Thank you, Capt, for honoring me with those fascinating and original sea stories.
Does everyone here remember the difference between a sea story and a fairy tale?

A fairy tale starts with “once upon a time”

Seriously, I thank you, and I cannot tell you how excited I was to hear of your impending assignment to Guam, and the opportunity to have my favorite CO, an honored, respected shipmate of mine speak on my behalf on this day.

As my friends and family know, I’ve been fretting with exactly what to say today.  Admiral Rickover once wrote something to the effect that people work their most efficiently when they are stressed to about 110% of their comfort level.  Well, right now, by the good admiral’s reckoning, I am working at about 300% efficiency.  
I have decided that I’d like to take this time to honor some other people, some people that have touched my life

The first one, is a world war 2 british tin can sailor by the name of Leonard Green.  He is my grand-dad on my mother’s side.  Many of you may have a relative that served in the military that sparked your interest in the military.  I grew up in England, listening to my grand-dad spin a yarn while he sipped on a Mackison’s ale, he didn’t instill a sense of pride of country, of patriotism.  Rather, he regaled me with stories of great naval battles,  epic liberty visits ending up with run-ins with the shore patrol, sea dogs, scalliwags and sailing men that were larger than life.  In his stories I could feel the sting of salt water on my face.  He instilled in me a desire to see those strange, exotic ports, to weigh anchor in faraway lands, to hear the creak and crash of a ship on the sea, and the caw of seagulls above.  to smell the salt air, the tar, the brimstone smell of gunpowder, and all the other sights and smells a young man associates with the navy.  Of course, none of these would I actually encounter on submarines, but nonetheless, the hook was set and my way was clear from an early age.
I also vividly remember boot camp CC, BMC Hinton.  Specifically my first CC.  Yep, that’s right.  He washed me out of his company.  This was my wakeup call.  99% of you will say that boot camp was a joke. For me, boot camp was a nightmare.  It was here that I learned that it was time to grow up.  I came to his company as a young smartie with absolutely no self discipline or motivation.  What an eye opener it was for me!  
My first chief.  I won’t name him, but let’s just say it was a great crew, but the mission was tough.  This chief, however, was an anachronism.  He probably belonged to my grandfather’s navy.  He carried a metal flask of unknown content in his khaki blazer pocket, and his answer to all problems was a sound thumping in shaft alley.  We mechanics, to a man, hated him.  Chief, maybe there was a time for your kind in the navy, but I doubt it.  Nevertheless, you taught me how to not treat my sailors if I wanted results.  Luckily, I’ve been blessed with many leaders since then that have shown me that you can balance productivity and command mission objectives with compassion and care, and the navy will get a better sailor for it, and maybe a few years down the road, a better chief for it.
And then there was Senior Chief Jones, my first Leading crew chief at prototype staff –taught me to stop being the goofball, to grow up, and start acting like a first class instead of an E-6.

I owe special thanks XO on my second boat, CDR Sault, who saw something worth saving, and took the extra steps and bent over backwards to keep a certain MM1 in the navy.  I was starting terminal leave, and was all but done checking out of my command.  12 years served, and at the height of the Clinton administration’s draw down, I was looking at a 3.5% chance of making chief for the 5th year in a row.  I had stood ERS for the last 9 years, and I really wasn’t looking forward to another 8 years of it.  He pulled strings. Lots of them, and he got me the orders that I wasn’t eligible for, due to too many dependants, and I reenlisted to go to Italy.  Incidentally, 2 months later, I started my CPO initiation.
ENS Alan Feenstra, a brand new ensign, although an old salt- he was an LDO, and an ex-nuc ETC.  We arrived on the tender together.  Him to his first officer billet, me to my first chief billet.  He truly taught me to be a chief, and I’d like to think that I taught him to stop being the chief and start being an officer.
That couple in the Denny’s of Bremerton. It was before September 11, 2001, and at this time, it was not yet in vogue for civilians to openly show their patriotism, or their thanks for servicemen.  We had just come back from our tour in italy, and they overheard us talking about the contrast between there and the US.  As they finished their breakfast, they came to our table, and thanked me for my service.  I believe that was the first time that’s ever happened to me, and it was significant.
The crew of the San Francisco. –taught me the true meaning of the word “shipmates” all throughout 2004 on the many underways and the one mission I made on her, and then again, after that terrible day in January 2005, and the following months.
My children, who taught me the reason we do what we do.  In our house, we eat dinner at the table as a family, every night.  And, we generally try to keep a lively discussion at the dinner table.  A few months back, we were talking about the terrorist threat, and one of the things mentioned was the possibility of small, nuclear weapons being smuggled into country.  One of my teenagers asked “dad, what IS a nuclear weapon, exactly?  I mean we know they’re powerful, and they’re very dangerous, but that’s about it.”   It took me by surprise, as although, like me, they’d lived on military bases all their lives, they had never been woken up by the air raid sirens as we practiced a red alert drill, or not been allowed to play outside because we were simulating the after-attack.  Never had a civil defense representative come to their school and given them a lecture on the effects of a nuclear weapon, and actions to take.  Never had my teenagers laid in bed and wondered if the world would survive long enough for them to inherit it.  Children no longer worry about this.  Why?  Because we won the cold war, and our children never grew up in the specter of a nuclear holocaust.  And when I say “we” won the cold war, in my mind, I mean the submarine fleet.  At our feet can be laid the relentless pressure and unyielding vigilance that finally broke the soviet empire.    And I can think of no greater justification for that time spent at sea than that we now live in a time that a child can ask me “Dad, what IS a nuclear weapon?”
There’s another, simpler, reason why we continue to do this job.
When Admiral Fargo was asked, why do we do it? Why do we spend our whole lives in the military, his answer was simple, yet spot on. we do it because we love it. It is exciting, and purposeful and we surround ourselves with the best citizens the nation has to offer. We serve with men and women who place themselves in harm’s way – and who do so, with great courage. We serve with those who stand their watch tirelessly, tumble into their racks, and then rise again the next day to do it again, executing missions that benefit literally, and the whole world. 

And – sometimes – we serve at the expense of our loved ones whose strength often matches – and even surpasses – our own. Katrina, you embody the portrait of that selfless servant and I stand taller, for you having stood alongside me.  Our first move together was from San Diego to Idaho.  I say ours, but I was deployed at the time, and the only we was Katrina and our two children, and it's kind of been that way ever since.  These flowers are a small way of saying thanks   I've received all the love and support that any man could ever ask for.  You've raised a great family, and I look forward to the rest of our lives together.  
In conclusion, I’d like to leave one thought for those of you that continue on in the navy.


Throughout our history, we’ve faced tough challenges and met them with courage. I’m reminded of what Doctor Joseph Warren said before the Battle of Bunker Hill. 

His neighbors asked him to stay out of the fight because he was the only doctor in the area…and they were fearful of losing him. Dr. Warren told them, “On us depends the future of millions yet unborn. Act worthy of yourselves.” Dr. Warren gave his life in that battle, so that we may live free.  Today, the future of millions yet unborn depends on our willingness to make the tough decisions. So I repeat Dr. Warren’s charge…it’s up to you now…act worthy of yourselves.
To all who sail on, know that you do god’s work.  If you listen carefully in the direction of the shore, the cheering you hear from there will be mine, and it will go on for all my days.

FAIR WINDS AND FOLLOWING SEAS

