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INJ UR.ED MARINE FLYER RESCUED. Anl{H-3E crew led by Major Jamoes licks braved
enemy ground fire on July 7 to fly six miles into North Vietnam and successfully recover

an A~-4 Skyhawk pilot. The marine pilot told his rescuers that he had been shot down during
the middle of the night and could do nothing liut lie on the ground. He tried to crawl to a
better position but his injuries, though not sorious, were too painful. When the Jolly Green
Giant helicopter located the injured flyer, perarescueman A2C David Carl left the aircraft to
assist the Marine Into the chopper. Throughout the entire reacue operation, small arms fire,
30 and 50 caliber and flak were apent by the enemy in an attempt to drive off the holicopter,
After the pickup, the HH-3E flow to Dong Hz and released the injured niarine to medical
authorities.
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ARMORPLATE- A FRIEND IN NEED

VMA (aw) 533
HOME Captain Bill Kretzschmar-Pilot
Captain Don Hiltbrunner-B/N
AJ/C BuNo: 152643
0300 JULY 1967
North Vietnam just north of the DMZ

DEBRIEFING

A description of eyewitness accounts of Major Brubakers shootdown and the role of the A6
Intruder flown by Bill Kretzschmar and Don Hiltbrunner is contained in Ch 37 of the book
Operation Buffalo-USMC Fight for the DMZ by Nolan, Presidio Press, 1991. The

witnesses were grunts Marines just south of the DMZ

We launched from Chu Lai in the middle of an early July 1967 night on a no sweat mission
into an area just north of the DMZ in North Viet Nam. Time on target was 0330. It was
suppose to be a simple TPQ mission (vectored to bomb release point by ground radar).
The target was a "suspected SAM site" several klicks north of the DMZ. The only thing that
might get our adrenaline flowing was the fact that we would be making our pass at a level
20,000 ft, frozen on course and speed, no jinking. The only ECM protection we would have
was our own internal black boxes. If there was more than a suspected site down there, we
would be making the North Vietnamese shooters' job that much easier.

This particular mission would turn out to be the most gratifying single mission | would ever
fly in two 'Nam tours.

This wasn't your typical "dark and stormy night" of which hairy tales are made. It was a
clear night, and as a matter of fact, this isn't a hairy tale, at least from our perspective. The
TPQ controller set us up on a run in heading and give us occasional small heading
corrections. Our ECM gear was quiet, indicating an apparent lack of radar activity by the
enemy gunners.

Then, as we approached that point in the sky where the TPQ controller wanted our twenty
eight 500 pounders to release he gave us a "steady.standby.standby Mark-Mark." | pressed
the bomb release button on the stick, the A6 rocked and rolled a little and tried to climb,
unburdened of the seven tons of ordnance it had moments carried. Now free to do my own
thing, | banked the Intruder toward our egress heading. We saw the flashes of the bombs
exploding in the impact area on or near our target area.

Moments later, we heard the high pitched wailing of an emergency beeper. This was
followed by a voice calling "MAYDAY MAYDAY MAYDAY" We answered up and were
asked over the emergency radio frequency if we had just dropped some bombs.

"Affirmative What's up? Who are you? What's going on? Where you at? ?" | asked. A
nervous but somewhat reassured voice explained that he was a pilot and had ejected from
an A4 several hours earlier "hit by a SAM missile..got a broken leg and other injuries smoke
from your bombs passing over right now been unconscious bombs, not too far away, woke
me can you get me out of here? " the Skyhawk pilot replied.

"You bet, buddy. We'll go out over the gulf and call for a Jolly Green. Be right back. Save
your radio. Don't call me, I'll call you."

We got a good fix on his position and passed it along to Da Nang. They advised the SAR
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until then to assist in the location. | didn't know if | would have enough fuel to just hang

around until the SAR arrived but the guy on the ground was scared and we couldn't just
leave him there. We had dropped all our bombs so the only thing we had to give at this
point was our moral support and the sound of a pair of GE J-52's.

From a safe position over the gulf, we tried to raise our downed pilot from outside the now
certain lethal SAM ring, but couldn't. We flew back to where he was and passed the plan on
to him, all the while trying to encourage him. | told him we would stay as close as we could
and be just off shore to await the arrival of the Jolly Green.

And, | also reminded him to save his radio. Then we got out of Dodge and entered an orbit
again over the Gulf of Tonkin.

Not much later we could hear him trying to call us but he was weak and unreadable. Again
we flew back in to reassure him we were still there and to remind him to save his radio for
the rescue. Back we went to the relative safety of the Gulf.

Again, we heard a weak radio call from a very scared pilot on the ground who was very
alone and in North Viet Nam. We flew back in and this time and rather firmly admonished
the pilot to "SAVE YOUR DAMN RADIO"

The minutes went by for our newly found best friend. And again and again the poor bastard
didn't want to let go of us, his only contact with the real world. He didn't really have many
options at this point and that reality was becoming very apparent as time passed. We
couldn't blame him and we really couldn't do anything more for him than just be there.
Several times we flew back in to reassure him and to admonish him about his radio
discipline or | suppose his lack of radio discipline.

Our fuel was getting low, actually very low. Finally, from our altitude we could detect the sky
lightening in the east. We began asking ourselves where are these guys (Jolly Greens)?
Then came the call. The SAR was inbound for the rescue. | asked if we could be of any
help in locating the guy. "Not yet" came the reply. "Let's see what we got here." God, these
guys are cool, | thought. We got word that they were in contact with him. And then came
the really good news; they had him visual.

From this point we could only get in the way of these courageous professionals. We wanted
so badly to stay in the area until he was in the helo and on his way home, but we were
almost running on fumes by now. If we hung around any longer the Jolly Green might have
to pick up two more downed aviators on his way back. We had held this guy's hand for a
couple of hours and didn't want to let go until were certain he was safe. But we had to and
so we headed our A6 for Da Nang Air Base. Prior to landing we got word that they had him.
Rescue successful! Jolly Green and Sandy's, "Sierra Hotel...Shit Hot".

We were elated. But now a new emotion erupted. With the rescue complete we became
infuriated. Infuriated that this A4 driver, from a squadron at our very own base at Chu Lai,
had been downed by a surface to air missile at about 1900, eight hours before our launch.
And nobody knows about it, not us, not the TPQ controller, not our own Group G2, nobody.
We didn't know that by virtue of the shootdown of the Skyhawk, the SAM site was no longer
a suspected site but a hot active site manned by some pretty good shooters. Even more
maddening was that no one saw fit to tell us to keep an eye and ear out for the downed
pilot. We damn near killed him. That would have been the ultimate irony; poor guy gets
nailed by a enemy SAM, survives the shootdown, and then the good guys from his own
base come along to finish him off. It could very well have turned out much different than it
did.

Where were the intelligence guys, or ops guys, or anyone from his squadron to let the
Intruder guys know about this fellow? They were well aware that we A6 pukes were always
flying around up north at night. We raised hell about it later but didn't get any satisfactory
answers as to who dropped the ball. Fortunately, the story had a happy ending, but it could

have had a tragic ending for a Skyhawk pilot fprsure-amt-perhaps-a-eguple of Intruder
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