


The weapons amnesty issue was the only minor sour note in the shu down of the 37", But it only
took one passing moment in the blur of other happy activity that was oceurrir g. Everyone received PCS
assignments and processed out through the DaNang personnel office. Most w ould be going straight back to
the United States and would be assigned to CONUS air rescue units. About o 1e third of the aircrews and
PJ’s would be reassigned to the 40™ ARRS at NKP, Thailand. Virtually ail thse going to Thailand were
volunteers. Another issue that needed to be resolved was what to do with “Stietch™. Stretch was an 1 1-foot.
long Indian Rock python, that had been the PJ mascot for years. The snake cz ge was rather large and
located outside but adjacent to the Pararescue Section. No one with any sense at all went into this cage
without having one of the PJ snake handlers with them. No one ever realized hat the cages extra large size
was a result of it serving the dual purpose of a munitions storage area for all t 1e “illegal high explosives”
that the 37™ PI’s owned. Thank God that a 122mm rocket never hit this cage. the secondary explosions
would have been rather spectacular. It was decided that “Stretch” would PCS with the men going to NKP,
[t would be flown there on one of the Jolly’s when they departed. Stretch’s new cage at NKP would be
located next to the 40™ ARRS’s mascot, “Buffy”. Buffy was a black Malayan sun bear.

At sunset we ceased work and celebrated the end of the war. Raucou; parties were occurring all
over DaNang. Most of the 37" gravitated the PJ barracks bar or the Jolly Grecn Inn, the maintenance bar.
The night before the “Jolly’s” departed for NKP the squadron had its last offic ial party, Appropriately it
would be at the Jolly Green Inn. All realized that it would be their last social s athering before the squadron
was deactivated. Everyone was glad to soon be leaving Vietnam. However it ' vas a mixed emotion. We
would also be saying goodbye to many of our brothers in arms, men who we I ad gone to battle with,
laughed with, cried with, Most realized that it was likely that they would neve - meet again. As the free
drinks flowed it was impossible to not recall the exploits they shared, the men they had saved, and the
teammates they had lost in combat, These rescue missions had been some of I 1e most hazardous type of
flying activity in this unpopular war. The rescuemen were clear about their mission. “Rescue shot down
American pilots from capture or death by the NVA”, unpopular war be damne d. We were not politicians,
we were American warriors. Tonight the warriors celebrated one last time. Pil )ts, maintenance men, PJ’s,
clerks, supply men and other squadron members toasted each other. The drink s flowed freely, the music
was loud, the mood was buoyant. Late in the night someone started singing a : ong we had all heard sung
before, Soon everyone was singing. The song was “The ballad of the Jolly Gre en Giants.” It had been
written many years earlier by Bull Durham. It went like this:
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All party’s end. They next moming found us all on the flightline ram ». The crews were in the
“Jolly’s”, rotors tumning. Those of us remaining at DaNang, awaiting the arriv: | of the “Freedom Bird”,
waved to the departing crews, they waved back. The mood was serious, the m«n quiet. We were witnessing
the end of an era. After takeoff, the “Jolly’s” formed up in tight formation and then over flew Jolly Green
Operations. It was a final salute to their teammates who gathered on the flight ine to witness the last Jolly
Green Giants over flying DaNang Air Base, There was more than one moist e eball in the men left on the
now very quiet flightline. In an interview with the DaNang newspaper, the Gu ifighter Gazette, Col Sutton
stated the following “I cannot begin to describe the dedication these guys have for their job. It is 24 hours a
day, seven days a week, always alert and ready to pick someone up so ‘Charlie” does not get him. When we
bring a downed pilot back to DaNang the guys in my squadron act like he is a ong lost brother, They really
have eni-lpathy for the jet jocks and all men in trouble. They are the greatest bur ch of guys I have ever
known,”

In a few days the last rescuemen assigned to the Jolly Green Giants departed fi r home. But they would not
be the last rescuemen leaying DaNang, That honor would belong to the Pedro’ .. The HH-43 LBR unit was
redesignated Det. 7 40™ ARRS and remained at DaNang until the peace treaty vas signed on 30 January
73. The Pedro’s were the first into the war. It was fitting that they would be the last rescuemen out of
Vietnam,

* The Gunfighter Gazette (DaNang), 2 December 1972


















