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                                 “The Dragonfly”       

A newsletter of the A-37 Association, Inc. 

March 2016 

“Cleared Hot” 

By Lon Holtz 

WOW!!!! It’s been a very busy couple 

of months since the last newsletter, and I 

think the Board is tired. The planning 

committee for the June presentation of the 

A-37 plaque at the Southeast Asia Memo-

rial Pavilion at the USAF Academy has 

been hard at work.  

I want to single out, however, Judy 

Grahn for again doing a  superb  job coor-

dinating the logistics of our gatherings.  

She makes things happen: hotel arrange-

ments, tours, dinners, the all-important 

hospitality room setup, and numerous oth-

er details.  I shudder to think what we 

would do without her.    

Placing this plaque on the grounds of 

the Academy’s Association of Graduates 

is a giant step toward recognizing the le-

gitimate role of the A-37 in Southeast 

Asia. The history of the aircraft, both in 

the air and on the ground, needs to be 

told, and this citation, along with the   

(continued on p. 3) 

We’re in the far turn and heading into the 
home stretch as…… 

we prep for the dedication of the commemorative plaque at the USAF 

Academy on June 7.  Lon has set the stage in his “Cleared Hot” col-

umn.  Here are some more details.   

You should have received a registration form by now and know the 

dedication ceremony is set for 10:00 AM (MST) at the Southeast Asia 

Pavilion on the grounds of the Academy’s Association of Graduates.  If 

this will be your first visit to the site, you will want to take in and ap-

preciate all the interactive displays and citations that tell a great story of 

the bravery and sacrifice of US and allied forces during that war. 

We will also make a stop at the cadet area to see the iconic chapel as 

well as the newly dedicated Center for Character and Leadership De-

velopment, a structure that merits its own place in architectural fame.  

There will be time to stop by the Academy’s Visitor Center Gift Shop 

for souvenir shopping.  The only other planned activity is a buffet din-

ner at the Radisson that evening, allowing us to exchange thoughts and 

experiences on what we will have witnessed earlier in the day and, no 

doubt, catch up on the  stories and tales of those years so long ago.  

Planned, but entirely unscripted, is a hospitality room open daily. 

Inside this edition of The Dragonfly, Hank Hoffman catches us up on 

what happened to the A-37aircraft after US operations ended in 1972. New  

is a feature we call “From the Archives” in which we will highlight inter-

esting tidbits, articles, photos, etc. from official Air Force histories and a 

variety of other sources. 

A review of “Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam” by the  Vietnam Veterans 

of America magazine, published on 16 February 2016, is worth the read. 

Continued also is Fred Long’s unpublished book, “And So It Began,” an 

account of his experiences as a young airman deployed with Combat Drag-

on in August 1967 with the 604 ACS (Ftr) - Jerry Sailors 
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           amscom@embarqmail.com 

  This newsletter is a publication of the A-37 Association.  
It is published quarterly (except when within three 
months of a reunion, then monthly) as a service to the 
membership, new contacts, and other interested parties. 

    The views expressed herein are those of the editors/
authors and do not necessarily reflect any official posi-
tion of the A-37 Association.  The editors reserve the 
right to print any article/letter/email/photo deemed to be 
of  interest to members. 

    We also reserve the right to edit any article to fit 
space available and to reject any material considered 
inappropriate.  We invite and encourage members/
contacts to submit articles/letters/emails/photos. 

To visit A-37 websites, click on links below: 

 

www.A-37.org 

and a supplement to it: 

https://thea37association.shutterfly.com/ 

 

 War Story 

A-37 After Vietnam 

By Hank Hoffman 

 

When the US left Vietnam, the A-37 stayed on in use by 

the South until the North completed their invasion in 1975.  

The aircraft of the 8th SOS were given to the Vietnamese, 

254 being used by them in total.  Of that number, 92 were 

flown to Thailand by escaping pilots and two were used 

against their own country by traitor pilots during the last 

days of the Republic of South Vietnam.  These "renegade" 

aircraft were phased out of service in the late 1970s or early 

1980s, in all probability due to lack of spares. Some of the 

aircraft were shipped to Vietnam's allies like Czechoslo-

vakia, Poland, the Soviet Union and East Germany. Others 

were sold to private foreign owners. Six A-37s became 

property of American Warbird fans, while four A-37Bs are 

now privately owned in Australia and New Zealand. 

The factory in Wichita was still producing aircraft when 

we left Vietnam, and they stopped in 1975 after making a 

total of 577 aircraft.  Some of these late aircraft were deliv-

ered new to the Reserve Forces at Youngstown ARB OH, 

Grissom AFB IN, England AFB LA, Peoria IL, Battle 

Creek MI, Baltimore MD, and Harrisburg PA.   

The Regular Air Forces formed a 16-aircraft Air Force 

unit of FACs at Davis-Monthan AFB in Tucson, AZ, on 1 

September 1982 until 1988. (Call sign “Nail,” this was the 

23rd TASS.)  After 1988 they transitioned to the OA-10.  

As a FAC aircraft, the designation was also changed to OA-

37.  For the first time the air refueling capability was uti-

lized.   Hurlburt AFB FL had a squadron of OA-37s, the 

603rd SOS.  This entire squadron deployed to Panama refu-

eling behind a KC-97 for a six-hour flight.  It was deactivat-

ed on 15 May 1971, and the aircraft sent to the Reserves.  

Howard AB Panama had the 24th TASS flying OA-37s 

from 1985 to 1987 and again from 1989 to 1991 as part of 

the defense force for the Panama Canal.  A few found their 

way to Edwards AFB CA at the end of 1976, where they 

were used for safety chase on the A-10 being devel-

oped to replace the A-37, and also at the USAF Test 

Pilot School.  At TPS they were used for spin training,  

an illegal maneuver in the basic bird everywhere else.  

They left Edwards in the early 1990s.   

 

                        (continued on p. 5) 



“Cleared Hot” 

(continued from p. 1) 

Wright-Patterson plaque  and our book, 

“Dragonfly: A-37s over Vietnam,” serves 

that purpose.   

In these histories, the pilots got the head-

lines, but the heroes were the ground troops.  

I remember approaching my aircraft in pour-

ing rain, draped in a poncho, and seeing my 

ground crew, drenched to the skin, hustling 

to get the bird ready for the mission and then 

spreading my poncho over the cockpit while 

I sat in the seat doing my preflight. In 350 

missions, I don’t recall ever turning down an 

aircraft or bringing a malfunctioning piece of 

ordnance back to the barn. It seems the goal 

of every ground support troop was to resolve 

every problem and satisfy every pilot re-

quest. 

You ground troops had to face dangers 

that we pilots could easily avoid by simply 

maneuvering away from the threat.  But, you 

had to endure rocket and sapper attacks in 

the revetments - if you could get to them.  

And it’s about time you were recognized for 

your selfless devotion and dedication to your 

unit, the little but deadly aircraft, and the US 

Air Force.   

As a footnote, I have been in a number of 

both combat and tactical fighter units 

throughout my career and have never experi-

enced the same devotion and camaraderie 

demonstrated by the members of the A-37 

Association.   

Our plaque, embedded in a 22-by-21- inch 

frame and displayed alongside other cita-

tions honoring dedication and sacrifice, is a 

total work of art.   Its encapsulated history 

and wording, along with the overall design, 

will always be a reminder of what we did so 

long ago. I think you will be pleased and 

hope you can be with us on this important 

occasion. 

 

 

Emails 

(Received the following email after a test message sent out last 
November.) 

From: Ben Mackenzie (BenMcZie@aol.com) 

Monday, November 23, 2015 11:12 PM 
To: A-37 Association <dragonfly369@charter.net 

Subject: Re: A-37 Association Update 

 Thank you for your email .... Please keep me on your email list ..... I 
was an Aerodynamicist at Cessna on the A-37 .... And oversaw the 
creation of the performance section of the flight manual ... We had 
up to 13 people working on that section .... Doing all the calculations 
and converting Edwards AFB flight test data from the prototype to 
something useful and accurate for all the charts in the performance 
section. We had a Supervisor, Dick Crupper and two Group Lead-
ers ... John Law (who I reported to) and Roger Nyenhuis .... At one 
point we had 23 in the Aerodynamics Group in the old Military-Twin 
Division.   I also helped with the wind tunnel testing of a Reflection 
Plane model of the A-37B .... Tested at Wichita State University's 
wind tunnel.   If I recall correctly, its test section was 7' x 10' and 
they could get up to 160 mph.  

 I left Cessna in November 1973 after 8 years and became Chief En-
gineer for Norton Radomes for the next 30 years.  

 Thank you for keeping the A-37 Association going .... I would sug-
gest that before those involved pass on ... That the Discovery Mili-
tary Channel devote several hours on the A-37 history from its devel-
opment to its career of service to our country .... And for proving the 
need for a dedicated ground support aircraft ... The A-10 Warthog 
came about because of the success of the A-37 in Vietnam.   

 Kindest personal regards, 

S. Ben Mackenzie 

2006 Recipient - NASA Exceptional Public Service Medal 
2003 Recipient - Airline Avionics Industry's Pioneer Award 
1993 Recipient - Radio Technical Commission for 
Aeronautics Citation presented at Washington, DC 
 
Later Ben wrote the following: 

From: Ben Mackenzie  
Sent: Tuesday, November 24, 2015 7:24 AM 
To: A-37 Association <dragonfly369@charter.net> 
Subject: Re: A-37 Association Update 

Somewhere, I have 35 mm slides of that A-37B reflection plane 
model…… 

(continued on p. 4) 
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Emails (continued from p. 3) 

From: Ben Mackenzie   
 I forwarded your email to Bob Leonard .... He was an 
Engineering Test Pilot on the A-37. The lead test pilot, 
Jim LeSueuer (Spelling?) was killed in an A-37 accident 
around 1974 ... They told me he wasn't feeling well that 
morning ... They suspected he had a heart attack or stroke 
based on a ground witness in the area.  I had flown with 
him in the T-37 chase plane and also in a glider ... Jim and 
Bob loved soaring ... Bob still does soaring and lives near 
Albuquerque.  

(After my inquiry for permission to publish in this news-
letter, Ben wrote further.) 

Fri 2/12/2016 3:29 PM 

My first email is okay..... We had a great group of people 
working on that project ..... The A-37B is an awesome 
airplane .... With an old high lift airfoil ... And a wing area 
not much larger than a Cessna 182 .... With a pair of early 
Learjet turbojet engines.   That airplane was a rocket at 
lightweight.   I wish I could find the 35 mm Kodachrome 
slides I took of the reflection plane model tested at Wichi-
ta State University's wind tunnel ... But I don't have the 
time to try to find them at this point.  Go ahead and use 
my initial email to you.   Also, I still want to encourage 
the group to get Discovery's old Military Channel or the 
Smithsonian Channel to do several 1 hour special pro-
grams on the A-37, from its development to present time.  

Ben 

 
Sun 2/7/2016 12:41 PM 
loris.manozzo@mac.com 
Info about your book 
dragonfly369@charter.net 

Greetings Sirs, I’m writing to you from Italy asking if you 
still have a copy to buy of your book “Dragonfly” and if 
you would like to send to me overseas (I think at least 
shipping cost will be different). 
If yes please let me know the exact amount to pay (I’ll use 
PayPal). 
I pay you my respects for having flew and fought with this 
interesting bird and thank you for your attention. 
Best Regards, 
Loris Manozzo 
 
(After a couple of email exchanges, Mr. Manozzo, who is 
from Valdagno, Italy, ordered a hard cover copy of the 
book.)   Following up, Lon asked how he came upon the 
book: 

 

 

 

About how I've known about your book, I wanted to know 
more about the A-37, and I've simply made a search on 
Amazon.  Being it unavailable, I've looked for it using 
Google and I've found your website: www.a-37.org.  
Thank you very much for your time, 
 
Loris Manozzo 

 

New Members/Contact Information Changes 

Lifetime:  Art Oxley (artoxley@gmail.com) 

2016: Tuan Nguyen (nguyen.t.q@sbcglobal.net) 
             (flew with VNAF at DaNang, 1974-75) 

Email/Address/Phone updates:   

Bruce Summers (bksumm@icloud.com) 

Clarence W. (Buddy) Beall III  (UWEC77Beall@gmail.com  
    12 Eastern Ave., Berlin, MD 21811 (410-529-5474)   

John Serlet, 710 N. Juniper, Canby, OR 97013 (503-263-6907)  

         

Book Review of “Dragonfly”  

Excerpts from the VVA, Vietnam Veterans of 
America Magazine 

“Reading Dragonfly: The Smallest Fighter… The 
Fastest Gun… A-37s Over Vietnam (A-37 Association, 
311 pp.; $29.95, hardcover; $19.95, paper) is like sort-
ing a stack of lottery tickets and finding every one is a 
winner. Dragonfly presents a collection of attention-
grabbing history lessons. I initially opened the book, 
edited by Frederick D. Long and Lon Holtz, to a story 
titled “Sir, I’m on Fire,” and was amazed by how in the 
heat of the moment (pun intended) pilots perform illogi-
cal actions and survive whole. It only got better from 
there.” 
   “Arranged chronologically, the flying events parallel 
the course of the war. Pilots talk about the good, the 
bad, and the ugly. They recall dangerous and heroic 
deeds; they explain the utterly stupid ones. Honesty 
prevails.” 

“Books of this type are important because they fill 
voids in military history. Combat is a highly personal-
ized and relatively spectatorless endeavor. Rarely are 
people standing around to watch and report it. Mainly, 
the people that see it are those engaged in it. Conse-
quently, John Q. Public relies on guys from the arena to 
tell it like it was. This book performs that duty through 
the voices of a specialized group of warriors.” 

 
 (Excerpts from review by Henry Zeybel, 16 Feb 16) 
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A-37s After Vietnam 

(continued from p. 2) 

Foreign military sales began to distribute them to 

US southern allies, minus the air refueling probe.  

They went to Chile (44), Colombia (32), Dominican 

Republic (8), Ecuador (28), El Salvador (13), Guate-

mala (13), Honduras (17), Peru (53), San Salvador 

(30), and Uruguay (13).   

The Royal Thai Air Force also received 20 aircraft 

from those birds flown into U Tapao Air Base that the 

US did not care to repatriate.  Osan AB South Korea 

got the 19th TASS in ’83 equipped with the OA-37, 

also from aircraft flown into Thailand, only to convert 

back to the OV-10 two years later.  Those aircraft 

were then given to the Koreans, who used them as an 

air demonstration team.   

The US is now completely out of the A-37 flying 

business, but a few foreign nations continue to fly 

them, as well as a few private individuals.   

The Air Force reluctantly gave birth to the A-37.  It 

did not advance technology, and in fact it was made 

up of spare parts from other aircraft.  It was point de-

signed for close air support, and when the A-10 did it 

better, it was retired without fanfare.  Like an old sol-

dier, it just kind of faded away, but traces of it can be 

found in many museums across the country and in 

foreign countries as well.  Its reputation for accuracy 

will never be touted by its reluctant father, but those 

who fought in South Vietnam will well remember the 

sterling war record of the Air Force’s smallest fighter. 

 
   

 

  A-37B in the colors of  the  

  USAF Flight Test Center 

 

 

 

 

Three old guys are out walking. 

First one says, “Windy, isn’t it?” 

Second one says, “No, it’s Thursday.” 

Third one says, “So am I. Let’s go get a beer.” 

From the Archives 

(From 7 AF History) 

When the close-in nature of a target called for ex-
treme accuracy, ground commanders preferred the A-
37.  Brigadier General McGiffert thought “the A-37 
to be the very best compromise” for close air support 
at An Loc.  Further, General John W. Vogt, Com-
mander, Seventh Air Force, stated that the work of the 
8th Special Operations Squadron (SOS) and its A-37s 
was “absolutely spectacular.”  All in all, this airplane 
did a tremendous job and received high praise from 
almost everyone. (Project CHECO Report,  USAF 
Close Air Support, 1 January 1972 - 31 January 1973, 
p. 63) 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Major Billy Lutgen was the first member of the 604 
ACS (Ftr) to receive an Air Medal after the unit was 
deployed to Bien Hoa in July-August 1967.  Col 
Heath Bottomly (Commander, Combat Dragon 
Task Force) presented the medal while Captain 
Ollie Maier looked on. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

E Flight of 604 ACS  (Ftr) 

October 1967 

(L to R)  Fred Murphy, Dick Sommerfelt,  

Billy Lutgen, Phil Cox, Danny Thomas 
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http://www.argunners.com/the-
a-37-dragonfly-in-vietnam/ 

  

... AND SO IT BEGAN 

(Continuation from the December 2015  newsletter of an 

unpublished book by Fred Long) 

Chapter 7 (continued)   

 The wind seemed to be gathering strength when we 

decided to get off the flight line. I would soon encoun-

ter the most fearful rain I have ever been in. We were 

nearing the barracks when the first drops began to fall. 

They appeared to be about the size of a dime, drop-

ping with a misshaped splatter that soon soaked into 

the ground. They fell, one drop here, one drop there, 

three, maybe four. Dexter started running. I paused 

just a second and gave way in the chase when the sky 

opened up with a deluge of massive––descending––

drenching––liquid. It was as if someone had turned 

the faucet of a shower on full blast. The avalanche of 

warm water blurred my vision; I was soaked to the 

skin in seconds with only ragged arrows of light 

showing me the way to the barracks. I reached the 

building and secured a place under the steps while the 

water pounded against the metal corrugated roof at a 

steady rhythmic roar. I watched the water collecting 

on the ground around me while taking my hand to 

clear my face of its dampness, running my fingers 

over my head where my hat had ceased to be a deter-

rent. And suddenly it stopped. Just as quickly as it 

started. The sun was bright and it was hot. The ground 

was soaked. I went inside to get out of my clothes, 

hanging my wet fatigues over the railing of my bunk. 

They would soon dry from the heat. I found Dexter at 

his crib doing the same. We laughed about the inci-

dent that had caught us of guard. I wondered about the 

dust. Why so much dust? It felt hotter. But the rains 

came at such force in this part of the country that the 

ground could not soak up the water and scare an hour 

would pass before the ground would become bone dry 

again.  

 I would never get caught like this in the rain again. 

But once, while out on the flight line, it almost hap-

pened again. It illustrates the astounding phenomenon 

of a Southeast Asia monsoon. I now have no recol-

lection of what I was doing when the rain started fall-

ing, but with the first drops I started running back to 

the shop as hard as my legs would carry me. I had 

gone but a few yards when, amazingly, I ran out of it. 

I stopped, like Lot’s wife, to look back. A wall of rain 

stood before me, yet, where I stood it was dry and not 

a drop of rain was hitting the ground. I walked back to 

this “wall of rain” and put my arm into it as if it were 

something out of a mystical fantasy, a dream. But it 

was not a dream. I felt the wetness on my hand and 

stood marveling at the wonders of nature. 

 I don’t recall leaving the barracks again after the 

rain. I tried to acquaint myself with everyone in the 

barracks, some I knew, some I did not. I regret that I 

no longer remember the names, except for Dexter, but 

all of them were hospitable and splendid company. I 

suppose I spent much of my time engaged in long-

winded conversations, and grumbling about not hav-

ing a locker for our things, and the frustration of not 

even having a shop area so we could do our job. I 

think that was of paramount importance to us. It sure 

made us feel ostracized. We had worked hard to be 

ready for this mission and when the time came to do it 

we had no place to work. But I remember that we had 

one guy who had an odd way of looking at things and 

didn’t care. “I get paid whether I work or not. No mat-

ter how much work I do or how little, I get the same 

amount of money.” What he said was true, but I did 

not share that outlook. I feel certain many have that 

philosophy, but it goes against the grain, defeating that 

inbred urge to achieve, that sprit of competition that 

divides the middle-of-the-road guy from the supreme 

doer of-deeds and accomplisher-of-things. One must 

believe that the satisfaction of accomplishment is the 

greater reward. 

 As evening settled in the mosquitoes came out. They 

were the most bloodthirsty, pertinacious, and humong-

ous mosquitoes that I ever saw in my life. The door 

had been left open permitting them to descend on us 

like an invading horde, and even the thickness of our 

...the smallest fighter ... the fastest gun 
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fatigues did not stop needle-like piercing of the 

skin. It would be a never-ending crusade, fighting 

off bugs of various sizes and descriptions, but the 

war on the deadly mosquito would rate the highest 

ranking.  

   In the midst of battling this irritating, blood-

feeding nuisance, and just after one of them had 

bitten me on the nose while I was nursing six other 

itching bites, we were told the base had given us a 

building for our workshop area. I was told to report 

for work at 7:00 A.M. 

 The building had a nice appearance, built on the 

order of the barracks with louvered clapboard, but it 

was a mess. A pickup truck had been assigned to us 

and the first order of business was demolition of 

much of the interior. “Spot” had drawn up a rough 

design and after getting somewhat organized we 

started cleaning out the building and tearing out 

what wouldn’t be needed. All of this debris was 

loaded into the back of the truck for transport to the 

trash dump. With all of us working it didn’t take 

that long and I was assigned to go with another air-

man to unload the truck. He did the driving, giving 

me an opportunity to take a look at the landscape. 

Vietnam was beautiful, I thought, once you got 

away from the base with its dirt roads and potholes. 

We drove into a forested area where all the trees 

were lined up in rows, with a uniform space 

(perhaps three feet) between them that permitted an 

undisturbed view all the way through the forest. 

The brush, if it had any, was cut close to the 

ground. I had never seen anything like this before. 

Apparently at sometime in the past the trees had 

been planted in this manner under some kind of for-

estry project. It also provided some degree of secu-

rity from sneak attack, I thought. 

 My carpentry skills were so bad I became a help-

er. I would get a tool, or a board, and hand it to 

someone and they would cut it and hammer it in 

place. I cleaned up the mess. 

 Salvaged wood was used for the construction of 

shelves, a large worktable, and several stools. We 

took “styrofoam” panels from packing crates and 

attached them to the walls for insulation. The area 

at the left of the entrance, which was centered on 

the elongated side of the building, was designated 

for used MA-4A bomb racks, cleaned and refur-

bished after so many flight hours, and another sec-

tion for storing those that had been cleaned and in-

spected. On the right, “Spot” had an eight-by-eight 

foot room built for an office. I was never inside that 

room. Behind the building Vietnamese workers 

were putting up a room for Captain Earl White’s 

office, the officer in charge. I never saw him enter 

the shop area at any time to inquire on how the 

troops were doing, or make a friendly gesture of 

any kind. Behind that would be the gunroom where 

the minigun was cleaned and repaired when we had 

a gun-jam, which was often. 

 We worked a long, hard day, ten hours, all of us 

together, with few breaks. Some of the A-37s took 

to the air for the first time, on August 2; but they 

were not combat missions. I guess it was just to do 

a flight test, but we were glad to see them take off. 

When I got back to the barracks I found that my 

soap had disappeared. I had placed it on my table 

after taking my shower because it was wet and I 

didn’t want to put it in my duffle bag. It was the 

only bar I had and it was almost new. I tried to find 

out when, if ever, we would be given a locker for 

our stuff. All I could learn is they were trying. I was 

so upset by this total disregard for us, but I wasn’t 

the only one. Everyone in the barracks was having 

the same problem. I would get another bar of soap 

the next day. 

 

Chapter 7 of “And So It  Began”  will continue in 
the next newsletter. 

       

Patch of the original 
Combat Dragon  
operational test unit 
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A-37 Association, Inc. 
142 Arrowhead Drive 
Montgomery, AL 36117 

Inside is the March 2016 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. 
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