of the A-37 plaque. It was simply awesome!
three
years ago by contacting the AOG for guidance and working with
The event exceeded all our expectations, perJim Nance, the sculptor who has worked extensively with the AOG, to
haps the best in our history to date. From befashion a first-class plaque. The “Plaque Committee,” consisting of
ginning to end, everyone was a part of its unLon Holtz (who did most of the yeoman’s work), Hank Hoffman, Pat
paralleled success. While we initially planned
McAdoo, and myself, scratched and clawed our way to the final prodfor 20 to 30 members plus families and guests
uct. You can see the final version on the A-37 website (also on the
to attend, the word got around and we saw 85
back page of this newsletter).
attendees at the dedication, including a number
of FACs and several general officers. We were
In this newsletter are emails we have received post-event, which realso told that we were the first to hold our
flect the same tone of enthusiasm and satisfaction present during the
presentation in the Plaza of Heroes since its
entire time we were together in the Springs. The one page of photos
dedication in November 2015. And because it
published on page 5 can’t begin to capture everything, but we’re workwas so well planned, the program would be
ing to get video of the dedication ceremony shot by Tom McCallum
used as the standard for all future presentations.
and a large collection of photos from several folks put up on our webWe were honored because the centerpiece in the site. So look for it soon online at www.a-37.org.
Plaza is a bronze statue of Captain Lance Sijan,
As for memorabilia, Lon was happy as almost all his T-shirts sold.
the only Academy Medal of Honor recipient,
Some folks asked for polo shirts, which he hopes to have for Rapid
that sets the inspiration stage and makes the
City in September 2017. Several copies of “Dragonfly: A-37s Over
audience part of the ceremony.
Vietnam” were sold, but we still have several hard and soft covers left.
Overlooking the plaza is the Unit Wall, a marHank Hoffman presented two copies of the book to the Cadet Library
ble surface reserved for future unit plaques that
on behalf of the Association, and, during the plaque ceremony, we prewill join ours and seven others already
Ph
oto sented a copy to the Association of Graduates Library.
(continued on p. 3)
Ca
New to this gathering was a commemorative coin featuring the map
Inside:
Page
depicted on the plaque on one side and the Association’s patch on the
other. See photos and ordering information on page 3.
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Emails
From Melinda Jackson, Radisson Hotel C-Springs:
Judy, Just wanted to send a quick email and THANK
YOU SO MUCH for an awesome group! It was such a
fun time. The entire staff is commenting on how nice
your group was, and what a pleasure to serve you. I hope
we have the opportunity to work together again!!! Please
keep in touch! Melinda

From Gary Dahlen, USAFA AOG Gift Committee:
Lon — Outstanding job with the dedication of your
plaque!! Everyone commented on how well the morning went. You truly have a good bunch of guys and
spouses — a tribute to your strong Vietnam bond. The
Class of ’70 Gift Committee was honored to be a

small part of your day. We’re proud of the addition of
your plaque to the Unit Wall and the story it tells of your
contribution to the SEA war effort. It was a pleasure to
meet you and your wife — I just wish I could have made
your Happy Hour(s) and dinner tonight.

It was also fun to reconnect with my old boss from my
Captain days at Headquarters ADCOM/NORAD — Henry
Hill. I had lost track of him over the years. He was a mentor and great boss during my early years in the AF.
From John Lamb:
Thanks for the hard work you folks have done AGA IN to
produce an exceptional reunion. For me personally it was
a very cathartic experience...and the ceremony was nicely
done. For whatever reason, beyond my understanding,
they asked me to be the representative of the commissioned
officers. Eric Jackson was representing the enlisted personnel. (Eric also represented the beginning of SEA operations with Combat Dragon in 1967 and John the end of
operations with the 8th.) The USAFA has done a good job
with the Southeast Asia Pavilion. They already have
plaques for the Sandy pilots, the Ravens, Wild Weasels, the
Jolly Greens and working on more.
From Joe Acri:
The reunion was great. Lon and Jerry did great job. Thank
you for making it a very enjoyable event. We are both
looking forward to next year.
Joe and my wing woman Rita
From Louie Gonzalez:
Madi and I wish to extend our sincere thank you for a superb Reunion/Dedication held in Colorado Springs. The
many hours spent in the planning, coordinating and implementing the task of bringing everything together were realized by the success of this event. The Venue, the Attendees, our Accommodations, the Gift Bags, The Coin,
the number of Association members present was simply
outstanding. Applause for each of you!

From Tom Petitmermet, a FAC attending the plaque ceremony and dinner (Pretzel 06/Mike 66, Dec 70-Dec 71),
suggested some A-37 types might want to sign into a discussion forum called the FACNET.
It was great finally meeting some of the pilots that flew
CAS missions that I controlled as a FAC in SEA so many
years ago. You guys did a great job with the activities at
the Academy and in the Springs last week. Thanks for
thinking of us old FACs.…to join the FACNET, log on to
Yahoo (if you don’t have an account, establish one.) Once in

Yahoo, check out yahoo groups and you should get a prompt to
join a group. It will either be under the Forward Air Controllers
group or just FACNET. When asked for permission to join, just
follow the prompts.
(Emails continued on p. 3)
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mounted there. The A-37 plaque, however, has a
special place at eye level right next to one honoring the FACs, who played such a large part in
our history. The FACs loved its positioning, too!
I must mention the superb support and cooperation of the Association of Graduates Gift Committee and their supporting staff, who could not
do enough for us to make our presentation memorable. They were pure gold.
Judy Grahn did her super magic in getting the
Radisson Hotel in the Springs, whose staff welcomed us with open arms as early arrivals on
Sunday, when we essentially took over half their
dining area for spur-of-the-moment get-togethers
and returned it to hotel ownership Wednesday
morning. The hotel sent us a post-reunion note
saying we were “an awesome group” and would
welcome us back anytime.
These successes could not have happened without the counsel of Jerry Sailors in multiple Sunday night fireside chats and Tom McCallum,
who captured the flavor of the presentation in
video and top-notch photos. And Barb for lending a strong supporting hand to Judy to make us
successful.
After a couple of weeks of rest, we will be back
at it again to make our 50th Anniversary in Rapid City, South Dakota, as memorable as this one.
So be safe out there. Have a great Fourth! Back
at you in October.

Emails (continued)
(From the FACNET Administrator): When the
new member goes to yahoo groups to ask for
membership, there will be an opportunity to
make a comment in support of the application. At that point simply give the name
of your FACNET sponsor (in this case Tom
Petitmermet) or , in the alter native, give a
short explanation of why you are important to
the FAC mission (surviving relative, fellow
brother in arms that falls within the FAC mission, or a good FAC related war story). I see
every request for membership and tend to give
very liberal approval.

3
War Story
Not all stories printed in the five booklets produced more than ten
years ago by Ollie and Gloria Maier were selected for the book
“Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam.” Here’s one by Dave Blum.
Air Commando C-123 Mission

FWIW: This was an Air Commando C-123 mission to a very forward dirt spot at a hillside Special Forces Army camp, where VC and
their friends chose to interrupt their afternoon siestas to hit the wire,
toss mortars, and lace the strip with automatic weapons fire.
The C-123 Provider (mortar magnet) was at one end of the
“drome” and needed defending from being made into a colander. A
nearby ARVN artillery battery began lobbing rounds at the enemy
invaders and somewhat kept things from getting worse.
The bad guys backed off for a while and things got quiet, so we
headed for the bird to begin prep for a quick departure as the sun was
setting. Then the attackers, now regrouped, came at the wire again.
A FAC was overhead and called for fighter aircraft to drive off the
bad guys.
Responding were three Combat Dragon A-37As. They came to lay
down ordnance that was most impressive to us and devastating to
Charles & Co. What that flight of three did in a short time clearly
turned the attack into a rout. (I have not a clue where this “strip” nor
“A” camp was located nor named.)

A-37 Commemorative Coin
A “Challenge Coin” commemorating the A-37’s combat role in
Southeast Asia was made available at Colorado Springs when we
dedicated the A-37 Association’s plaque at the USAF Academy. As
you can see from the illustrations below, one side displays a modified version of the A-37 Association patch while the obverse depicts
the map of Southeast Asia as lifted from the plaque. These coins are
2 inches in diameter and 3mm thick. Cost is $10.00.
If you would like to purchase one or more, send a check in the
amount of $10 for each coin plus postage of $1.50 (have to cover at
least part of the shipping cost) to The A-37 Association, 142 Arrowhead Drive, Montgomery, AL 36117. Otherwise, when you get challenged at Rapid City and you don’t have your coin, you owe the
challenger a drink.
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From the Archives

(The following is taken from the 8th Attack Squadron unit
history, October 1969 – December 1969.)
On 15 November 1969, the 8th Tactical Bomb Squadron
was reassigned from the 35th Tactical Fighter Wing at
Phan Rang AB, Republic of Vietnam, to the 3rd Tactical
Fighter Wing at Bien Hoa AB, Republic of Vietnam, and
on 15 November 1969 was re-designated the 8th Attack
Squadron. The squadron relocated to Bien Hoa without
equipment, its B-57B, C and E aircraft and personnel having been reassigned when the squadron was temporarily
deactivated on 8 October 1969 – in essence a paper move.
The squadron was re-equipped with brand new A-37B
attack aircraft, which had been shipped by sea to Nha
Trang, RVN, where they were assembled and then ferried
to Bien Hoa. The first aircraft arrived at Bien Hoa on 4
November 1969. Personnel were received from the 310th
Attack Squadron, which deployed to Bien Hoa from England AFB, Louisiana, on 28 November 1969, the main
element having been preceded by advance parties which
arrived on 7 November and 12 November 1969.
The 310th Attack Squadron had been activated at England AFB in May 1969, along with the 311th Attack
Squadron, under a program to activate and prepare for
deployment to Southeast Asia four combat-ready squadrons of A-37B attack aircraft.
The 310th deployed aboard Military Airlift Command
aircraft with 24 officers and 106 airmen. Upon arrival, 61
airmen were reassigned to munitions, avionics and field
maintenance organizations in the 3rd Tactical Fighter
Wing. In order to provide a base of SEA-experienced personnel and a smooth DEROS loss now, personnel were
exchanged with other squadrons at Bien Hoa, with the 8th
receiving 20 airmen and four aircrews in exchange for
eight airmen and three aircrews. Upon its arrival at Bien
Hoa on 10 November 1969, the 310th Attack Squadron
was deactivated.

...the smallest fighter ... the fastest gun
Operations:
Upon deployment to Bien Hoa, the first task of the 8th
Attack Squadron was to complete theatre indoctrination of
all its aircrews and obtain the C-1 rating. The theatre indoctrination and checkout program was organized and
conducted by the 604th Special Operations Squadron, primarily through four instructor pilots reassigned to the 8th.
The advance party of three aircrews were attached to the
604th for flying until the remainder of the squadron arrived and established its own flying operations. The
squadron arrived with an initial C-4 rating and attained C3 on 25 December 1969 with 16 aircrews formed. C-2 was
attained on 29 December 1969 with 22 aircrews formed.
Although the squadron was undergoing an extensive
checkout program, at the same time it was picking up its
share of the war effort. Still sorties flown for checkout
requirements were effective combat sorties in which ordnance was delivered on a hostile target.
Flying under the DOG call sign, the 8th’s activities during November and December included the bombing of
enemy base camps and bunker complexes, close air support to troops in contact with enemy forces, escort of UC123 defoliation missions (code name for this escort mission was TRAILDUST) and tactical airlift escort – primarily over Bu Dop Special Forces Camp.
The normal ordnance loads carried during this period
consisted of three types. For almost all interdiction and
close air support missions, aircraft carried either four MK
82 low drag 500lb bombs or a mixed load of two MK 82s
and two BLU-27 750lb untimed napalm. On
TRAILDUST escort missions, the normal load carried
was two LAU-3 2.75 inch rocket launchers and four CBU25 dispensers.
Most operations were conducted in III Corps and IV
Corps of South Vietnam with an occasional mission into
southernmost II Corps. No out-of-country missions were
flown. Generally, flights proceeded directly to a rendezvous with a forward air controller near the target and returned directly home. Occasionally, flights would be diverted from one rendezvous to a more active target, such
as troops in contact.
Tactics used most frequently were box-type bombing
patterns with restricted run-in headings. This was dictated
by the target situation since most targets in a fairly close
proximity to friendly troops or civilians. Whenever the
target and FAC permitted, random run-in headings were
used to reduce exposure to ground fire. All ordnance deliveries were controlled by a FAC or an MSQ radar controller (Combat Skyspot missions).
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Photos from USAFA Plaque Dedication
(Photos by John McAlister, Tom McCallum, and Barbara Schroder)
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... AND SO IT BEGAN
(Continuation of Chapter 7 of an unpublished book by Fred Long)

I was on the 7:00 A.M. to 7:00 P.M. shift. I would
awake at 6:00, dress quickly, run to the chow hall for
breakfast and a daily dose of quinine, served in a paper
cup at the start of the serving line, and then run to work.
After work we had but three hours to take care of personal
needs because the barracks lights were promptly extinguished at 10:00 P.M. The work routine was somewhat
regular. Every morning Sergeant Birdsong would conduct
a briefing in order to bring us up to date and prepare us for
the activities of the day. The load crews would be giving
their orders and head out for the flight line while the rest
of us would remain in the shop to take work orders for
equipment repairs as they were dispatched.
My job in the gunroom took me past Captain Earl
White’s office. He had his desk positioned at the rear of
the room where a large, open, screened-in window provided him with ample illumination. His desk faced the only
door that was kept open for any breeze that might help
cool the room.
I had walked past his office numerous times seeing it
empty, but one morning he was standing at his desk looking in my direction when I walked past. “Good morning,
Sir,” I said politely, continuing on to my workstation. He
quickly followed me to the gunroom and like a wild-beast
proceeded to chew me out, threatening me with an Article
15 for speaking to him and ordered me never to even look
at him when I walked past his office. I was shocked by his
behavior, seeing his face flaming with anger and by the
harshness of his voice. From that time on, I looked in the
opposite direction when I passed his door, but he could
hardly issue an Article 15 against me for just saying good
morning. The squadron commander would never approve
it.
Strange as it may seem, a few days later he came to the
gunroom, saying he could hear me singing and that he
enjoyed hearing some of the old songs I sang. I worked
alone and knew hundreds of Rock ‘n’ Roll songs from the
late ‘50s and ‘60s. I would sing one song after another to
help pass the time and no one ever complained.
I was putting a gun back together at the time and he
asked me to show him how it was done. I had the tech
manual open on the table and turned to the correct section,
although I had put so many together I didn’t need it. I
showed him, referring to the manual, how the six-gun
bolts were inserted into the housing one at a time, fol-

lowed by each of the six-bolt tracks that were held in
place with a nut. He seemed interested, complimentary,
but I sensed a sinister motive in his eyes that made me
question why he was doing this. The final step, before
closing up the housing, involved placing a Teflon paste
lubricant along the sides of the bolt tracks. I explained
how we had been instructed to put just a small amount on
each side of the bolt tracks. This was so dust and other
debris would not attach to the lubricant so badly and increase the friction that increased the potential for a gun
jam. With a forced smile he thanked me for the demonstration, saying he wanted to see for himself what I was
doing.
I was puzzled by this informal visit. I knew I didn’t have
any marks against my record. If it was an inspection it was
like none I had experienced before. Perhaps he was trying
to make amends for his unprofessional outburst earlier? I
turned my attention to another gun that was soaking in dry
-cleaning fluid. After giving it a good brushing I placed it
on the worktable for assembly and went to lunch. When I
returned, I found the six-gun barrels already attached to
the rotor assembly and three of the six bolts trapped inside
the housing. I could move the rotor neither forward nor
backward. The gun was jammed tight as a drum.
It was obvious Captain White had tried to assemble the
gun after I had gone. Instead of inserting the bolts and
pushing them forward, so when the rotor turned the bolts
would follow the camshaft in the housing, they had been
dropped between the bolt tracks at the rear of the housing.
When the rotor was turned, with nothing to hold the bolts
in place, they fell against the housing, locking the mechanism up. I struggled with it, using gravity and shaking it
this way and that, finding momentary freedom that allowed the rotor to turn a miserable sixteenth of an inch. It
was an arduous, nearly impossible process, and I wondered why Captain White had not used the tech manual,
and what the repercussion might be if I couldn’t get the
bolts free. It took every bit of two hours just to get the first
bolt out. I continued working with the rotor, seeing it turn
ever so slowly, trying to put gravity on my side. Finally,
with stubborn determination, the next bolt inched to the
surface. With only one bolt remaining, the task eased up
and the final bolt was removed. What should have been a
twenty-minute job had turned into three hours. And
whether the gun had been purposefully jammed is something I will never know. I do know if I had not been able
to get the bolts out, I would have been in serious trouble.
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We had our first serious aircraft accident on August 21,
just one week after the start of our combat missions. Major
George Shannon was returning to the base on a threeflight mission when his aircraft went out of control, flipping upside down. Shannon managed to get the bird turned
over, but it was dropping fast. He tried pulling the stick
back, but nothing happened, and the plane continued to
fall. He knew it was too low now for a safe ejection, but it
was eject or go down with the plane. He pulled the ejection handle and shot out of the cockpit. The wind was
beating against his face, and out of the corner of his eye he
could see his plane crash into a rice field. Seconds later he
hit the water-soaked ground, his body sinking deep into
the growth around him and the soft soil that saved his life.
He was but a few yards from his plane; his chute never
opened. Fortunately the accident was near the base and
within minutes medics arrived. They found him unconscious, dragged him from the pit by his feet until his head
was out of the water, and begin mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. The extent of his injuries never reached us. We knew
he had suffered several broken bones and we were all
thankful that he survived the crash.
But the accident hung over us like a dark cloud and with
an unsettled sense of gloominess that something such as
this had happened so soon. We were in a war zone and we
knew danger was all around us. But this wasn’t because of
war. It was because of something unknown; an unavoidable flight accident that could happen any time, anyplace.
He had been transported to an Army hospital where he
was recuperating and we passed a card around that all of
us signed and had it sent to him. It was years before I
learned the extent of his injuries. His neck had been broken and his back broken in two places; he would never
walk again.
On August 22, we received our lockers. They were delivered to the barracks while we were at work, in boxes laid
out on the floor. It was a welcome sight when I walked
into the barracks that evening after work. We had to open
the boxes and put them together and that took up a big part
of our time, but what a relief it was to see them assembled
with our clothes and other belongings neatly packed inside.
The work routine hadn’t changed. My work, for the
most part, kept me confined to the gunroom, but, every
once in a while, I would be dispatched to the flight line to
rotate MA-4A racks. These were installed inside the aircraft’s pylon that carried the weapons. Each A-37 had

eight pylons with the MA-4A rack held in place with two
bolts at the base of the pylon. The tech manual called for
removing these bolts and removing the pylon from the
wing. Once the pylon was on the ground the MA-4A rack
could be easily disconnected and lifted from the cavity at
the top of the pylon. That’s not the way we did it. It was
easier, and faster, to remove the twenty or thirty screws
from an elongated panel at the side of the pylon, knock out
the bolts, disconnect it, and lift it out. It turned a two-man
job for each pylon into a one-man job and while one man
was removing racks on one side, the other man was on the
other side doing the same. We could do the entire plane in
about forty minutes. The other way took over an hour and
a half.
I went into downtown Bien Hoa for the first time on August 25, my first day off since we started work. Some of
the other guys had already made a visit to town, and after
some persuasion, with one of them saying he was going to
“take me under his wing,” I agreed to join them. It was a
short walk to the perimeter gate. The main road to the
downtown area was not as congested as I had imagined it
would be. Several conveyances manned by men (a cyclo
driver) on bicycles with a rickshaw attached to the back,
and some to the front, called a X ich Lo - Cyclo if the driver is peddling in the back and X e Loi - Pulling Cyclo if he
is at the front, were outside the gate, but we decided to
walk.
It was a nice walk; the town, as I expected, was not that
inviting. It was dirty, but it had a romantic feel about it, a
sense of adventure accented by the rattling of cartwheels
drawn by hoofed four-legged water buffalo and oxen.
With little noticed given us, we slowly ambled along, undisturbed, the townsfolk more absorbed in what they were
doing than by anyone passing by them on the street.
Presently we came to a more congested area where street
vendors flourished and where small groups of children
converged on us, grabbing our shirt sleeves with their tiny
fists while trying to stop us, and with pleading eyes
begged for money. They would be shooed away with the
waving of the arms, turning their heels to another G.I. at
another location on the street. Other children, looking not
yet ten, would inquire of us, “Hey, G.I. You want number
one short time? Me take you? You want?” the youngsters
asking with some persistence before being chased off.
(Continued in October newsletter)
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