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Bob 'Dex' Armstrong served on the USS Requin SS-481land USS Diablo SS 479 in the
1960s. He was and is the consummate submariner equivalent of a Will Rogers.

Contained in this book are a compilation of Dex’s colorful observations, drawings,
descriptions of events, people he knew who influenced and shaped the rest of his life
during his time spent in the Navy on and around submarines. These stories are
presented as he wrote them and are in no particular timeline sequence. Sadly, Dex cast
off his lines and went on eternal patrol July 8, 2014 and joined his lovely wife Solveig in
Arlington National Cemetery.

Robert Dexter Armstrong



Dex Armstrong made his final dive on 8 July 2014, but his words from the
goat locker remain to ensure that we who read them do so perfectly
confident that we are not left alone when that time comes for us.

Read Dex's inspiring words and let them guide you from here on in.

When your final dive is made, and your battery's running low,
You'll know there lies a boat for you many fathoms here below.

With your annunciators jammed on full and your depth gauge needles bent,
our accumulator's dry of oil and your air banks all are spent,

It's then you get to wonderin’, ‘Is my life's boat rigged for dive?’
Your guessing drill commences, 'Am | dead or still alive?'

You pace the flooded decks with scorn and curse the flaws of man.
Into realms of Rex you've stepped, and here you'll make your stand,

To live your life, as sailors must, at the bottom of the sea.
There's one you'll have to reckon - - that one, my friend, is Thee.

Will your conscience do you justice when the final muster's in?
Did you lead the kind of life you should in every port you've been?

The answers to these questions and many, many more are locked in
the hearts of sailors from Cannes to Singapore.

So, when your day for mast rolls ‘round, the choice is up to you.
Sailor, chart your course of life right now. Chart it straight and true.

Now's the time to flood your tanks and trim up fore and aft,
It's a trifle late when the klaxon sounds to square away your craft.

Your final billet lies below, on 'Old Ocean’s’ floor.
So, be ready when that last word's passed. "Sailor, rest your oar!"



On the diesel powered submarines, the After Battery mess deck was the gathering
place, where the crewmembers and watch standers ate their meals, played cards, Acey-
Deucey, watched movies, held meetings, solved all the world’s problems, or just sat
around imparting 'words of wisdom' to the lower-rated riffraff. An after battery rat was
usually the one individual who had the greatest gift of gab over all other crew members.
Pictured below is part of a crew in the after battery mess enjoying dinner before
relieving the watch. Ah, the memories this picture brings back to our minds!
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In 1993, someone wanted to put together a story for a newspaper about submarine life
on the Requin and approached Dex for info. He received the story posted here. As Dex
so eloquently put it, “If the going rate for bullshit ever goes to a dime a pound, all
diesel boat sailors will become zillionaires!"

Here is the 'Letter to Jason’, as related by Dex:

Recollections Of An After Battery Rat

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong
Dear Jason,

| have no idea what you are looking for. | was one of the lads who rode Requin in the
twilight of her career. She was a sweetheart, and those of us who were fortunate
enough to be assigned to her and serve under Ed Frothingham were damn lucky. Capt.
Frothingham was a very special naval officer, an exceptional leader of men and a
sailor's sailor in every sense of the term. He instilled in all of us a sense of duty and
pride that we have carried down through all these years. We were 'his boys'... We knew
it and it gave us something other lads who served on other boats missed. It was a
helluva good feeling to know you had that kind of a commander.

Where do | begin? It was a long time ago... Over thirty years. | was a nineteen year old
lad... Green... About as green as they came. In those days, old sub sailors would say,

"Hell kid, I've wrung more saltwater out of my socks than you've seen!" That about
says it.

It was 1960 and there | was, standing on Pier 22, Norfolk, in the shadow of ‘Mother
Onion' (USS Orion AS-18, our tender or mother ship). | had been assigned to T-Division
on Orion to await the return of my boat, then deployed in the Med. T-Division was sort of
an orphanage for bluejackets in transit. We were billeted in a forward berthing
compartment. It was a pig pen. It smelled like an iguana cage. Any lad who spent time
waiting for his boat stuck in the squadron's T-Division had a lousy introduction to
Submarine Squadron Six.

In those days you weren't allowed to have civilian clothes aboard a naval ship. Outside
the gate of Destroyer / Submarine Piers (D&S piers) ran a street called Hampton
Boulevard... A sort of neon Baghdad. They had places called locker clubs. You rented a
locker and there you stowed your civvies. Hampton Blvd. was lined with locker clubs,
naval tailors and bars... Beer joints like Lovey's Crazy Kat...The Victory Grill ... The Big
"O"... Bell's ... Looters' Terrace. We, the lads of SUBRON SIX, hung out at Bell's. The
barmaids were Dixie and Tiger. The single guys set up shop in Bell's when the boat was
in port. It had a well-worn pool table and a very unique collection of painted ladies who
catered to every temptation that an immature lad could ever desire.



It was great to get word that my boat was coming in. | spent a couple of hours
wandering around on the pier, watching the Elizabeth River Channel for the Requin.
Late in the day, | saw her for the first time. My new home was a three hundred eleven
foot beauty. She slid into the outboard nest and put her lines over. Crew members
yelled to wives and children. Lads from the tender hustled fresh milk and fruit over the
gangway to smiling crew members topside. There was a lot of yelling, wisecracking and
activity. I reported aboard and immediately got lost in the shuffle. Nobody gave a damn
about some 19 yr. old kid with a sea bag.

The first fellows | met were Larry Dyshart, Rick Katzamyer and the leading seaman,
Adriane Stuke. I didn't know it at the time, but 'Stukey' would be one of my two closest
mates during the years | rode Requin. Stuke was 100% red blooded American wild
man... He worked hard, played hard and attracted good looking women like a magnet.
The two of us gave the skipper and wardroom more gray hair than any other two apes in
the crew. Our antics became legend. If we had spent more time in productive
development and less in monkey business, Ed Frothingham would have slept a helluva
lot better. If they had a Phi Beta Kappa for class clowns, Stuke and | would have nailed
it down flat. Over the years we got involved in every knot-head prank and foolish stunt
that took place on the ship.

Being a submariner is serious business. They make that very clear early on. There is no
place on duty for error or a cut-up. You foul up and you're gone... It is that simple. We
were good at what we did. Ed Frothingham and Mr. Frame made damn sure we did our
jobs. Pride comes from professional performance... The hallmark of the submarine
force. Ed Frothingham made us sharp. He wouldn't tolerate a slack crew but he allowed
a level of latitude that made us a high morale crew. We pushed him past his limit on
several occasions and when we did, he set our hip-pockets on fire. Anyone who ever
gotin the Old Man's doghouse never forgot it. He could pour molten lava on you in a
heartbeat. Some more about the smiles later.

| was originally assigned to messcooking. There was no disciplinary stigma attached to
being a messcook... If you were not yet a qualified submarine sailor and you were E-3 or
below, you messcooked... It was that simple. Non-rated, non-qualified men were
worthless creatures incapable of standing an independent watch. In the spectrum of
humanity, non-quals were positioned at the absolute lower end of the pecking order,
along with single cell forms of life found on the first two pages of high school biology
books. | messcooked with Stuke. It was like being an understudy for the Flying
Walendas! Survival was based on being able to duck insults while sinking verbal
harpoons in vulnerable crewmembers. Stuke knew 'em all. He had seen them in the
Med. You pull enough liberty with any crew and it doesn't take long to know everyone's
soft spots.

"Pipe down, Rhodenhieser an' for chrissakes get off it!! Tell the boys about the dream
girl you ran around with in Spain... The one who had warts on her eyelids and smoked
cigars!"



Stuke was the master... Try to one-up the magnificent one and nine times out of ten he
handed you back your fanny on a silver platter.

There was an art to messcooking. It was similar to lion taming... Drop your whip and the
animals ate you.

It was simple. You set up for the meal, served the meal and cleaned up and washed the
dishes... And between times you were the cook's step'n-fetch-it. You also had to make
the tossed salad.

To produce the salad, you had to first figure out how many clowns would show up for
the meal. If you guessed wrong and had excessive leftovers, the cooks took delight in
raking you over the coals. If you were short, the last diners would hound you to make
more, while announcing to anyone willing to listen what worthless bastards you were.

One night Stuke and | realized we wouldn't make it. The animals were hitting the salad
heavy and we wouldn't make it past the third sitting. The lads being relieved wouldn't
get salad unless we dropped down into the cool room and broke out more.

All of a sudden the great Stuke stands up and waves a five dollar bill.
"Who got it?? Five bucks to the sonuvabitch who finds the toenail!"

Then he went on to explain how he'd thrown this toenail in the salad as sort of a contest
to liven things up. It sounded nuts, but everyone knew that Stuke was crazy enough to
have pulled a screwball stunt like that so immediately, everyone lost interest in the
salad. It worked like a champ.

Stuke sung Ray Charles. He knew every song Ray ever came up with. When he wasn't
telling some sea story, usually an eight-foot lie gift-wrapped for rookies, he was singing.

Requin was packed with honest-to-God liars. Truth took such a beating on the boat that
most of us got where we wouldn't have recognized it if it bit us on the butt.

Someone would tell something... Not to be outdone, some other animal would trump his
tale with some instantly fabricated, properly embellished hokum... Then one of the
master liars would hit us with a load of gold plated horse manure and take the cake.
Bobby Ray Knight was the undisputed king of BS. When he entered the after battery
crews mess, no amateur was safe.

One morning, this new kid was talking about this nice young lady he had dated in high
school who had a leg brace. It was all about the difficulty he had getting her in and out
of a VW. In comes someone from the forward torpedo room who goes into a song-and-
dance about this barmaid he knew with a glass eye and wooden leg. Then Bobby Ray
comes in from the forward engine room. He drew a cup of coffee and broke in...



"Hell, that's nothing. | knew this gal back home in Texas... She was missing a hand... As
| recall, it got bit off by a wolf, but that doesn’'t matter. In any case, they whittled her this
wooden hand and made her these fingers out of chicken bones. They connected the
chicken bones with fishing line run up her sleeve, and by moving her arm she could
work those chicken bones. Woman got so damn good at it, she could deal cards and
change spark plugs!”

No one on the boat was in Bobby Ray's league. That man could throw a pork chop past
a wolf.

Another master liar was the cook, Rodney A. Johnson, known affectionately as 'The Rat’
or 'Rat' Johnson. If you got anything on anyone in the crew, you told Rat. Rat in turn
would nail the poor unsuspecting devil right in the middle of a meal.

"Hey Jack, why don't you tell the boys about the WAVE Officer who chewed you out for
winking at her? Understand she got you right between the running lights ... Must've
been a picture... A big ox like you standing there saying 'Yes ma'am, Yes ma‘'am..."

Rat was unmerciful ... He was like a circling shark. A little blood in the water and he was
in for the Kill.

We loved Rat. He had to be one of the best cooks in the Navy. All submarine cooks were
good but the Rat was exceptional. | wish | had a nickel for every night | could smell
cinnamon rolls cooking up in the conn... A four hour mid-watch wasn't half bad when
Rat was night baker. Rat was famous for his night rations.

The other cooks would throw out a couple of loaves of bread and some cold cuts (if you
were out along time, the cold cuts got this kind of Robin Hood green furry stuff growing
on it. The cooks cut it off under the assumption that surgical elimination cured
everything)... And Navy mayonnaise. For those of you who have never had the pleasure
of eating Navy mayonnaise, let me describe it for you. It came in a tin can with no label.
Printed on the top of the can was something like ... 'Dressing, salad, mayonnaise type Il
mod 6 unit of issue one, each.' Holy catfish, the stuff was from another planet! Once the
can was opened and air hit it, the damn stuff vulcanized. No kidding. That stuff formed a
scab-like scum you had to lance with a knife if you wanted to put it on a sandwich.

Most good memories that submarine sailors carry with them concern the times spent
laughing in the mess deck. It was the gathering place.. The dining establishment... The
movie house... The club house... The card parlor... The training facility, and the primary
assembly point for major collective ass-chewings.

One major butt-munching comes to mind. We had been out a long time and had
developed a severe case of galloping boredom. It had reached a point where a lot of us
could actually feel our toenails growing... It was that boring. Saw this movie The
Vikings, and halfway through the movie, we started calling the principal characters by
the names of the officers up forward. The Old Man became Ragnar, the grizzled old
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leader... The Exec became Einar, and so on. During the movie, we outdid each other
with Viking nonsense. After the film, the relief watch came forward... They had turned
their foul weather gear inside out so that the brown hairy lining was on the outside, and
they had stapled stupid looking cardboard horns on their caps. The appropriate laughs
were obtained and then the idea took on alife of its own... Everyone started putting on a
fake Scandinavian accent... Talking what passed for 'Viking talk' and giving the Odin
salute to everyone passing fore and aft. Everyone outdid everyone else. Some clown
made an aluminum fish and suspended it above the gyro repeater in the control room.

By the time the wardroom had figured out just what in the hell was going on, the whole
thing was completely out of hand. It all came to 'all stop’' when Ragnar, alias Ed
Frothingham found the port and starboard lookouts wearing cardboard horns.

We got assembled and were treated to a very strongly worded discourse on naval
decorum, discipline and collective stupidity. Frothingham, normally a very quiet and
private man. gave a near volcanic performance and lectured us in pirate parrot terms.
We got out of the Viking business damn near as fast as we got into it.

| hope I don't convey the impression that Requin was some sort of a seagoing clown
act, far from it. We earned what they paid us... At times we earned a helluva lot more
than they paid us.

(Editor's note from Cathy Armstrong, the 20 year old conned into typing this epic: the
Requin WAS a seagoing clown act...)

They called it Cold War service. It sure was cold at times... And wet. The Requin had the
rattiest collection of foul weather gear ever found in North America. It all looked like it
came out of a Goodwill dumpster. At times our bridge looked like a hobo convention.
My watch officers were 'Jim Buck' (Lt. James Buckner) and 'Noel K' (Lt. Noel K.
Schilling). Both were ex-raghats. Buck had been a submarine corpsman who was
selected for the Naval Academy... Graduated and married a Navy nurse... A redheaded
sweetheart. Noel K. was a mustang in every sense of the word. If you could think of it,
hell, he'd done it. He had forgotten more about diesel boats than most of us would ever
know. | spent many hours on the bridge with these gentlemen. Most of the time it was
cold, wet or some combination of both. | respected both officers... We all did. That
needs to be said at this point. Requin had a damn fine wardroom. Our skippers, Ed
Frothingham and Ed Frame (after serving as exec.) were tops. We would have gone
hopscotching through hell with either one of them.

Mr. Gibbons was our next exec. He was hard to figure out at first. It took us time to
recognize that this man had wall-to-wall intellectual curiosity, and a knowledge of
wildlife, particularly birds, that made him a kind of Marlin Perkins to the crew.

My favorite Mr. Gibbons story goes like this:
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It was a beautiful day. | was hanging out of the starboard lookout hole and my opposite
number, Tim Conaty, was hanging out of the other one. Tim was, and remains, one of
the closest friends | have ever had. He made third class petty officer well before | did
and rode my back about it like an angel from hell. He would even make me acknowledge
the weight of his superior leadership position and kiss his ring before he would pass up
a cup of coffee to me, his old pal, still standing mid-winter topside watches when he
was touring below decks. Conaty was a big fake... One of the most brilliant and
gentlemanly individuals ever to serve aboard Requin... He worked at attempting to be as
obnoxious as his contemporary crewman. When he put on his barnacle-encrusted
sonuvabitch act, it was funny as hell. We didn't have a set of Encyclopedia Britannica,
we had Arthur Leo 'Tim' Conaty. He was our resident 'Mr. Wizard'. He settled arguments,
arbitrated ecclesiastical controversies, and explained natural phenomenon. Most of us
were dumber than a box of rocks when it came to most subjects other that sports.
automobiles, and females. Conaty was our secret weapon... If the wardroom slipped you
a hot potato, you could adopt an outward appearance of pensive concentration and go
find Tim. If Conaty couldn't give you the answer, it was either a national security issue
or BS... One or the other. The wardroom had Gibbons, and we had Conaty, the after
battery resident wise man.

Back to Gibbons. There we were manning the bridge, Dex Armstrong, Tim Conaty, and
Mr. Gibbons. All of a sudden Mr. Gibbons points to about 015 and yells,

"Look at that! Do you see it? A Wilsons' Petrel!"

| didn't see a damn thing but ocean... Much less Wilson and whatever in hell a Petrel
was. My first thought was, this is some kind of joke... Either that or Tim and | are
trapped on the bridge with a gahdam commissioned lunatic. We soon learned that a
Wilsons' Petrel was a sea bird and Mr. Gibbons was not only a master bird watcher but
one of a handful of folks who would have recognized that this particular Petrel was way
north of where he or she was supposed to be, and the only man on Requin who gave a
damn.

In the months to come, Mr. Gibbons became one of the most beloved officers in the
wardroom. Lads would drop below after a watch and sit in the crews mess drinking
coffee and discussing cloud formations or sea turtles... Or peculiarities of nature like
the Sargasso Sea. Nobody ever got bored standing watch with the man most
affectionately known as 'The Bird Man'.

Then there was 'Big Joe DiJaccomo'. He came aboard as the engineering officer. Rumor
had it, he taught electronics at the Naval Academy. On duty he had the reputation of
being a hard ass... Very exacting, and hell on nomenclature and proper phraseology. |
once entered the control room and announced that one and two-way trash was lined up
in the passageway aft and requested permission to, "...pop the sail door and drop
shitcans."
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After two or three minutes of having hell rained down on me there was no doubt that in

the future I would say,

"Sir, request permission to put a man on deck to dump one and two-way trash."”

Big Joe made a meal out of damn near everyone in the first month. A lot of the monkey
business dried up with the arrival of Mr. D... | took my qualification walk through with
the Italian terror. The only question he failed to ask was Mrs. Frothingham's maiden
name and shoe size. My fear is that some day | will die and go to hell and have to re-

qgualify under Mr. D.

But every now and then, Mr. DiJaccomo
would throw the cooks out and take over
the galley. He would put us all to work
cooking an Italian meal. Damn we had
fun... Up to that point | had never known
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that cigar ashes were an important
ingredient in Italian cooking.

Mr. D. was a fine officer and he knew it.
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Using proper terminology was important

for a number of reasons. We had this

officer named Hollis Holthouse... He was as clean cut as Don Winslow of the Navy. The
animals called him, 'Holly Whorehouse'... It didn't fit. He tried hard but always came up
shy of ringing the bell and getting a Kewpie doll. | heard somewhere that he left the
navy and became some kind of off-the-wall minister. Anyway, one night we were
snorkeling and running the fresh water vaps (Badger stills) in the forward engine room.
It was hotter than the hubs of hell when you were making battery water. Holthouse was
handling the dive, under instruction. The skipper was standing in the control room.
Holthouse hit the 'press to talk' button on the 21 MC and made an inquiry relative to
current conditions in the forward engine room... This voice comes back in a strong

Texas accent,

"Sir, it's hotter'n two mice having sex in a wool sock."

The Captain shook his head. Bobby Ray would never understand or appreciate the
concept of naval decorum. He once announced that his luck was SO bad, that if he had

been Jayne Mansfield's baby, she would have bottle fed him.

Everyone loved the big ugly sonuvabitch.
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There was another memorable character on Requin... The 'body snatcher' or Fritz 'the
leprechaun' Badertcher. He was a hard worker... Most electricians were - don't ask me
why. It may have been an aberration confined strictly to our boat.

Fritz was another one of our band of misguided deck apes. Most nonsense originated
and matured in the deck force - not that idle hands were the devils workshop, far from it.
By its very nature, the deck force became the institutional repository of the youngest
and most spirited lads on board. Chipping and painting is not a cerebral exercise. You
could handle 90% of it with less than two and a half brain cells totally engaged. In Brazil
they have monkeys doing more interesting work than slopping zinc chromate on
inanimate objects.

Stuke was the leading seaman. The Chief of the Boat (not Truman, he was great) was a
little sonuvabitch with a cobra tattooed halfway up his arm. He came off an aircraft
carrier and spent a disproportionate amount of his time telling us how gahdam clever
naval air sailors were. We all felt that we had no desire to be a part of anything that
'‘Drifty’ thought was clever.

Whenever Drifty went below we would
‘float-test’ one or two chipping
hammers and paint scrapers. We never
found one that could maintain
buoyancy. Stuke and | may very well be
the world's greatest authorities on
topside equipment flotation. The
bottom of the slip between piers 22 and
23, Des Sub Piers Norfolk is covered
with the residue of numerous
experiments. Drifty never could figure
out where all the tools were going.
Alcohol, tattoo ink and living on
carriers had damaged his capacity to
figure out anything more complex than
tying his shoes. | sure as hell hope that
the statute of limitations has run out on
wanton destruction and intentional
misplacement of government property.
If not, Stuke and | will have to set up
housekeeping in Latin America.

Fritz Badertcher couldn't swim. When you get qualified there is a tradition that says that
you can't pin Dolphins on a dry shirt. Fritz announced to the world's largest collection
of major league liars that he couldn't swim. We never figured he might be telling the
truth. I'm not sure that anyone in ship's company had been close enough to the truth in
a couple of years, to recognize it. Fritz hit the water and damn near set up housekeeping
with several hundred missing chipping hammers.
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Conaty made third class. In the caste system of subsurface society he had been vested
with authority and placed in a position of responsibility. It didn't seem to prevent him
from stealing a blanket off some poor sleeping sonuvabitch when he came off watch, or
painting the atmosphere blue with unprintable invective whenever the below decks
watch vented number 2 sanitary inboard without warning him. He was still the same old
Conaty most of the time with occasional trips to the land of drunken power fantasies.
Whenever Tim would get three sheets to the wind he would announce that he was a
‘petty officer of the line' and denounce his former mates as occupying a rung of the
social scale well below his recent elevation. We loved it. There was only one Conaty.

Non-rated lads stood topside watch. It was a lot like being the gate keeper at a lunatic
asylum... Especially late at night when the local cab companies delivered drunks. Only
other drunks find drunks amusing. Want to have fun? Try herding a drunk from the
guarterdeck of a diesel boat to the after battery hatch and getting him below. Half the
time you end up fishing the poor fool out of the water.

On nice nights, topside watch wasn't half bad. You checked the lines every 15 minutes
and wrote 'All lines secure, moored as before' in a log that had ten million coffee cup
rings on the cover. Between entries you played hopscotch between salvage air
connection plates or shot pier rats with a pellet gun... Or you could listen to Norfolk late
night radio brought to you by an endless number of flea bag establishments willing to
sell sailors the entire known world for no down payment and easy monthly installments.
A form of indentured servitude that replaced the company store for owning souls.

If you were lucky enough to pull the 4 to 8, you got to watch the sunrise over Craney
island and catch the Krispie Kreme doughnut delivery. Controlling ten boxes of fresh
doughnuts had a proportional effect on one's immediate popularity.

There was another submarine in our

division, the USS Cutlass (SS-478). While LETE S W LI TE LB B DLRLE
standing topside watch one night, Stuke zj;j?ﬂ’fwfffdg;éff;g
made an interesting discovery. The Cutlass, ’;;:mﬂéw pryhaiiyscigs
like all subs, had her name painted on her s wvon | PR
stern in 6 to 8 inch white letters. With THE ZEEE F conts DUTL
minimal effort the "L" in Cutlass could be THE AT SAEN DL

AT TR HND
AN T &
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converted to an "E", changing the name to N g Aol

'CUTEASS'. It took 'em the better part of a
week to discover the conversion and all of
three seconds to assign the blame.

At sea we usually wound up on the
receiving end of some weird game dreamed
up by the perverted antisubmarine wizards.
We called it ping time. To add some kind of
diabolical interest, naval air and destroyer
forces dumped things called PDCs on us...
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Practice depth charges. Little hand grenade-like devices thought up by some
underemployed simpleton whose goal in life was to interrupt folk's sleep. You never got
used to the fool things. Just when you were drifting off, some idiot would park a load of
the racket makers on your underwater roof. Being at the bottom end of the naval chain
allowed us to over simplify everything... A distinct advantage in naval service.

We operated with a naval air unit out of Bermuda, VP 45 known as Polly's boys. They
were good if the amount of noise they made when we were trying to get some sleep is
any indication. Very good.

When we were on the surface, Stuke, Conaty and | were lookouts and on the dive,
planesmen. We rotated every hour and twenty minutes using the helm as our base. We
were called 'section three'. We were good. They used us on battle stations.

The Requin had a fiberglass sail held together by a couple of thousand Monel metal
bolts. This gave us a high bridge. 'High' being one helluva relative term when compared
to battleships, aircraft carriers and the Cape May ferry. It never seemed too damn high
in heavy weather.

The bridge had only one piece of equipment... The TBT (Target Bearing Transmitter). A
device used to transmit information on ships or shore locations below to anyone
interested in that kind of information. At times it held a portable signal light for visual
communication... The light could be dismounted and taken below. The worthy grand
keeper of the signal light was a second class signalman named Stokes. Stokes owned a
bosun's pipe and could pipe all the calls. | never figured them out. Only Noah, Admiral
Lord Nelson, and about a handful of retired tin can sailors gave a damn about bosun
pipes. Well, Stokes had this zeon searchlight. It was one of the brightest things on the
planet... It could throw a light beam all the way to the horizon or cook the eyes out of
any P2V pilot who happened to sneak up on you at night.

Oh, and we had another use for the searchlight...

When we would come in from sea, the married guys would invariably con the single
guys into standing duty the first night in. We always had a battery charge scheduled
that night. All the officers went ashore and left Lt. Noel K. Schilling with the charge. At
times, one of our girls would come down and we would take off for a little half-hour of
commingling bliss in the back seat of some shipmate's car in the parking lot. We would
mount the searchlight in the bridge socket and flash the car if the lad was needed
aboard. The searchlight was appropriately named the 'Lucy Light' after a rather
amorous third class dental tech who bestowed her favors rather liberally among lonely
E-3s along way from home.

We carried four types of torpedoes: 14's, 16's, 27's, and 37's. We would fire the rascals
and have to surface, then go find the fool things and recover them. Recovering a
floating torpedo is a tricky operation. You would come alongside of the one ton
monster, put a swimmer over the side to wrestle with the beast while the deck apes
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rigged the torpedo loading boom. The poor devil in the water had to place a stainless
steel recovery band around the torpedo. You have to picture one ton of steel fish
bobbing around in the swells and some raghat trying to slip a metal ring on it... It was
like trying to put a garter belt on araging wet rhino.

Capt. Frothingham and some other officer invented a recovery net... They built the
contraption on the Orion. It worked great... It revolutionized picking up fish. We named it
the 'Requin Recovery Net'... | left the ship and never knew what ever happened to the
net. It had to be the most wonderful labor saving device ever built by the hand of man. It
put our wardroom right up there with Leonardo Di Vinci and Edison.

When we loaded for sea we looked like some kind of buccaneer ship. There was no
place to store chow for more than about a week, so we packed food everywhere. Cases
of canned goods... Beans, peas, etc., were stacked up two, and at times three layers
deep in the passageway. You damn near had to be a lizard to get in and out of the lower
bunks. Potatoes were brought on board in bags and either stored in bench lockers in
the after battery crews mess or packed in the showers... By the time they opened the
showers, the potatoes would be long gone.

Flour and sugar were stored outboard the engines in both the forward and after engine
rooms... Port side. Outboard the two starboard engines, you had twenty pound cans of
coffee. Going into the yards, you stored coffee everywhere... Up to, and including the
skippers, hip pockets. Coffee was the medium of exchange in the yards... Par value was
directly tied to the coffee bean. Non-scheduled work was accomplished by a primitive
form of barter called '‘Cumshaw’. In the world of Cumshaw, a twenty-pound can of Navy
coffee trumps everything. | never really understood why, but in the yards, everything
cost coffee...

Most of the chow was stored in the passageways of the crews after-berthing
compartment in the after battery. Since the lower rated animals were usually the ones
tagged for loading the stores, they knew where all the good stuff was located. Since |
was an After Battery Rat... Who lived in Hogan's Alley, | used to make certain that a case
of peanut butter and a box of crackers found its way over in that direction. At night
someone would whisper,

"Anyone near any Vienna Sausage?"..."I'll toss you a can of peaches for some Peter
Pan."

We were a Peter Pan boat. Oh, it's true, we carried a few Skippy eaters, but they were a
distinct minority. Skippy eaters were treated like subversive, non-believing heathens.
Peter Pan eaters were the good guys. We won all peanut butter elections and the cooks
knew that bringing Skippy on board could lead to physical violence. It was like talking
during a Rocky and Bullwinkle cartoon... Tongue removal could result. Vigilantes ruled
the after battery. You either rode with the good guys or became a Skippy eater.
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Rocky and Bullwinkle were the patron saints of messcooks. Bad mouth either the
squirrel or the moose, and weird and exotic things began showing up in your mashed
potatoes. One of the cardinal rules of underwater courtesy and etiquette states that he
who aggravates a messcook or cook should not be surprised to find iguana droppings
in his soup. The after battery was a jungle.

Speaking of coffee, in the crew mess we had two contraptions that could give you a
hard time. The coffee urn and the garbage ejector (the GDU, garbage disposal unit).

First the coffee urn... It stood outside of the galley. It had a gravity drain to number two
sanitary tank. The drain line had a gate valve and a kick-throw between the urn and the
tank. Failure to completely close these two valves on blowing sanitary tanks, allowed
the wonderful contents of number two sanitary to percolate up into the urn and make its
unique contribution to the taste of Requin coffee.

| learned to drink coffee aboard Requin. Every cup had a hydraulic oil slick floating on
it... For years | wondered why in the hell non-navy coffee didn't taste like boiled
Yugoslavian Army socks and come with rainbow colors floating around in it.

The garbage ejector... You have to understand our solid waste disposal problem. When
Requin was down... Running submerged, trash, garbage and junk collected. Straight
garbage got packed in weighted bags... Nylon bags that fit into tapered stainless steel
cans called sharpshooter buckets. These buckets formed garbage into bagged slugs
that could be forced to sea using 225 |b. ship service air. We weighted the bags so that
they went directly to the bottom and did not give away our position.

Failure to properly secure the muzzle door to the GDU would allow sea water to come
shooting out of the inner vent. Nothing could interrupt the evening movie any faster

than the unique sound of high pressure water hitting our return ventilation line in the
overhead. All leaks had classifications... This was a 'Cow Pissing on a Flat Rock' leak.

Diesel submarines leak. Only Hollywood diesel boats don't leak. One of the rudest
awakenings you get in the sub force is finding out that movies lie. There isn't awhole
helluva lot of romance and adventure in the world of a submarine qualified E-3, but you
make great friends... The best shipmates in the fleet.

You must understand griping... Constructive, creative griping, not to be confused with
counter-productive whining. This may seem weird, but we maintained high morale by
inventing uniqgue ways to gripe. No one could take a mole hill and build an Alpine range
any faster than the After Battery Rats.

Once we were overrun with roaches. It got so bad that eventually they had to fumigate
the boat. Everyone made roach cracks. We used to knock before opening the bread
locker so they could run and hide. We used to tell people to be considerate since the
light could hurt their eyes... We used to announce that Requin had the kind of raisin
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bread that, if you didn't like raisins, you could shake it and all of the raisins would get
up and run away.

We got other strange critters that were cannibals. We used to yell,
"Trade you two blind ones for one with no teeth."
We raised complaining to the level of fine art...

Standing bridge watch (lookout) in heavy weather could make time drag. When you are
cold or wet, or a combination thereof, hours seem to drag on. It really feels good to hear
your relief request permission to come up... You would give him your binoculars and
tell him about any contacts you held and anything radar held over the horizon. A smart
lad would have checked the PPI scope in the conn before coming up and would already
have a clear picture of what contacts we were working. Once you had performed all the
mandated rituals, the deck officer would grant you permission to lay below. You would
drop down, make your way through the conn, pay your respects to the lads standing
watch in the control room and move aft to the crews mess to draw a cup of hot coffee.

If your foul-weather gear was wet, you would draw three cups of coffee (one for the
throttleman, oiler and yourself) and make your way aft to the forward engine room. You
would remove your wet gear and spread it out on the engine covers to dry... Then visit
with the engineman until the heat from the two Fairbanks 1600HP diesels knocked the
chill out of you.

Bobby Ray, John O'Neil and Dutch Vanderheiden usually were on watch and we'd tell
some sea stories and catch up on the scuttlebutt.

After a while, you'd take the dirty cups back to the messdeck and go hunt up an empty
bunk to crawl into. You see, unlike the officers and rated men, non-rated men
hotsacked... You didn't have your own assigned bunk. You just found an empty one and
stole a couple of blankets off of other guys who were sleeping, and crawled in. If it was
cold, the engines drew a draft through the boat every time someone went topside
through the conning tower hatch (known as the pneumonia hole). We would crawl into
our bunks fully clothed, boots and all. | used to pull a watch cap down over my ears and
eyes. All things considered, sleeping wasn't half bad on the Requin.

Our call sign was 'ROCKET WOLF' and our call letters were NYEC. | can't think of what
value this would have for anyone, but it goes to show that the training sticks with you.
You never forget.

It's funny what you remember. If you were moored on the starboard side of pier 22 in the
forward nest, you could shoot beer cans out of the after signal ejector and put them on
the boat deck of the Orion. | would not like to go into detail where this specific
knowledge was gained.
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Most submariners have a bunch of tales of thrilling moments. Capt. Frothingham kept
our thrilling moments to a minimum. He was not an advocate of the unexpected.

We hit the Yorktown ammo pier once and bit a large chunk of lumber out of it. We
sledge-hammered the wood out of the bullnose, replaced the paint and reduced the
incident to a laughable memory.

Once the USS King (DLG-1) hit us with an ASROC-assisted homing torpedo. It busted
through a hull flange, shearing the bolts of the forward signal ejector. We took some
water in the forward torpedo room. Considering the operating instructions that Capt.
Frothingham had to follow, we were as restricted as a duck taped to a shotgun muzzle.
We all knew that given an equal playing field, our wardroom could out-think the surface
navy every time. They were good. Requin was better... We held our own.

We were '‘Dungaree Navy'. In simple terms that means we had no uniform of the day. In
port or at sea, it was all the same... Dungarees. We lived in dungarees. At sea, water...
Fresh water, was precious. This was the pre-nuclear Navy. Living was rough... Air
wasn't that great. If you were down for any length of time, it got so bad it wouldn't
support combustion... At times you couldn't light a smoke. C02 built up. You absorbed it
with lithium hydroxide.

Air got foul... Cooking odors... Bilge stench... Sanitary inboard vent air... And 80 men
missing regular showers, combined to create a pretty ripe atmosphere. It didn't take a
high 1.Q. to figure out why they called them pig boats. About Requin... She was three
hundred eleven feet six inches long... Powered by four 1600HP Fairbanks Morse diesel
engines connected to 500 KW generators by direct drive aft of each engine. The
generators supplied power to a pair of Westinghouse motors or the batteries. We had
252 tons of batteries (126 in the forward well; 126 aft.) Each cell weighed a ton... MLA
77A Exide wet lead acid. (You qualify under Mr. D. and you never forgot. It is weird what
rattles around in your head after thirty years... Give Mr. D credit. | missed two questions
on final qualification. | didn't know that Yarway made the levelometer gauges for the
sanitary tanks and that the muzzle roller in the torpedo tubes was phenolic... The rest
were bronze. | never forgot.)

Requin was a working boat. The nuclear subs had long ago become the focal point of
the public's interest. The glamor associated with subsea service had been transferred to
the nukes. Our boats were associated with the past.

We were assigned duty like target for anti-submarine elements and cat and mouse
games with navy air. We called it ping time. No glamour, just long hours... Days of
boring work. But, we did it... And we did it well. What pride we had we got from the
association with good men, a great wardroom and a good boat... Teamwork, and a
unique light-hearted way of getting the job done.
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The Old Man was good. He was quiet... He didn't say much. If he called you by name it
felt good... That might sound funny, but he wasn't given to the small talk that the crew
engaged in.

He was from New England... He had no middle name. His name was listed as Edward
(NMN) Frothingham. What the hell was NMN? No middle name... Navy abbreviated
everything. He only had eight fingers - he had lost two in a helo-transfer. We were told
that he was damn sensitive about the subject, so we'd stay off the topic. Outside of
hearing, he was known as 'Eight Fingers'. Once when | was standing watch we had a
helo-transfer. Capt. Frothingham and Jim Buck were on the bridge. The Old Man turned
to the lookouts and said,

"Gentlemen, put your hands in your pockets!" We didn't laugh.

| said he was good. He was a true seaman... He had a million evasion tricks up both
sleeves. He perfected the airless surface, a little ditty that involved a rapid angle change
allowing the boat to broach and fall back, trapping air in the forward tanks. It drove the
cooks nuts.

| vividly recall our introduction to Capt. Frothingham...

When we went to sea, we drew sea print films... 16mm movies. They constituted most of
out entertainment... Stuke made up the difference. We had two projectors (ANQB Navy
projectors) but, only one cinemascope lens. The raghats had one projector and the
wardroom had the other. Prior to Frothingham's arrival, we had an unwritten
gentleman's agreement with the wardroom... We would alternate nights with the
cinemascope lens.

One night, in accordance with the existing agreement, we were well into the first reel of
the film we were showing, when Quesada (the wardroom steward --- we called him 'Q")
showed up and said,

"Zee Captain, he want zee lens."

"Go tell him, itisn't the officers' turn.”

Q shoved off and went forward... We continued to watch the film. In a minute, he turned
up again...

"Capt'n serious ... He no fooling ... He want to have lens."

We sent him forward again to have the exec explain the standing arrangement to the
skipper.

Shortly after Q left, someone yelled,
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"ATTENTION ON DECK!!"

And there was the Old Man in all of his radiant glory. He lit us up like a pinball machine,
and when he left we knew damn well that if he sent word for anything in the future it
would go forward or we would be hanging by our toes. It was very clear... Absolutely
clear.

We had a cook... His name was Custer. He never got used to the crews' monkey
business. When he was baking a cake one night we started carrying a 3to 5 degree
down angle. When he pulled his cake out of the oven, one side was about five inches
higher than the other. Everyone was in on the gag and had a great time making
comments to the effect that it was the weirdest gahdam cake they had ever seen.

Another time, the poor devil baked bread during a time when we dove and while
snorkeling, pulled a vacuum in the boat. His bread came out like a dozen black bricks.
He went nuts... We rolled on the deck laughing!

Custer made hamburgers one night. While he was cooking them, we kept pulling the
electric breaker to the grill. Custer was the only guy in the crew who had no idea that he
was about to serve damn near raw hamburgers to the crew. When he did, everyone
started mooing like a cattle herd and yelling,

"Mine's not dead... It's still moving!"

Then we started singing the theme song from the Rawhide TV show. Custer often
wondered if we were all a little light in the brains department. We loved it... You could
always get him to hit a number five dry fly.

Being at sea wasn't that bad... Especially riding the surface. Some of my finest
memories are of nights standing watch on the bridge.

Summer nights were great. The boat would knife along and sea water would rise up
along the tank tops, slip away aft and cascade off, leaving millions of twinkling
phosphorescent stars winking back at you in the wake. It doesn't get any better than
that.

Every now and then porpoise would play in the bow wave... Coffee always tasted better
on nights like that... If you could get a visitor to the bridge and assume your watch long
enough to allow you to drop down to the 0-2 level and catch a smoke, it sure made life
worth living.

You can't stand bridge watches with someone and not get to know them. I've never met

any of Tim's family but | have always felt that | knew them... And I could tell stories on
Stuke the entire night. You get close when you wear Dolphins.
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Jason, | have no idea what sort of recollections you are interested in. We didn't do
anything like you see in the movies ... Or pull any rabbits out of magical hats. We did
the routine work of peacetime submarine assignments. Most of us were young fellows
still in the wild oat-sewing stage of life... Hootin' holler, bark at the moon, lads. We took
our slice of life right out of the middle.

Today diesel boat sailors have been relegated to a place on the chart of the
development of man, down around the point previously occupied by Cro-Magnon
primates. The Requin is a neanderthal now... A living naval fossil. Time moves on...
Technology renders perfectly serviceable things obsolete. Obsolescence takes hold
and you are history.

Requin is like a racehorse that has been put out to stud. Maybe some lad in Pittsburgh
will visit the old girl and it will ignite his spirit of adventure. Adventure lives in all boys...
Maybe he will go to New London and then find himself standing on pier 22 at Des Sub
Piers in Norfolk, waiting for his new boat. If she were half the boat Requin was, he'd
spend a lifetime looking back and knowing the best times in his life were punching
holes in the ocean on her.

|\/|Ol’e ReCO”ectIOHS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Ray - | don't think after battery rats are allowed to write their recollections of their duty
aboard diesel boats. | think they made us sign some kind of statement to that effect... If
you divulged anything about your service aboard diesel boats, some JG from the Office
of Naval Intelligence will come directly to your place of residence and remove the
frontal lobe of your brain - and your tongue.

All the great submarine books are written by officers; "THE THRILLING WARTIME
ADVENTURES OF RICHARD "BIG DICK" OHARA, COMMANDER OF THE USS MUDCAT
(SS-ZIPPTY DOO DAH), TERROR OF THE MUMBO JUMBO STRAITS" You never see
"THE THRILLING ADVENTURES OF WILLIE "THE ANIMAL" JOHNSON, MESSCOOK &
STARBOARD LOOKOUT - - - TOPSIDE WATCH AND GEEDUNK TRUCK COMMANDO.
THE MAN THE NAVY USED TO PROVE PENICILLIN WOULD CURE DAMN NEAR
EVERYTHING."

Take a Master Chief. In the late '50s and early '60s, a Master Chief had SERIOUS power.
If I recall my high school civics, a Master Chief could become President right after the
impeachment of the Postmaster General. In certain primitive societies, a Master Chief
was considered equal to, or greater than, their god of sexual abandonment and drunken
revelry. A Master Chief was a BIG deal... If they were REALLY hungry, they could make
a meal out of the entire deck force.

| was an after battery rat. Most of my boat service was spent as a qualified, non rated
animal. A single cell invertebrate at the absolute lowest end of the Naval food chain.
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Naval Regs and submarine force policy did not allow independent thought below E-5,
except for use of toilet tissue and tying of shoelaces.

My book, "LIFE IN HOGAN'S ALLEY AND NEAT STUFF YOU CAN DO ON HELM WATCH"
will be out next year. | plan to follow it up with "THE LITTLE GOLDEN BOOK OF
PROSTITUTES AND BARMAIDS".

We weren't the most informed folks. We actually believed it was impossible for an
enlisted man to make Master Chief or Chief of the Boat, if he could identify his mother
or came from married parents... And that the 'Goat Locker' was a seagoing franchise,
owned and operated by ordained disciples of the Devil... And that Hell was the home of
people who invented the chipping hammer and paint scraper.

Life was simple below 3rd. Class. If you could steal a blanket off some poor
sonuvabitch hotsacking in the Alley, liked paperback sexbook literature, could eat
Spam and like it, could sleep through venting #2 sanitary tank inboard, had a girl on the
beach with loose panty elastic and beer money and could win an anchor pool every now
and then, life wasn't half bad.

On the other hand, if you had to messcook, dive #2 sanitary tank in the yards, had a sea
print film case fall out of the overhead vent lines and land on your face, life was not so
good. In fact, life got totally terrible when you returned from 6 weeks of punching
invisible holes in the Atlantic to find that the girl with the loose panty elastic was that
day's winner of the ovulation anchor pool.

Life alternated between good and bad... Bug juice and sea stores cigarettes... Hand-me-
down foul weather gear... Mid rats made from recipes tested in Japanese POW camps
and the application of the advice and wisdom of tattoo-covered, cigar smoking Chief
Petty Officers, who never understood that the 14th. Amendment freed all slaves. --It's
all in my book.

USS ReqUin (88'481) by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

I rode Requin. Today the wonderful old gal sits out in the Ohio River at Pittsburgh all
dolled up looking one helluva lot better than when | rode her. They gave her a total
battery hysterectomy and ripped off her screws... She's also a little light in the rack
(bunks) department. But, like the gahdam stuffed owl you have perched on your mantle,
she looks the same. Looking at her sitting in quiet water securely fastened to a green
riverbank... Out to stud, so to speak... A floating jungle gym for school kids. You only
have to close your eyes and it all comes back.

It's '60 and the old girl is slicing throug the North Atlantic with a bone in her teeth. It's
nighttime, phosphoresent water smashing through the limber holes, sliding aft through
the superstructure then sliding down over the tanktops and cascading back into the
sea, creating a million twinkling stars passing the screw guards. Cutlass (SS-478) was
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somewhere up ahead. The lookouts couldn't raise her light so she had to be hull down
over the horizon. Her voice call was "Cabbage" and ours was "Rocketwolf"...(the trivial
crap you remember forty gahdam years later). On the bridge, two lookouts and the OOD.
Night baking smells floating up from the open conning tower hatch. The only sound
other than water slapping at the limber holes and doing its damnedest to pop our line
locker lids, was a breeze making weird sounds with the whip antenna.

"Cabbage, Cabbage this is Rocketwolf...Rocketwolf..do you read me?"

"Rocketwolf, Cabbage we read you two by two... Too loud and too often. What'cha need
Rocketwolf?"

" Halifax Radio says rain your direction; seen any?"
"That's affirmative. Coming down like a cow pissing on a flat rock."
"Flat rock, aye... Much obliged. Rocketwolf out."

"Bridge, conn... We should be hitting a low pressure front with heavy squalls any
minute now. You want us to send up rain gear?"

"Conn, bridge... That's affirmative. Have whoever is camped on the trim manifold run us
up some gear... And a black and bitter, two blond and sweets and a load of whatever the
night baker is pulling out of the oven."

"Very well."

The lieutenant turns toward the lookouts... They've
been a team for damn near two years. A watch
section... Smallest bloodbrother fraternity on earth.
Born by COB assignment, but a union consumated
in ice and saltwater.

"Hey, either of you guys want to slip down into the
sail and take a piss, catch a quick smoke and
screw up your night vision?" "You bet, sir!"

"Conn, bridge. Wake up whoever is playing
radarman down there... Have him take a couple of
sweeps around and report anything in our area.”

"Bridge, conn... Just the 'Cuteass'... She hasn't
changed course for two hours."

THE LEQLIN A5 Sosen TREILH
THIE LSES S 208 Dh A,

"Any aircraft?" "That's negative." "Very well."
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"OK gentleman, quick smoke and a whiz... One at a time... No screwin' around. The old
man or exec come up, get rid of the butt and the usual cover story - Checking the
running light connection, thought it was flickering. You know, the standard 'smoke'n
pee' cover story."

It's O.K. to tell this stuff now. The statute of limitations has run out on screwin' off on
lookout. At the time, catching a smoke down next to the snorkel defuser required an
oath involving the future health of your mother and the drinking of chicken blood. The
Navy frowned on less than three men on the bridge...The old multiple eyeball theory. We
had junk bolted to the bridge that could pick out people in Scandinavia and tell the boys
from the girls, but John Paul Jones said three man minumum. J.P. Jones was an officer
who obviously never understood the raghats appreciation for a pee and a Pall Mall.
Capt. Jones was also surface navy. Once, | saw a painting with Jones standing on the
deck of an old sailing ship. He was up his knees in dead bluejackets, 70% of his guns
had been dismounted, busted masts, collapsed sails. tackle, rigging and aloft gear
littered the decks. What was left of his gunnels were dished in and there was blood all
over the place... And here was John Paul standing in the middle of this painting looking
like he had just stepped out of a naval tailors, yelling, "I have just BEGUN to fight!"

Remember the old saying, "Ten percent never get the word"? Classic example.

Where in the hell were we? Oh yes... Some clown would bring up the foulweather gear.
Salvation Army dumpsters and Pakistani P.O.W. s got better issue than we carried in
our foulweather gear locker. The gahdam rubber boots were designed for some monster
with rhino feet. We had eight right boots and two left boots. Didn't matter, you could
wear two rights, two lefts or any combination thereof, it just didn't matter. The gear was
ripped and had become rather gamey. In the winter, the North Atlantic gets a tad chilly.
To survive, diesel boat sailors played the "lets see how much gear | can laminate my
body with" game. Muliple layers of foul weather pants can turn urination into a never to
be forgotten skill... A real olympic event when you add 14 degree rolls and the bow
chopping. The inside of our gear needed Dr. Scholls odor eaters. Rumor had it that
somewhere in our gear locker there was a dead mule no one could find.

Once the rain hit, all the fun went out of being a lookout. Webster could use the
following example to illustrate "miserable”; Being on lookout north of Halifax, late
January in heavy rain. Cold and wet the basic ingredients of a long night. But long
nights are where lasting friendships are forged. You don't recognize that at eighteen or
nineteen... It hits you in your fifties when you stand on the deck of your old boat welded
to the dock in Pittsburgh and peer through recently acquired glasses for some old
sonuvabitch who shared long nights, strong coffee and wet gear with you many years
ago. The fraternity has no expiration date... We get older... We get uglier , but we've left
too many beer glass rings on too many tables in weird places to forget each other.

When your tour was over you'd turn your binnoculars over to the poor half asleep

sonuvabitch who relieved you, and you turn over your visual contacts, collect coffee
cups and head below. Our control room doubled as a clubhouse for clowns. Senior

26



petty officers were rewarded by the gods of underwater service by being given watch
assignments where you got to sit in the control room on a padded locker where it was
warm and dry and you could drink coffee and smoke while you talked about something
called "The good old days where they rode wooden submarines and plugged the leaks
with various body parts ripped off messcooks and lookouts." We figured if bullshit ever
got to five cents a pound, we were going to sell anything assigned to a manifold watch.

"Hey sweetheart, how's the weather out tonight?"

You and your watch mate are standing there trying to light soggy cigarettes dripping
water all over the deck and now Mr. Submarines wants to play Mr. Comedian...

"Great Chief... Back in the old days when me, Noah and all the animals went to sea, this
was a shower. Just think, if we had just killed all of the monkeys, there would be no
gahdam Chief Enginemen or machinist mates."

When you got tired of batting horsemanure fore and aft with the elderly set, you would
head into the crews mess and draw a cup of whatever was passing for hot coffee on
that particular night. We called it "Boiled Yugoslavian army sock." You always could
find something that would pass for food in a third world country, on a messdeck table.
They called the stuff midnight rations... "Midrats"... Usually a couple of loaves of fresh
baked bread, some navy mayonaise and cold cuts. Navy mayonaise healed itself. It
came in alabeless can... You zipped the lid out of the can and damn near immediately, a
vulcanized scum formed on the top like a self-sealing tractor tire. To get to the damn
spreadable mayonaise, it was like trying to punch your way through the side of a
weather balloon. Nobody ever recognized what-in-the-hell the cold cuts were made out
of, or cared. Could have been Cocker Spanial for all we knew. But it made a sandwich
and no diesel boat sailor passed for a gourmet. Once you had wrapped yourself around
a couple of mid rat sandwiches, you pulled a couple of cups outa the rack and drew
coffee for the oiler and throttleman in the forward engine house. Then you worked your
way through the snoring mob in the after battery.

The A.B. was like 25 bums living in a refrigerator crate. When we got to the engine room
and handed out the coffee, we pulled off our wet foulweather gear and draped it over the
Fairbanks engine covers. All throttimen had the straight poop on everything. Never
knew why... Some kind of underground telegraph, probably. We always figured the
engineman could hypnotize the yeoman, or had an 8x10 glossy photo of the exec
checking into a motel with a sheep. Whatever it was, enginemen always knew what was
happening. After a while, you returned to the after-battery to look for an empty rack to
turn in to, and some sound sleeper whose blankets you could steal.

| loved the boat. Great crew. Great wardroom. Best damn cooks and our corpsman,
Master Chief Rohr was better than anything you'd find at the Mayo Clinic. | love kidding
boat sailors. Aside from marrying my bride and the birth of my kids, the highpoint of my
life came on the morning Cdr. Ed Frothingham pinnned silver dolphins on my wet
dungaree shirt.

27



| hope I don't step on too many nuke toes... Those of us who rode conventional boats
put up with a lot of nuclear power tribal bullshit. We didn't initiate it... Some idiot planted
a seed that going nuke was going first class... Diesel boat sailors were inferior - less
than desirable folks. Jet pilots never treated prop fliers like trash... Marines who arrive
by helicopter don't trash fellow Marines who arrive by landing boat. If a nuke boat sailed
up my storm sewer, | wouldn't walk across the street to see it. | know it's wrong to feel
like that. Hell, I've always blamed Rickover... He was in charge. He not only condoned it,
but pushed it. I've never felt comfortable about that kind of thinking. Keep a zero
bubble... Dex.

Rationale for Retroactive Combat Award

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Stone, you old oxydized sonuvabitch, | am seeking support for the Retroactive
Consideration of my Application for the Award of a Purple Heart.

"IN 1960, IN ACTION AGAINST A HOSTILE FOREIGN POWER AND IN DEFENSE OF MY
COUNTRY, | WAS HIT BY A HIGH VELOCITY PROJECTILE AND HAD TO BE REMOVED
FROM A NON SECURED COMBAT ZONE."

Sometime in the spring of 1960 while visiting Bells, that well known establishment
where members of Naval subsurface community went to seek refined refreshment and
sophisticated interaction with members of the delicate sex. Bells, where you could get
drunk and a set of doeskin blues simultaneously. Bells, where it was impossible to use
"clean", "sanitary" and "men's room" in the same sentence. Bells, where iguana piss
was a buck fifty a pitcher.

The HMCS Terra Nova was in. The "Terry N" was some kind of whiz kid Canadian can. In
60, she was so new she still had strips of masking tape around her hull numbers.

We'd been out... Came in, got mail, fresh milk... Put in a charge... Blues, half a bottle of
Agua Velva... Bum five bucks and over the side. Nothing complicated, just wanted to get
off the gahdam boat. We had reached that point where "Fresh air, a f*ck and a bicycle
ride would kill you." (Strictly SUBRON 6).

We were in Bells... Minding our own business, enjoying polite conversation... The global
economy... Women's rights... Environmental issues... SAT scores vs. the entrance
requirements at M.L.T... The kind of stuff all submariners discuss. Wait, maybe it was
'Who played first base for Cleveland in 19387?'... Sex with small animals... And how to
steal electrician's knives from Fleet Supply... | forget...

Anyway, | had wrapped myself around the better part of a pitcher of draft. | had your
basic E-3 bladder... If you were equipped with an E-3 bladder, they come with a high pee
rate. In other words, compared with a high capacity Master Chief bladder, you were
looking at something like a four trips to the head versus one. Or considering the Chief,
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maybe four head runs vs. a stop in the alley on the way back to DES SUB Piers. Above
E-6, the whole world was your urinal.

| was in the head returning Bells' best to the Elizabeth River, when one of the lads from
the neighborhood up north... Her Majesties fleet elite... made some very intelligent
observation regarding the United States having some form of solo intercourse with
itself.  was not present to enjoy this intellectual discussion.

| was a recently qualified messcooking escapee, who was rapidly reaching the point
where the operation of 13 buttons and urinal plumbing become mental challanges. Once
| figured it all out, | congratulated myself and made the big mistake of attempting to
return to my point of origin.

When | opened the door, it was obvious that Canadian - American relations had rapidly
degenerated. | was later told that | got in some good licks... You couldn't prove it by
me... For at some point early in the action, one of our former allies bounced a gahdam
pool ball off my head and put my lights out.

Somebody brought me back to the boat. Doc Rohr repaired me... Doc was a kind of
veternary surgeon, who studied under Ganghis Khan.

For weeks at morning quarters, | was referred to as the "Eight ball who took an eight
ball" and the "Cueball screwball." Sympathetic consideration among submarine sailors
begins with limb and sight loss.

| was wounded in action against a hostile foreign power while defending the United
States. It was in the middle of the Cold War... The Battle of Bells... Cold War. Don't know
who won, but it WAS a hostile action. Anyone who doesn't believe it was hostile, wasn't
between the juke box and the pool table at Bells that night. Someone told me that some
poor sonuvabitch off the Cubera got his hair parted with a pool cue and that when the
action concluded, they found some Canadian with his head stuck through the juke box
speaker.

Should you have the sort of influence necessary to effect consideration of such an
award, it would be the "COLD WAR DIESEL BOAT PURPLE HEART", with subsequent
recognition for Black Eye in Bermuda and being Cold Cocked in Montevideo.

If the Secretary of the Navy is not available, how about Sherri at Houlihan's? She's

prettier, smarter, has chest development... The kind that teenage late night fantasies are
made of. . Hell, all the SECNAV has are 3-piece suits and lousy neckties. Wingnut

The Truth Beh|nd "Fleet Annie" by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

I'm going to say it straight out... You boat sailors are going to have to take this one 'cold
turkey'. There's NO Fleet Annie - Never was. Me 'n Jack Mulvanney created her. That's
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the truth. 'Dex' n' Jack were absolute proof that the submarine school's screening
process failed to filter out all the idiots... It was like a birth control diaphram that you
could get a bowling ball through. We were certifiable idiots, our credentials backed by
testimonials from both the exec and COB.

Jack and | got a lot of doo-doo assignments in our non rated days. One day, we were
sent as aworking party of two, to pick up 'flash covers' for the new mattresses we got in
the yard. For those of you who may have forgotten, a flash cover was a naugahide-like
cover for your mattress. They were green and for the first three months the
sonuvabitches smelled like airplane glue.

Nasty things... On hot nights when you crawled up on one, sweaty and stripped to the
waist, you stuck to it like a gahdam air mail stamp.

Well, they gave me 'n Jack this truck... Kind of the military version of a pick-up... And we
lit out... In the non-rated world, unsupervised boondoggles with a truck thrown in, don't
happen every day.

When we arrived at the building at N. O. B., the clown who owned the magic fanny we
had to kiss to get the flash covers was 'at chow'. 'At chow' for shore duty folks can last
anywhere from two hours to two weeks. Jack and | crawled up and stretched out in the
truck bed.

There we were, flat on our backs staring up into a clear blue sky, contemplating the

complex issues surrounding national security, when we noticed this big water tank

above us. Written on the side in gigantic blue letters is "NAVAL SUPPLY NORFOLK"
and under it, it read "SERVICE TO THE FLEET SINCE 1906".

"Hey Jack, what a great tatoo THAT would make for some old retired East Main
hooker..."

"Yeah, great... Fleet Annie - Service to the Fleet Since 1906..."

Then we spent two hours creating Fleet Annie. She was an old lady... Kinda like Mary
Poppins. When she got too old to market her product in the competitive commercial
world, she decided to give it away to non rated guys who had the duty and couldn't get
ashore. Kind of the big kid version of the Tooth Fairy. Annie became totally invisible to
anyone owning a kahki uniform. Jack also talked me into saying that Annie would also
distribute her free favors to non-quals - since Jack, the co-inventor of Annie, was non
gualified. I agreed, knowing full well that this went against the tradition of SUBRON 6.
We figured that Annie was so good, it would be quick - therefore, it wouldn't take long
and she could whisper stuff in your ear about the trim and drain system.

You must remember, we were not only non rated, but non rated idiots... Paired up.
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Annie had this tatoo on her left breast... A fouled anchor through dolphins with a pink
ribbon below it reading "SERVICE TO THE FLEET SINCE 1906". No fantasy was official
without this official SUBRON 6 logo.

Annie was the Patron Saint of the Deck Force. Senior leadership never understood why
when the animals passed each other they exchanged the obligatory, "How's Annie?"

Once, we actually saw Annie... Montevideo '62 - '63... Old wrinkled lady on the seawall...
Black dress... Granny shoes... Black straw hat... Little white gloves. We were sliding
along the waterfront, breaking out mooring lines and wetting down heavies, when some
idiot yelled, "Hey, there's ANNIE!!!" Within seconds, 15 guys are jumping up and down
yelling, "HEY, ANNIE!"" and waving like fools.

Poor old lady probably got home that night and said,

"Pedro... No go Disneyland... American sailors totally nuts... No trust... Boatload of
complete idiots in town tonight." Perceptive lady...

Like all those frogs girls have to kiss in order to find the prince... Do you realize how
many old ladies bras we're going to have to peek in to find the real genuine Fleet Annie?
At our age, we don't have a helluva lot of time to complete this historical work.

HOgan'S AI Iey by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Remember "The Alley"? On Requin, it was six racks in the after battery - outboard - aft
of the well manhole. Home of the most senior, most worthless non rated wild men on
the boat. The nest where every hairbrain prank, underhanded scheme, diabolical plot
and stupid idea germinated, hatched and blossomed forth. Yup, you got it - the Varmit
Pit.

The ringleader of this band of unrepentent idiots was known as the Mayor of the Alley.
The motto was: "If you ain't heard a good rumor in four hours... Start one." In the annals
of Naval history, Hogan's Alley ranks right up there with pirate dens and the foc'sle of
the HMS Bounty. A rat hole whose only redeeming feature lay in the fact that the
wardroom always knew where the 'usual suspects' were camped out and could be
rounded up. On Requin, it was known to anyone above Ensign as the 'Headache
Factory'.

To say the Alley was an untaimed dump would be a master stroke of understatement. If
they had not invented Aqua Velva, we couldn't have stood ourselves. After more than
two weeks of no showers... You know, the point where you could throw your socks at
the goat locker curtains and they would stick. If it wasn't for Aqua Velva and Lucky
Tiger hair tonic, we would have been overcome by the smell.
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No human beings should live like we did. | have no idea what the size of the
accomodations were that they gave Jeffrey Dahmer, but you can bet your fanny it was a
helluva lot more than we had in the Alley. It was so small, the gahdam roaches stood
four on and eight off.

You could get anything in the Alley. The Alley was the control point for contraband, a
stash of sea store smokes that never ran dry, a library of pornographic and well worn
cowboy paperbacks that the Library of Congress envied, and an award winning reel of
Road Runner cartoons stolen from 16mm sea print films and spliced together into a two
hour display of spectacular stupidity. the 'After Battery Road Runner Extravaganza' was
beyond the shadow of a doubt, the best kept secret of the entire Cold War. Over several
years, dozens of non rated members of our submersible forces afloat participated in a
project to surgically remove all visual evidence of Mr. Beep Beep and Mr. Coyote from
as many sea flicks as came aboard and assemble them into what became known as the
'‘Big Mother'. You could run a full charge on both batteries in less time than it took to
run the Big Mother.

The only rule was the OD must be fully copped out before Big Mother could leave her
secure perch in the after battery ventilation lines. Death would have been one of the
lesser penalties that would have been paid by any sonuvabitch revealing the existence
of Big Mother... The Alley Mafia was the all knowing, all powerful enforcer of the highly
regarded legal system, known as the 'Code of no Crow'. Anyone who crossed that
invisible division point and entered the Kingdom of the Crow, became instantly socially
unacceptable, forfeited his right of association and was evicted from all of the side
lockers and other real property he had managed to homestead, weedle or otherwise
occupy in the land of nonsense and rarely condoned activity. To divulge the details of
anything going on in the Alley was an invitation to have the major element of one's
manhood promptly nailed to a line locker lid.

| don't want to convey the impression it was 'Eat or be Eaten' in the Alley... Far from it.
The Alley was a benevolent society formed for the self protection of the lowest forms of
submarine life... The Cub Scout den for the kids from the other side of the tracks... Like
a lepor colony where you went to comiserate with your fellow lepors and fantasize
about Chief Petty Officers being eaten by sea life with big teeth.

We took care of our own. I was once in Portsmouth Naval Hospital following the
removal of my appendix... Three inmates of the Alley made it past 30 ferret-eyed nurses,
carrying a beautiful vase of daffodils resting nicely in two quarts of draft beer. We called
them shipmates, one of the most honored and dearly earned terms in the English
language. | would draw my last dime out of the bank to buy an airline ticket to go pump
a pint of blood for any sonuvabitch who ever called me 'shipmate'. All you fellow
bubbleheads really understand what | mean.

| remember one night, we pulled in from God knows where... Doing ping time for Navy

pilots who dropped PDCs (practice depth charges) on us and made sleeping damn near
impossible.
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It was late when we secured the boat and the married guys got stand-bys out of all the
single guys... Another day in Paradise.

After the charge, the OD had a cup of coffee, bid us a pleasant evening and turned in for
the night.

"Gentlemen, the OD has just planted the idea that we have a pleasent evening..."

We then decided our idea of a pleasent evening called for pooled resources and cold
beer next to the screw guards. We were simple people who enjoyed simple pleasures...
On E-3 pay, the simpler the cheaper.

We pooled resources, turned over the pilfered dog-eared community controlled liberty
card and sent the guy who lost the coin flip, for beer.

In Norfolk, there was a locally brewed product known as 'Banner Beer'. It came in short
brown bottles or cans, with a label showing a waving blue pennant with 'Banner Beer' in
big white letters. The label went on to say that Banner Beer was a "Masterful
representation of the Brewer's Art". What Banner actually was, was living proof that
man had mastered the art of bottling fermented sheep dip and selling it for a dollar
thirty a six pack.

The beer arrived... We had combed our lockers for floating change resulting in enough
for 3 six packs. We knew the drill... Drag a CO2 extinguisher topside to cool the cans...
Put the loose cans in a weighted laundry bag that could be deep sixed if the duty OD
woke up in the middle of a Rita Hayworth dream and decided to have a smoke topside.
Experience indicated that our wardroom contained no commissioned personnel so bent
on ass chewing opportunities that they would scuba dive for evidence. We never
considered the question that would be posed by six shirtless men congregated around
an obviously recently discharged fire extinguisher.

There we were, the Navy's finest... Sucking suds with a million stars overhead. Some
animal speaks, "Gentlemen, | give you a beautiful night..." Beautiful night Hell, maybe
an acceptable moment. My idea of a 'beautiful night' ain't got nothin' to do with drinking
cheap beer, with a bunch of ugly bastards, at a time of night when the only people
running around are burglers and whores.

That was the closest we ever got to. "l love you guys..." But it speaks volumes for the
lads who rode boats and lived the legend of the final days of the diesel boat Navy.

|\/|aSteI’ Ch IefS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Remember those old raggedy-ass Master Chiefs? One of those fellows who bunked in
the goat locker, forward of the alley... One of those guys who 'buttpolished’ the
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messdeck benches and drank coffee during an 'All hands, turn to..." And from time to
time, moved about to check on the after battery slaves to make sure:

(A) They were not parked on an after battery head, reading a dog-eared Playboy.
(B) They had not found a dark upper bunk in the forward room and sacked out.
(C) Had not hidden in the pump room, sonar shack or dry stores room.

They were one of the old 'Dick Tracys', who knew that the great unwashed animal pack
was prone to hide bottles of illegal consumables in the maneuvering room cubicle,
outboard engines one and two, behind the Navol monitor, and in the pit log well.

Being a Master Chief is a form of cannibalism... You return to make meals out of your
own kind. After battery rats hear stories like,

"Hell, you should'a known ol' Dutch back in '52... We rode the USS Charley Tuna out of
San Diego... Back then, the sonuvabitch was half nuts. One night, we were tossing off
shots of Tequila and some fellow called ol' Dutch a sewerpipe sailor and Dutch bounced
him off a cinderblock wall and put him through a plate glass window..."

Dutch? The Dutch we knew drank a lot of coffee... Was the guy the exec sent to talk to
you after you and two other members of the deck force had gone on liberty, ran out of
money, climbed palm trees and peed on the Key West cop when invited to return to
Earth.

The Dutch we knew could not have been related to the fellow who in 1955, rode down
the main street of a village in Venezuela, buck naked on the back of a dairy cow, singing
"I'm back in the saddle again..." They may have looked a lot alike but there was no way
they could have been kin.

No sir, they remove all the hell raising genes from you before they make you a Master
Chief.

But they are good folks to know when the local constabulary delivers you to the
guarterdeck in a straw hat, your skivvies and flip flops, and you can't remember which
house of horizontal refreshment you left your whites hanging up in... And you need an
advocate to translate your gibberish into some kind of believable bullshit the exec will
buy.

Master Chief Petty Officers... Make that submarine qualified Master Chief Petty Officers,
can turn bullshit into gold at a rate that would even amaze Bill Clinton. That's basically
what they do.

One of the questions on the Master Chief's exam reads:
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"You are in Guam... You are called to a local whorehouse where you find five non rated
members of your crew holding off twenty members of the Air Force police with a high
pressure fire hose. How do you convince the Air Force major that what these lads are
engaged in, is in the best interest of the security of the United States?"

You have two minutes. You cannot use mind altering drugs or hand puppets.

When you're out, you look back and remember the times you were dead ass broke and
some raggedy-assed Chief slipped you enough for a couple of pitchers at Bells. Times
when the cab driver dumped you next to a salvage air connection forward of the
conning tower fairwater and the Chief paid him... Told you what an idiot you were...
Walked you aft and dumped you down the after battery hatch.

If God had not created CPOs, the guys in Hogan's Alley would have been forced to
invent them. Many times, the only thing between you and 'Walking the Plank' was a
Chief who had taken a buck naked ride on a bovine creature long ago in the South

Atlantic.

My book is going to be titled: Two Years in the Shears. Bullshit sea stories from one of
the last after battery rats.

Or
The Man Who Only Saw a Good Conduct Medal in a Surplus Store Window.

Or

Thelma Wouldn't Have Signed Monica Lewinsky's Qual Card

Sly FOX by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

When you refer to Sly Fox, do you mean that fine bordeaux wine... That
remarkable vintage... The rage of the 1959 Paris Wine Exhibition? Or
are you referring to that nasty stuff in a green glass bottle with a grey
fox on a purple label... That stuff that looked like it was fermented in a
bilge strainer, had all the sophistication of 'Johnson's No-Roach', and
when dribbled all over a set of whites, made you look like the Shroud of
Turin with legs.

If anyone asks you about the most terrible thing
devised during the Cold War, take Sly Fox for
500.

Topside Watch

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The loneliest job in the world... Night topside
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watch... Outboard boat, after nest, pier 22, DES SUB piers.

| may possibly hold the SUBLANT record for standing topside watches. If there was a
TopsideWatchman's rate, | could have skipped from E-3 to E-6 immediately. | was what
you would call, the consummate topside watch. My statue was the first erected in the
Topside Watch Hall of Fame. The inscription reads, "Inventor of Kiwi Golf."

What is Kiwi golf? It is played at night... Topside... 12 to 4 watch. You take an empty
Kiwi shoe polish can ... Start at the fwd. capstan and kick the can from bow to stern,
using the salvage air connection deck plates as the holes... All holes being par three,
except where you had to get it around the conning tower fairwater... That was the par
ten hole. Arguments as to number of penalty strokes for a Kiwi over the side or slipping
into the superstructure were never decided, so | guess Kiwi golf still has no hard and
fast rules.

There were a million diversions to keep you from going nuts in the middle of the night.
You could talk to the topside watch on the boat tied up next to yours. Invariably, he was
from Fork-in-the-Road, Minnesota and would explain things like, if you don't milk lady
cows often enough they would explode, and all the stuff that could go wrong with a hay
baler. The closest I'd been to a cow was the third row in a Randolph Scott movie, so |
never could follow the complicated stuff.

You could buy a pellet gun and fast draw on pier rats. This is a lot of fun until the eagle-
eyed guys on the Orion quarterdeck sent the duty tattletale down to tell your O. D. that
the man standing topside watch was "Monkeying with his pistol...". This brought about
a midnight discussion where it was unilaterally decided that since perceptions being
what they were and the negligible value of pier rat pelts, | should stop and devote more
time to checking lines and keeping desperados from crossing our brow.

| never, on daylight watch, put Tobasco or Texas Pete hot sauce in rolls and toss them
to seagulls... | never pitched Alka Seltzer tablets to the gulls... | did however, join a
bunch of fellow mates and throw Saltine crackers in the air to encourage sea fowl to
congregate in circles large enough to rain poop on the crew of the Redfin, gathered
topside, in dress canvas for a ship's company photo. God has since forgiven me to the
point that | am no longer liable for cleaning bills.

In the winter, they put a doghouse on the boat to protect you from the elements... What
elements? The things were made out of plywood so thin you could damn near see
through it, but it was too heavy to cut leg holes in the floor so you could carry it with
you when you checked your mooring lines. We used to say that guard shacks were
SUBRON SIX's way to save coffin money when burying frozen topside watches. They
secretly buried frozen topside watches and paved over them... Thus explaining all that
"Officer Only" parking at DES SUB piers. You couldn't fool us.

Who invented the gahdam peacoat, anyway? Probably some light in the loafers' avant-
garde designer. They weren't long enough... You got chewed out for putting your hands
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in the pockets, which were so high and shallow that your arms looked like rigged out
bow planes. They had a little ice cold chain sewn in to the collar that would give you
weird neck sensations... And when it rained, they absorbed 20 gallons of water with no
drips. Once wet, you stunk like sheep and had gained 35 Ibs., then your ankles broke.

To lifers, the peacoat was an almost religious vestment. To bad mouth the peacoat was
to trash Naval tradition... To denigrate those men of the deep water service who had
gone before... Down to the sea in ships, braving danger to pass on the fine traditions
that we unworthy useless idiots failed to appreciate. That of course was news to us, we
just thought they hung around bus stations and amused themselves saying, "Hey
sailor, get those hands out of those pockets!"

Everything that came aboard, passed the topside watch, including drunks and
doughnuts. Drunken boat sailors can do amazing things and be extremely entertaining
if you can convince them to stay out of the water and keep their clothes on.

Signing for doughnuts could make you power drunk. Having a gun with authorization to
shoot thieves and twelve dozen doughnuts is a lesson in submarine behavior known
only to topside watches and painted ladies. "If you have what a boat sailor wants... And
you give it to him... When he's finished, he'll move on and never look back." Fickle
fellows. When your popularity is directly tied to doughnut availability... It ain't love.

| think they replaced topside watches with an 800 number and sold all the dogshacks
for Virginia Beach vacation bungalows.

It all happened long ago and far away in that strange and exotic world just off Hampton
Blvd... The land of DES SUB piers. We were young... No money... No sense... And
aberrant human behavior was a virtue in our line of work.

The SIUSh Fund by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Slush funds are illegal. They are forbidden by regulation and frowned upon by all the
wise people who never got caught a thousand miles from any source of cash... Dead
broke in weird places where folks talk funny and don't give away beer, barbequed
monkey strips and physical affection for free.

There are no established reputable banking institutions doing business in the North
Atlantic. No ATM machines... No floating drive-in windows... And no plastic credit cards
issued by Father Neptune and his mermaid tellers. No sir... When you're broke, you're
flat out of everything but gold dental work. This malady was exclusive to enlisted
elements - never saw officers running around trying to scare up enough to float a
couple buckets of suds.

Our disbursing office was on the tender, USS Orion (AS-18). In the late '50s, early '60s,
the Orion went to sea about as often as Mother Teresa went to the Kentucky Derby. We
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got paid from Orion... Our pay records rested in some secret hole on 'Mother Onion,’
watched over by a group of lead-assed, shore duty shoemaker's elves who were never
around when you were far from home, dead sober, hungry, and wanting to lay alongside
something wearing a skirt.

So, the Great Sea Daddy of us all looked down from the sky and said, "This is not
good."

So, He bestowed upon his subsurface enlisted elements, the idea for the creation of a
kind of Saltwater Savings and Loan... He said,

"When you are paid, select one among you to pass, among his fellow shipmates with a
beat-up cigar box, and taketh from each a Fin... An Old Abe... A Fiver... five bucks. Do
not telleth the FDIC, bank regulators or the wardroom. This reserve will provide comfort
in times when you are far from the loafers who are camping on the Orion, shuffling your
pay records, and you wish to imbibe in distilled spirits, commingle with exotic females,
or get back into a poker game in the maneuvering room."

"Money can be obtained at the rate of 'Get five - return six’, 'Get ten - return twelve™ It
was simple. You could explain it to a trained ape (and many times we had to).

It was further understood that at times, red-blooded American bluejackets found
themselves in circumstances requiring the payment of bail, fines, bribes, or
compensatory damages. The Saltwater Savings and Loan was prepared to meet such
needs once validated by a quasi-board of directors resembling the 'Hole-in-the-Wall'

gang.

The price for stupid behavior was an allotment against down line earnings known in the
colorful parlance of forces afloat as "Pulling a Dead Horse."

Your author once had the need to seek such assistance.

In high school, they teach you a whole lot of junk you never use... And leave out a lot of
stuff that would really come in handy. For example, | took two years of high school
French... Two years with a nice looking redhead, with a high-powered, attention-
diverting bust line. In those two years, | never learned the French words for "fuel hose"
or "Which one of you little frog sonuvabitches stole our heaving lines?"

In history, nobody said that following our separation from England, the British said,
"We'll show those idiotic Americans... We'll drive backwards... Switch sides of the
road... Someday we'll get some idiot from east Tennessee off a submarine tied up in
Bermuda. This moron will rent a motor bike after wrapping himself around three rum &
cokes. Then this idiot will think since he has recently qualified, he has the world by the
short curlies and shoves off in the 'hell bent" mode.
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Shortly thereafter, this simpleton will meet a lorry (Brit-speak for 'truck’) and they will be
on a steady bearing rate... Sharing the same side of the road, closing in rapid fashion.

To avoid a collision, Mr. 'Ain't | Smart' alters course and detours through what turns out
to be a flowerbed of rare botanical treasures and a lawn dance at the Princess Hotel. To
avoid ladies in expensive dresses, men in formal jackets, and a group of clowns playing
musical instruments, he leans on his motorbike, that falls over and stays with him for a
forty foot slide through plush three inch high grass.

While Mr. E-3 is standing there trying to figure out if a grass stain that starts at your
ankle and ends at your shoulder would be noticed by the SPs, a little car arrives... One
of those cars that you see at the circus, where the doors open and thirty clowns get out.

These little guys looked like they had escaped from the top of a seven-year-old's
birthday cake... White knee socks... Shorts... And silly looking white helmets with a
brass flagpole spike bolted to the top.

They hopped up on me and beat me silly with little league bats. | must've forgot the
"You are America's Naval ambassadors" speech the exec gave us. Unfortunately, | said
something that, had | taken the time to think about it, would have been anatomically
impossible for Queen Elizabeth to do to herself... More little league bats.

Well, the Saltwater Savings and Loan saved me after | mortgaged my soul. It had to be
the finest insurance policy an after battery rat ever had.

Every now and then, we declared ourselves a dividend from the surplus that built up in
the cigar box, and invested it in a ship's party or beer ball game. No bank I ever stuffed
my money in since has thrown me a drunken bash. It was a bank where bread cast upon
the water came back ten fold in security and good times.

They don't have slush funds on nuke boats... Don't need 'em... Each man has a financial
advisor located next to the Chase-Manhattan compartment. As | understand it, all the
rolls of head paper come with preprinted alternating auto and home loan forms.

So kiddies, THAT is a slush fund. Underwater finance in days long ago when wild men

went to sea in soon-to-be junkyard iron. Always remember though, slush funds were the
best illegal things that sailors ever created.

We Were a Different Bunch oy sob 'bex Armstrong

| remember a retired four-striper asking me one time, over late afternoon patio drinks,
"One thing | never understood about you lads in the submarine force... You were

constantly at the center of damn near every 'dust up' and weird stunt involving in-port
naval personnel.”
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He went on to relate a personal experience. While serving in some liaison role with
Spanish Naval forces, he and his lovely wife Anna Marie attended a bullfight. Late in the
afternoon, a gentleman dressed only in dog tags, skivvy shorts and an inverted white
hat, leaped into the ring... Yelled, "Hey, POT ROAST!" and did a strange boogaloo in
front of a confused bull until the Spanish constabulary forces carted him off.

"What did that accomplish? What do you think made him do it?"
| gave him the 'This is probably what you want to hear' bullshit and went on.
Why did we do that kind of stuff? Blame the selection process.

The general population of naval forces contains the full spectrum of humanity... A
cross-section of middle America. Running from the exceptionally bright to the walking
brain dead. In the middle of this seething caldron of raw, unvarnished manhood, a call
went out for volunteers for the United States Submarine Service.

Prior to this 'Come forth, you adventurous devils' call, there was a lot of ‘Most of you
ain't got the cajones’ talk, and 'We only take the best' bullshit. This was a form of natural
selection... You had to be or desire to be, something different to hop in that trick bag.

Next, they packaged up this band of 'Have no idea what they've gotten into' idiots and
sent them to New London.

| have no idea what was involved in the New London selection process... Absolutely no
idea what those strange practitioners of hocus-pocus did, or wanted to accomplish. The
net affect of this process was to filter out everyone but the devious, the wild, the class
clown, and the 'Wait 'til they get a load of me' lunatic... All having a good grasp of
mechanics, physics, common sense, logical reasoning, and a sense of humor. By some
major miracle, the process magically located men who could live together in close
proximity... Like a fraternity moving into a construction site portable john.

Once the process implanted the basic knowledge, weeded out the sick, lame, lazy, and
the 'What'n th' hell would I want to live like this for?' crowd, and made sure you weren't
a known carrier of some exotic tropical drop dead virus, they packed you off to various
obsolete contraptions located up and down the coast.

Like being born, God and BUPERS just assign you to a family. When you arrive, you are
just another orphan with a sea bag, dumped on the doorstep of your new home.

When you dump your gear on the brow and hand your orders to the topside watch,
another subtle selection process begins. The deck force sees fresh talent... The
messcook, relief! The COB, another pain-in-the-butt kid.

In three months, if you're not linked up with all the lads standing topside, in a lifetime
cement job relationship, you're probably moving to a new address. Once you had been
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accepted and baptized with a nickname, you began to notice attitudinal and behavioral
changes. You find that the Naval establishment makes allowances and allows a degree
of latitude not given the rest of the fleet, supposedly to compensate for living
compressed in a sardine tin... And knowing the type of lads that successfully negotiate
the selection process, they constantly expand the allowances and latitude envelope,
and plumb the depths of naval forgiveness.

The four-striper went on...

"Hell, you won't believe this... When the Spanish police turned this damn near nude idiot
over to the duty officer, the corpsman said it was a touch of sunstroke and turned him
into his rack. The exec apologized to the caribineri and that was it... If that SOB had
been alad off my ship, | would have roasted that sonuvabitch alive." |rest my case.
There were times we didn't understand each other. If you were an East Coast smoke
boat sailor, you will remember Maggie's. Maggie's house of carnal delights. Three girls -
$100 and Maggie, God bless her, would hold your I.D. and liberty card to ensure
gentlemanly conduct. Maggie's was highly respected institution. | once saw a
Connecticut state troopers hat hanging on a hook in Maggie's parlor.

"Jeezus Maggie, where'n the hell did THAT come from?"

"Oh rats, Bill left his hat here again... He'll be back, darlin'..."

| said to myself, if a Connecticut state trooper comes in, I'm going out a window.

One night, there was a sailor out of SUBRON 8 sitting in Maggie's parlor. | said,

"Hey cowboy, what're you gettin' tonight?"

"Bed and clean sheets..."

"Bed and clean sheets? Why a bed and sheets?"

"Been out... Was out five weeks... Known Maggie a long time. If we come in and Maggie
is having a slow night, she lets me shower and rack out for ten bucks. On an active
night, Peggy takes me to her place when she gets off. Maggies' kinda like my mom..."

| never figured that guy out.

Last time | visited Maggies was '62... Left an I.D. bracelet | got for high school
graduation, hanging on a toothbrush holder in room 2. Never went back.

If you never had breakfast, coffee, a hot shower, and a 6AM roll in the hay at Maggies

home for boat sailors, you missed one of the great cultural experiences of Naval
service. Breakfast at Maggies put a smile on your face at morning quarters. Lorine...
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Dusty... Or Lorine & Dusty... 'Breakfast of Champions', and one of the primary reasons
we won the Cold War. Ivan had Katrinka and Natasha... Wool bloomers, vodka breath, all
packed in a canvas nightie...

We won.

Runnlng |\/|ateS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Submarine sailors' pair up like the animals on the Ark. I'm sure psychologists would
give you some stem-winding, mind jamming explanation but when you boiled all the
bullshit out of it, it would come down to; Everything you did took two sets of hands, you
often needed someone to either keep you from doing totally stupid stuff, to help you do
totally stupid stuff, or to throw you a rope and haul your butt back when you were up to
your ears in hot water.

Sea stories are a two-way street... It takes a teller and someone with ears. | had the best
running mate a sailor ever had... Adrian Stuke.

He came from Quincy Illinois. When Mrs. Stuke gave birth to Adrian, she tied a knot in
the tail of mankind no one has been able to untie. For over half a century, Adrian Stuke
has had life in a hammerlock.

Stuke and | were in the same watch section, deck force, lived in Hogan's Alley, and
shared enough pitchers at Bells we could have floated a Texaco tanker. I'm no twinkle
toes about to pop out of the fairy locker, but I loved him then and still do. He was, and
still is, the closest pal and best thing silver dolphins came with.

Adrian Stuke was, going away, an unvarnished nut... An all-American red-blooded after
battery rat. In combination, we could stir up more stupidity and generate more hell in
five minutes than any other two idiots in the entire Navy. Every investigation into the
source of particular nonsense that broke out on Requin began with the COB or exec
having a conversation with us. We could have been 500 miles away from the action but
somehow everyone knew we had a hand in it. We admitted to stuff we knew absolutely
nothing about simply to maintain our perfect record and squadron-wide reputation.

Just to give you some idea of how close we are, I am in his will... If he checks in to the
Great Receiving Station in the Sky before | do, he's leaving me all the photos of Janie in
a bikini - all except the cellophane thong series.

He was the best stern planesman that ever lived. When we had the planes, the boat was
as level as a pool table. If God and St. Peter sat down and picked the all time best
submarine crew, Stuke would be on stern planes. According to Stuke, | would get the
bow planes if every boat sailor who ever manned them declined, and Zip, the blind
monkey got run over by a truck... You always hurt the one you love...
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Once we were busting our butts painting topside using 225 air, paint pots, and the worst
collection of sprayers that existed in the whole world. We were half stupid breathing
MEK (Methyl Ethyl Keytone) and it was hotter than the hubs of hell. We were getting
more paint on each other than we were getting on the superstructure.

A group of non-producers had gathered on the deck railing on the Orion. After a half-
hour of pointing, laughing and wise-ass comments, we decided that some kind of
response was in order.

We found a large cardboard breadbox and cut out a four-foot hand. We taped the hand
to the top of our attack scope and tied 21 thread shot line to three of the fingers. We tied
the lines together and ran the scope up so we could use the lines like puppet strings
and give the lads on 'Mother Onion' the single finger salute. It was working great. We
then tied the lines to a pad eye on the bridge so we could run the scope up and down...
As the scope rose to maximum extension, the fingers would be pulled down leaving
only the index finger pointing to the sky. For the better part of ten minutes we were
enjoying life running the scope up and down, giving Orion the bird. We were
congratulating ourselves and thinking how clever we were.

Then the exec appeared and treated us to an impassioned discourse that included
warship dignity, naval usage and misguided playground mentality. The guys on the
Orion gave us hell as the exec supervised the removal of our improvised recognition
signal.

One time, we were at sea on Christmas Eve and everyone's tail was dragging. The entire
crew was moping around with that "My dog just died" look.

Stuke goes into the radio shack and gets a bunch of ALL NAV radio messages the big
cheese shore duty guys send out to the armed forces overseas... Meaningless
obligatory horsecrap.

"Okay guys, here's one from COMSUBLANT... 'Wish | could be with you tonight'... Can
you imagine how gahdam ugly your wife would have to be to want to be out here on this
stinking contraption rather than wrinkling up mama's nightie?"

"Here's one... Secretary of the Navy... Five bucks to anyone who knows the
sonuvabitch's name... | figured... Anyway, he states, 'Wish | could enjoy Christmas with
you fine men'... Fine men, aye... He obviously doesn't know that Tom Brennen joined the
Navy... After all that money the Navy shelled out putting Brennen's photo in all the
recruiting offices with 'Don't let this bastard in the U.S. Navy’, you slipped by Tom... This
idiot wants to eat with us... Must be queer for turkey roll, powdered potatoes and bug
juice..."

"Here's one for you, Dex... Personal greetings from the president... It's personal... It

reads, '‘Don't let the rest of the crew know but the Commander in Chief is very aware
that Dex Armstrong is between him and all the naval forces of evil... And that your
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devoted service allows him to go to bed knowing the world is safe for democracy and
all one and two way trash is being handled in a truly professional manner..."

He, Adrian Stuke, gave us the ability to laugh at ourselves. He found the pearl in every
cow pie, the diamonds in every hog wallow... He was my running mate.

He finished his enlistment, collected his gear, gave me a hug and shoved off. For
several years, he was the Lone Ranger, the Cisco Kid and Butch Cassidy... | was Tonto,
Poncho and the Sundance Kid. We rode together, swung from limb to limb together and
tap danced out of scrapes together. | missed him with that same feeling you get when
your sandbox pal had the chicken pox.

There were no more peaceful nights where we would stand aft by the screw guards
catching a smoke and Stuke would say,

"Dex, it's too damn quiet tonight... Let's come up with something, go below and stir ‘'em
up... You know, give a chief a heart attack or something..."

He sure left a hole in the rat gang.

Today there is research being conducted in some of our major universities in an
attempt to find out how a lovely girl like Janie can live under the same roof with Stuke
and survive. It may be the miracle of our age.

Ham pton BIVd by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

To all East Coast sailors, Norfolk was 'Shit City." Rumor has it that during World War I
the fine citizens of that fair city put signs on their lawns that read, "SAILORS AND
DOGS KEEP OFF THE GRASS." Next to the Red Cross making front line Gls pay for
coffee and doughnuts they should have given away, the stories about Norfolk come in a
well deserved second. The best way to see Norfolk was through a rear view mirror.

Norfolk created a sinkhole called East Main Street. No place on earth was a bigger
dump. It was wall to wall beer joints and establishments designed specifically to
separate sailors from their money. It was a municipal embarrassment and they shut it
down.

It needs to be said that without the Navy payroll, Norfolk would have been just another
seedy seaport... The neat stuff that Norfolk has today got built with bluejacket bucks.

The police force that spent most of their time hassling sailors turned a blind eye to
gambling, gouging storekeepers, whores, motels who rented the same room four times
a night, and the crooks who drove cabs. Norfolk was a corrupt hole... A festering pus pit
on the East Coast... It WAS 'Shit City.'
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The city fathers through a clever zoning plan, closed down the open sore of East Main
Street. This forced the center of action to Hampton Blvd. A case of moving the ticks to
the dog.

Hampton Blvd. became a Mecca of beer joints, navy gear stores, tailor shops, and
greasy spoons. They sold everything a sailor wanted and set up locker clubs to store
your junk. It was a land beyond health codes and consumer protection.

They had clothing stores who must have purchased their entire inventory straight off
the seconds' rack at the Ringling Brothers outlet. | once saw a sailor come out of Bells
Naval Tailors wearing an avocado-colored sports coat with metallic threads woven into
it. Jeezus, they would have laughed the guy out of a Ubangi class reunion.

There was a motto engraved in the hearts of all shopkeepers on Hampton Blvd... "You
can sell dog doo doo to a sailor on payday..." And they did. Sailors with good taste (|
wasn't one and never met one) were a statistical element right behind pregnant nuns.

They sold godawful silk pillows with fringe all around the edges. They also had every
imaginable kind of brass, plastic and ceramic ships and anchors with "FROM YOUR
SAILOR IN NORFOLK VIRGINIA" printed on them. | figured any mother who put one of
those ugly sonuvabitches out where anyone could see it, must have REALLY loved her
son, or was blind.

There were kids running around with an open top tin can suspended on a string around
their necks and a wood box... In the tin can they had a couple cans of black Kiwi or
Lincoln shoe polish and a buff rag... The box held a shoe brush.

"Hey sailor... One fine shine... One thin dime..."
Adrian Stuke brought back this wonderful memory in a recent phone call.

"One fine shine... One thin dime," a clean white hat, fresh pressed blues, dolphins,
money in your pockets for a couple of pitchers of beer, eight Slim Jims... It didn't get
any better than that... It never did.

Hampton Blvd. was the home of the Second Fleet. Tincan sailors had a bar... Airdales
had a bar... All the other skimmers had bars... SUBRON SIX had Bells. Bells was a hole.
It had beat up furniture, a beat up pool table, a juke box and a men's room where on a
heavy duty drinking night, grown men have been known to pee directly down the floor
drain. It was a hole all right, but it was OUR hole. Bells was the nest we feathered... Hell,
we were young single guys and had no other place to go.

When a decent girl left home, the last thing a Norfolk dad said was, "Darling, stay away
from sailors and don't go anywhere near Hampton Blvd." So, if you wanted female
companionship, you most likely had to pay for it. One way or the other, you paid... And
at the pay rate in those days, the product was a little ragged around the edges.
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Our story will never show up on the screen at your local movie house. We should be
thankful in a lot of ways... Why? Because no one who wasn't there could get it right.

Confession 1s a Rotten Job by sob 'bex' Armstrong

When old boat sailors get together, it doesn't take long for conversation to degenerate
into what valve did what... The "Can you name the gin mill?" game... "Whatever
happened to old Whatzisname?..." "You remember the barmaid with the big gazongas
who ran around with that nutso radioman off the Kittywake?" Pier numbers... Phone
numbers... Hull numbers.

At some point, some sonuvabitch tells the first lie... That's it. The starting pistol for
major "Can you top this" bullshit. Amateurs and featherweights fall out early.

Like the preliminary fights, it all leads up to the main event when guys like RamJet swim
out and eat the little fish (If anyone tops the 'Eat the Flowers', there's gotta be a Pulitzer
prize in it). | told my bride of going on 35 years that in the wonderful world of sea
stories, RamJet is a major league crown contender. Love his stuff... Brings back really
great memories... The priceless stuff that lives in the dark corner of your memory locker
(According to my daughter, a helluva lot of it should stay in a dark place and never see
the light of day).

Rudyard Kipling in his poem Tommy, says it best... Forgive me if it's not exactly right;

"... And if at times our conduct isn't all your fancy paints, remember single men in
barracks don't turn into plaster saints."

That's true. At the pay rate of nonrated men in the late 50s and early 60s, nobody should
be too damn surprised that we didn't devote a lot of time to opera, polo, golf, and
downhill skiing. We also never developed a proper appreciation of fine French wines,
classical art and classical music, unless you consider screw cap Italian Swiss Colony
Silver Satin, a Budweiser nekkit lady calendar, and Ernest Tubb and Marty Robbins
songs to qualify.

You could get into most places on Hampton Boulevard without white tie and tails. Very
few debutante balls were held at Bells... And you didn't have to push your way through
paparazzi to get at Thelma.

Having to explain your actions at 19, forty years later to daughters, is the damnedest
delayed action fuse on the planet.

"You mean you did this stuff? The man who told our boyfriends they would be boiled
and eaten if they so much as hinted at possible monkey business?"
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Same guy... Not that he matured a helluva lot. It's just that the research he did while
serving with SUBRON SIX brought him face to face with the entire spectrum of monkey
business. So young ladies, your dad knows monkey business up close and personal...
Engaged in some himself... Dabbled shall we say, in the monkey business trade.
Someone once said, "Ain't nothin' any more righteous than a reformed whore..."

How do you tell someone who stayed home, married his high school squeeze, was a
vestryman at church, and was the local chairman of the United Givers Fund, that we
were really good guys? We didn't sped a lot of time at Martha Stewart's house, but we
were double volunteers and served our country... Paid our dues and earned the right to
enter a voting booth without dark glasses and a rubber nose.

When the boys and girls of the anti-war hippie days were acting like traitors and idiots,
we were out there punching holes in the ocean. | missed whatever it was the Beatles
did... | missed John Glen's trip into space... Somewhere Indo-China became Viet-Nam...
Y. A. Tittle retired... NFL teams appeared out of nowhere... They quit making Ipana
toothpaste and Old Gold cigarettes... Telephone calls went from a dime to fifteen
cents... Some genius invented the birth control pill and Jack Parr disappeared. Just part
of the price submarine sailors and maximum security convicts pay... Isolation from
planetary influence allows you to call yourself an American dues payer. Everyone who
wore Dolphins can be damn proud of that.

All this chest pounding over 'Winning the Cold War' is probably more of that hocus-
pocus, 'Now you see it, now you don't' foreign policy horse manure. But, one thing we
CAN say, "On our watch, no foreign rascals Jap-slapped us with a gahdam sneak attack
and we kept the free world safe enough that all our recently graduated high school pals
had to worry about were blouse buttons and three-hook bras at the Drive-In.

Being a boat sailor wasn't easy. Just being accepted by the men who made up the force
was an honor in itself. To earn Dolphins made a fellow feel he'd accomplished
something that set him apart from the main body of the bluejacket herd.

Someone once said, "Dex, you ought to get down on your knees and thank God for
putting you in the boat service because horsefly, if the Lord had parked your butt in the
surface navy, you'd still be looking out of metal mesh at Portsmouth.” Maybe a little
overstated, but undoubtedly contains elements of truth.

It is a blessing to once again find men | can talk to, who understands and gives a damn.
You spend all that time learning the boat... The lingo... The pride... The comradeship...
And then you leave and wander around in that great sea of 'Who gives a damn?"
humanity with no one to talk to. Kind of like spending six years learning conversational
Eskimo then moving to Mesa, Arizona.

Thanks for allowing me to keep building this treehouse, so we can hold 'NO GIRLS

ALLOWED' meetings, tell socially unacceptable recounting of past deeds and chase the
fireflies of our better days through diesel exhaust smoke and sea spray.

47



Trying to write about life in the smoke boat service in Sunday school language makes
about as much sense as applying Oil-of-Olay to an iguana's ass.

We're getting fewer and fewer, like Model ‘A’ Fords... They aren't making the damn
things anymore so every time you lose one, the heard gets thinner by one.

A lot of you have asked where to send contributions to the non-profit fund, to buy Ray

Stone a one-way ticket to East Jeezus, New Zealand... No need for more contributions,
money has been pouring in... Tickets have been purchased and we are presently trying
to obtain a Tasmanian Devil-proof, steel cable reinforced canvas bag for Ray.

Who writes this inane garbage?

Remem berlng Ralph by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In a recent phone conversation with Bob Garlock, the Father of the USS Requin Reunion
Program, | was asked to recount a tale. Bob Garlock lost his brother, Mark 'Tink'
Garlock, a fine Requin shipmate, to a shipboard accident in 1962. In Tink's memory, Bob
began alabor of love that has lasted many years. His mission has been to locate every
officer and crewmember that ever served aboard Requin. He means any man who rode
her from 1945 to 1970... The expense in computer time, phone bills and personal time
must have reached astronomical proportions. It has become a priceless gift and one
that we are all indebted for.

Bob heard a story at the last reunion and has asked that | relate this one...

No one likes to chronicle his own stupidity. Anyone who reads this one will say, "What a
bunch of idiots."” Well, can't take issue with that. Next thing they would ask is, "Why the
hell would they do it?"

The only answer | can give is "To prove we could." At nineteen, you do stuff simply to
say you did it. No one tells you that you will have to own up to dumb stunts 40 years
later. | guess it's the price you pay for youthful stupidity. In mitigation, | would like to
say we pulled it off... Got away with it. Not that it makes the stunt any less idiotic or
diminishes the potential embarrassment we could have caused the old man, the crew
and the boat. This one isn't easy... If anyone but Bob Garlock had asked me to own up
to this one, I would have told them to go pack sand.

It was '61 or '62... We pulled into Bermuda. If you've never been to '‘Bermadoo’, you
didn't miss a whole helluva lot. The place is an island about the size of a Monopoly
board. Everything in the place is priced for the tourist trade... The entire gross national
product is tied to fleecing tourists. It's a place where rich people and honeymooners go
to bask in the sun, drink rum and cokes and chase their womenfolk around $200 a night
hotel rooms. The last thing these clowns wanted was to be up to their armpits in
bluejackets.
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The population had a very short memory. They traded survival and protection in World
War Il for a 99 year U.S. base lease under the lend-lease program. Twenty seconds after
Hitler's boys tossed in the towel, they had second thoughts and started whining.
Whining is a major industry in Bermuda. If it hadn't been for U.S. forces afloat from 1941
to 1945, the fine folks of the little island would have to have eaten a helluva lot of fish or
each other to survive. Everything they got came in by U.S. protected ships. They lived
right smack in the middle of the U-boat feeding ground.

By the early '60s, the memory along with any lingering appreciation had faded to the
point that the U.S. Navy was simply a blight that came by sea to soil the atmosphere of
their cute little Lionel train set island.

The big honchos of the island worked out a deal with the permanent resident big cheese
Naval officers to keep the number of migratory raghats off the streets of their fair
sanctuary. If you came in late and the number of sailors allowed on the beach had hit
the allotted quota, you couldn't get out the gate.

So they organized beer ballgames to occupy the attention of the men who wanted to
clear snorkel air out of their lungs. You remember beer ballgames... An afternoon of
drunks trying to hit a baseball and pee in the outdoors. Not a lot of fun but it killed time.

We had a kid named Johnny Robert Thorn. Young kid... His brother had been a well
known UDT guy in World War Il. Johnny's dream was to make the UDT... The kid had a
damn near obsessive fascination with explosives and big-bang ordinance... Might have
been a genetic defect peculiar to his family.

We were in the vicinity of the 30th. Inning... Those still on their feet were three sheets to
the wind and the majority of the mob in the outfield were taking drunken siestas in the
grass.

Somewhere around this time, fireman first Thorn shows up with a blue bomb. Not a real
bomb, but an empty 500 Ib. practice bomb casing. A thin-skinned, light sheetmetal
canister in the shape of a bomb that had two pad eyes to fasten it to the bomb release
mechanism on the wings of Navy aircraft. As it was explained to me, the Naval air guys
filled these empty bomb casings with sand that gave them the approximate weight of a
real bomb and allowed them to be dropped in practice. The sand would mark the targets
since the thin skin would split open on impact and sand would spread out in the
direction of travel.

Well, Johnny Robert turned up with this stupid practice bomb casing he found in an
ordinance yard at the air base.

"What'n the hell do you expect to do with that, horsefly?"

"Dunno... It was jus' layin' around over there where airdales salvage stuff..."
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"Just what we need... A gahdam bomb..."
"It's pretty neat... Think we could get it back to the boat?"

"The BOAT? Jeezus, how in the hell could we get that big monster back to the boat?
Not to say what we'd do with the damn thing if by some miracle we made it back to the
boat with the stupid thing... First, we'd have to get it past the guys at the fleet landing...
Get it past the boat coxswain and the bow hook... Get it up the side of the tender...
Cross the Orion quarterdeck... Haul it down to the lower brow... Cross over four boats
and THEN, when we finally made it, figure out the purpose of all the effort and what to
do with the sonuvabitch!!"

"Yeh, but wouldn't it be a hoot to pull it off?"

At this point, we began to consider actually hauling the thing back... The challenge and
opportunity to pull one over on the quarterdeck bozos that were the guardians of
‘'mother Onion.' Remember, we were young, half in the bag from too much beer in the
sun and we were prone to get into things on a lark that we wouldn't have touched with a
pole extending well beyond ten feet had we thought about it for a sufficient period of
time.

At some point, boat sailors like Stuke, Armstrong, Badertcher, and a Rontini regular,
Mike Hemming (If | have named anyone undeserving of the dubious honor, accept my
apologies... Chalk it up to the failing memory of a self-admitted fool and bullshit artist.)
engage in like-minded activities using the same logical reasoning.

So, there we were... In a foreign land, in rapidly failing sunlight, half in the weeds,
plotting an adventure in unacceptable behavior. Not that plotting unacceptable behavior
was anything new to the inhabitants of Requin's after battery. You see, we instinctively
knew that at some point we would grow up, become third class petty officers, and have
our stupidity authorization permits revoked. Then would come responsible behavior...
The price of leadership.

It was collectively decided... | use the word 'collectively' because I'll be damned if | am
going to go down in history as being an instigator of any foolishness that followed... |
would like to say | got caught up in the moment... Your honor...

We put a white hat and a sea jacket on the thing, and took it with us. The idea was to
crowd around the damn thing, act drunker than we actually were and move along a
predetermined route. We all agreed that at the point of discovery, we would fess up and
take the heat as a team.

We made it to the small boat... We reached Orion and arrived at her quarterdeck. By the
time we arrived at Orion, all of the returning Requin mob was in on the prank. We
crossed the Orion quarterdeck in the fashion of a stampeding buffalo herd and a
guarterback sneak... Thirty overactive major league drunks and Ralph the bomb. All the
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J.G. wanted to do was get us the hell off his quarterdeck... We did. Thirty drunks and
Ralph made it.

Getting across the boats in the nest was easy. It takes a lot to amaze and attract the
attention of a submarine topside watch. Short of a bluejacket bringing a naked lady
riding a zebra aboard, not much appeared out of place.

There we were, standing in the after battery mess deck... Sitting on the table - Ralph the
practice bomb.

The exec came aft... Gave us an academy award contending lecture on risking the
reputation of the boat with our constant propensity to nibble around the edges of court
martial activity... He wanted to know why we did it... No one had an answer. Looking
back though, there WAS an answer.

We were the tightest group of human beings in the world. We totally believed we could
pull off anything... Together, we could do anything. We also had to manufacture our
adventure. The movies, the TV shows, the books, and the recruiting hype made
submarine duty appear exciting and adventurous. Peacetime boat service was as boring
as watching goldfish mate. We did stuff... Sometimes, stupid stuff to prove we were
alive. Nothing complex, however... Nineteen is too young for brain atrophy.

We took Ralph topside and threw him over the side next to the screw guards.
It was long ago... Too long to attempt to make sense out of it at this late date.

The same reason they selected us for the boats was the reason we did it. Normal human
beings don't get dolphins.

| just hope when Ray Stone collects enough evidence to have us all locked up in the
local nut house, | get to share a padded cell with Adrian Stuke.

DOWﬂ Th Fee by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

We've all been there. The third week of providing ping time to folks who obviously
couldn't find a hippo in the trunk of a VW. There comes a point where you want the blind
bastards to find you so bad, you want to bang on some metal object until the deaf
sonarmen will hear you... Find you... And tell you to go home. At this point, the wild
bunch in the alley start trying to figure out how the midwatch can turn on the red eye
during the 2300 snorkel charge.

Three weeks down is the point where you begin to think teaching a cockroach to tap-
dance is actually possible.
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Grown men find they can actually argue over what sounds the animals on old
Macdonald's' farm made... Where people devote time to questions like, "Who the hell
was Hogan and why did they name the after half of the after battery outboard
passageway after the sonuvabitch?" Then you find that guys like Sid Harrison and
RamJet were actually related to Hogan.

Last week they had disclosed their linear bloodline descendency resulting from a little
known illicit relationship between Joan of Arc and the Emperor of Japan (We will not
speak of week four... The point where you actually believe that Sid Harrison actually
wrote musical stuff under the name Beethoven and RamJet holds all the patents on
fresh air). Week three women that looked like Eleanor Roosevelt started looking
desirable. Books titled Trucker's Babe are transformed into great literature... And
movies titled Riders of the High Chapparal become theatrical achievements... And
beginning week three, you start to smell yourself.

By week three, you have held the Great Master Acey-Ducey Tournament, determined
who the Planetary Grand Champion is, and had the customary ceremony. No milk...
Bread's stale... Gamey dungarees.

The after battery is beginning to look like homeless people have moved in... All that's
missing are grocery carts and refrigerator crates.

In the middle of chow, you have to pry two shipmates apart because one makes the
simple observation that it's damn near impossible to find a virgin in Rhode Island... In
the process we learn that the brother of a nun in a convent just outside of Newport is an
ET on board.

The motor burns out on the alley fan.

Exec decides that crew is ripe for a practical factors lecture on the care and cleaning of
the 45 cal. pistol. Crew votes overwhelmingly for the Sailors Beware film... That VD film
that was always a big after battery crowd pleaser... The one where everyone swore it
was made in his hometown and he had dated most of the cast. The exec cast his vote
for the .45 film... Exec won... We watched a .45 get totally nekkit... Down to her
operating slide and main spring. What an exciting experience. Nobody recognized
anything from his hometown.

Three weeks out. We get Radio Moscow on RBO... The lovely ladies of the Mikarovgod
tractor factories had a record breaking week and turned out 85 tractors. Boy, were we
impressed. Lad from Nebraska who has intimate knowledge of both tractors and
Nebraska girls explains how important it is to select for your life partner, a girl who has
'tractor ass'... Meaning that crease and cheek size must conform to a John Deere or
International Harvester seat. Most of us had never heard of tractor ass... A little known
fact we would have missed if we had gone to Penn State or Columbia University instead
of SUBLANT U.
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Third week out. Two men get in heated debate over what day it is. Engineman confesses
that he has no idea what year it is... Only that it is somewhere in his third enlistment.

Messcook cuts his hand on sharp edge of a canned ham can. Mob collects to watch Doc
Rohr sew him up. This serves as entertainment for the better part of 45 minutes. The
surgical thread is purple... Crew tries to talk Doc into embroidering little violets in with
the stitches for a great future sea story. Doc tells onlookers to go to hell and find some
other way to waste their useless time.

Someone steals officer's Playboy magazine out of the forward room head. Nothing
happens... Crew had hoped that some Scotland Yard criminal investigation would be
launched. No one cares... No fun in it. Magazine is returned.

We get WCKY out of Cincinnati, Ohio. Man selling baby chicks and marigold seeds...
Song by Mother Maybell and June Carter... We lose signal... Shit-kickers are broken
hearted.

Cook serves canned mystery meat... We've been out too long. We know that tuna
noodles will show up any day, then Sloppy Joe on rice. The hydraulic oil film floating on
the coffee seems to be getting more colors... A veritable rainbow.

No mail... Couldn't somebody arrange an Orphan Annie drop? Isn't there one
sonuvabitch in VP 45 who could get hold of our gahdam mail and drop it to us? All
naval aviators are lazy bastards... Discussion follows...

Enginemen making fresh water... Jeezus it gets hot. After battery fan still busted.
Exterior noise level monitors picking up internal noise... Turns out to be a can of
peaches rolling back and forth in the waterway. Trash building up... Need a one-way
surface dump.

Show movie backwards... It's not funny. Someone returns to subject of lack of virgins in
Rhode Island... Nobody takes bait. Discussion turns to how come you never know
who's winning stock car races but any Annapolis man in the forward battery can tell you

who won the gahdam Army-Navy game five minutes after the fourth quarter? Is it true,
did Fireball Roberts get killed?

What day is it? Some quartermaster must know... We've been down three weeks...

When's FINEX?

|\/|al’| "Tinkel’" GaI’|OCk by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| am an odd man to memorialize Tink Garlock, a shipmate who died aboard Requin. | do
not have the eloquent vocabulary or the ability to craft the phrasing required to do
proper honor to a fallen mate. Wish | did... If anyone rates such a homily, it's Tink.
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This one is rough. We were alley rats together and well after his death | came to know
and love his family... His brother, his sister and his lovely mother.

His name was Marl Garlock. He came from McConnellsburg, Pennsylvania, where they
called him "Tinker" or "Tink"... We called him "Lil' Abner."

The day he arrived, he dropped down the after battery hatch, dumped his gear and came
forward to the crews mess where we were taking a small mid-morning Spanish recess,
swapping lies with coffee. He had just cleared Great Lakes. He was atall lad. They ran
out of dungaree trousers his length and issued him trou that hit him three inches above
his ankles. They used to say that God never intended to create mice... They were
elephants before they entered the Navy supply system.

So there was this new guy. Freshly minted sub school grad via the T-division on the
Orion... Standing there in GP boots (general purpose high tops) and high-water pants.

"Hey kid, tide's out... You can roll 'em down."

"Hey Lil' Abner, what happened? Did Dogpatch burn down?"

"Hey Abner, you'n Daisy Mae lookin' fer a home?"

He became Lil' Abner from then on.

The next morning, Lil'Abner shows up at morning chow. The cook yells out,
"Watcha havin, Abner?"

"Watcha got?"

"Pretty much anything you want... But if you eat turtle eggs and hummin' bird wings,
then go to Annapolis and eat forward... You take what y'want, but y'eat what you

take..."

"Give me a dozen eggs scrambled, four toast... Six link sausage , shitload of bacon and
a black coffee."

"Hey kid, never bullshit a cook. If you're serious, you got it. You pull my leg and I'll
bounce you off the inside of the pressure hull."

"I AM serious. You gonna stand there all day runnin' yur mouth, or are you gonna earn
what they pay you and fix me some breakfast?"

Tink ate one dozen eggs and everything that went with it.

"Hey kid, you got a gahdam tapeworm?"
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"Garlock... Is it true that your mother couldn't afford to feed you anymore, so she
smashed your plate and tossed your butt out the door?"

Tink could take it and deal it out. Within a week, he had degenerated into a full-fledged
after battery rat.

Talked about hunting all the time. Closest most of us had come to hunting was doin' in
rats with a pellet gun, while they were doing their 'Rockettes' imitation across our
mooring lines.

Lil' Abner was neck-deep in 90% of the stupidity cooked up in the alley, but since he can
no longer defend himself, | leave him out of the stories. That way, when | buy the farm
and get to where either God or the devil billets boat sailors, Tink won't punch my lights
out and will have saved me one of those racks where you don't hot sack... Like in God's
goatlocker (When you die, everyone makes Master Chief - that's why they call it
Heaven).

Lil' Abner went down in the pump room to wipe down the diamond plate deck plates and
equipment. He opened and lifted out a plate so the belowdecks watch could see the
bilge level and pump when necessary. At some point, he stretched out on the deck
plates. Belowdecks watch and trim manifold operator thought he was catching siesta
Zs.

What had happened was that Tink Garlock was wiping down with a solvent that came in
a can with no warning that it was toxic and shouldn't be used in confined spaces.
Someone said that it was intended to clean airplanes and that anywhere you could put
an airplane was not a confined space. Argument useless at this point since Tink was
overcome and died in the pump room.

His brother, Bob Garlock took this tragic, senseless loss and fashioned it into a living
tribute to Tink.

Bob Garlock began the Requin reunion. He started rounding up sailors who served on
Requin from '45 to '70. The list grows larger each year as does the reunion. Without Bob
Garlock, there would be no reunion. It's always in Pittsburgh because that's where the
boat is. If you or anyone you know rode Requin, get in touch with Bob at (717) 485-3451.

At the first reunion, we took a boat ride down the Ohio and back. It was a beautiful fall
evening. Snipes gathered at the fantail to suck their lungs full of diesel exhaust and play
the 'Do you remember that silly bastard off the USS So-in-so' game. Tim Conaty, a third
class quartermaster, was forward. The skipper, Ed Frothingham yelled,

"Conaty, can you fix our position?"

"Aye sir... If my calculations are correct, we are either approaching La Harve or entering
Tokyo."
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Then someone yelled, "Jeezus, isn't this perfect weather?" And someone, can't
remember who, hollered back, "What did you expect? We've got Lil' Abner standing
watch on the weather!"

He was ship's company... Always will be.

Stand|ng LOOkOUt by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

At times, there is no job in the entire world better than standing lookout on a diesel
boat. Well, maybe it's number two behind being a professional beach comber on a little
known Pacific island paradise where the female inhabitants all have perky boobs and
run around buck nekkit. Unfortunately the latter never showed up on Requin's Watch,
Quarter and Station Bill.

Adriane Stuke and | were professional
lookouts. We both held Doctor of Relative
Bearing degrees... With extensive
postgraduate work in floating debris... Crap
in the water... Oil slick identification and
‘What'n th'hell is that shit?" identification.

The only qualifications you needed to
apprentice for the lookout position were (A)
A pair of eyes, (B) The ability to drink liquid
synthetic lizard dooky that the night cook
passed off as coffee, (C) A 55gal., self-
venting bladder assembly, (D) A minimal
understanding of the '360 degrees in a circle’
concept, (E) The ability to put up with boring
conversation for hours at atime, and (F)
Personal plumbing fixtures big enough to
locate in cold weather and that could extend
farther than skivvies, dungarees and two
pair of foul weather pants... The latter being
by far the most important qualification.

Your office... The location where you conducted business was a hole in the sail. The
Requin had one of those high fiberglass sails... The ones with an O-2 level... Like
Grampus and Cutlass.

Speaking of the O-2 level, there was a small chart table located there. That table
witnessed more high-speed sexual cohabitation than any place on earth, short of
Clinton's Oval Office... Most boy-girl connections took place in less time than it took to
develop a Polaroid print. With foreplay limited to, "What's your name, sweetheart?" that
chart table felt, at an absolute minimum of, ten bare fannies a night in port. The
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sprinkling of inter-gender pixie dust back and forth was a favorite extra-curricula
activity on the 481... Not necessarily limited to either the silver dolphin society or the
forward battery goldfish club.

In wintertime, being a lookout was beyond any doubt, the most miserable, thankless,
wet, cold, and never-ending job in the armed forces. | have never been so gahdam cold
in my entire life... At times, your heart actually pumped ice slush through your veins.

When you are cold, miserable, laminated in more clothing than Tutankhamen... With a
watch cap pulled down over your eyes, wearing mitts the size of boxing gloves...
Staring through 50 yr. old binoculars with lens scratches that look like ice skaters
school figures... It's a damn wonder we didn't hit something. There were times | was so
damn cold that | actually envied Joan of Arc. If you have never taken a leak in sub-zero
weather, in the sail of a pitching diesel boat, you have missed one of the all time
defining moments of life... To include the major thrill of a momentary warm feeling as
you discover your God-given anatomical configuration will not permit maximum
extension beyond multiple layers of clothing, to include three zippers.

And no cigarette with coffee ever tasted better than the one you got in the messdecks
after being relieved by some other poor miserable bastard.

| know why the Titanic clipped the berg... The lookouts were cold... They were stamping
their feet and rubbing their hands... The 7x50 binoculars were fogged up.

"Hey Jack, why are we up here... We've got radar... Hell, when they invented radar, it
should have let us off the hook. See them airplanes flying around? You don't see silly
sonuvabitches sitting on each wing looking for stuff... Jeezus, it's cold."”

"Bill, take a look... Bows' on... Zero, zero, zero... What's that?"

"Who gives a shit..."

WHOMP!

You didn't have to be exceptionally bright to read running lights, figure the 'angle on the
bow," recognize a steady bearing rate, report 'red over red' (you know, the old "red over
red, the captain is dead" thing), read channel buoys and pass contacts to the idiot doing
the same thing you were doing on the other side of the bridge.

There were silly things that lookouts did to new officers... Things like, during night
steaming where you just ran to charge batteries then return on station. We used to see
the moon make a 360-degree trip around the horizon and knew that the helmsman was
giving the new guy a merry-go-round ride. A waste time, complete circle where the
helmsman threw a loop in the wake and the new guy missed it.

Another little stupid 'welcome aboard' stunt was to call out,
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"I've got a Bee-One-R-Dee... Bearing one seven five... Position angle 15 degrees™
Bee-One-R-Dee... Bird.

Or a 'Bravo-Two-Echo-Romeo casing'... Translation, beer can. Both a highly worn out
‘ha ha,’ but fun if you could toss the OD in the trick bag.

| can remember balmy summer nights, light breezes... Full moon with reflection running
all the way to the horizon... Boat running 'full on four' slicing along at twenty plus
knots... Bottle nose dolphins leaping around in the bow wave... Leaving
phosphorescent tracks... Water rising up the tank tops, slamming through the limber
holes then falling away aft... Diesel exhaust drifting over the screw guards to disappear
in wake spray and the night... The luminescent glow of the stern light marking our
passing... At times you can see the trailing edge of the flag aft of the sail and when you
can't see it, you hear it snapping in the wind. At times you can pick out the wing lights
of aircraft heading to and from Europe. Once in a while, you get merchant surface
contacts. Port and starboard lookouts speculate on what that tanker crew had for
evening chow earlier and how much the sonuvabitches are making a month.

On rare occasions, you get a seagoing ocean liner. Skipper radios captain of the liner
and tells him of our presence... Tells him we are a US submarine... Asks him if he holds
us on radar and can identify our lights. Both skippers agree that if passengers see
surfaced submarine, we will become an attractive curiosity drawing too many folks to
the rail... We darken ship... Turn off running and navigation lights.

There we are laying to in the dark... Beautiful ship passes... People doing triple flip-
flops into the pool... Women in dresses dancing with guys in their civvies class "A"s...
Band music drifts across the water.

"Hey Stuke..."

"Yeah Dex..."

"You know what | want to do someday?"

"No telling..."

"l want to ride one of those big sonuvabitches... Have some pink-nippled blonde fluff up
my pillow, scratch my back and sing me to sleep... Set my clock for midnight... Get
up... Go down to the grand salon for champagne, shrimp and lobster tail... Take in the
sights of nude swimming hour... Make a couple of bets at the O-3 level dog track...
Catch a massage and sauna... Call the 'Send me something soft and blonde to sleep
with' steward and hit the rack.”

"Armstrong..."
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"Yeah?"
"You on dope?"

"Nah... Just dreaming in Cinemascope. The price is the same... Might as well go wide
screen."

"Why don't you guys knock off the horsecrap... One of you drop down and rig out the
running lights."

Coffee always tasted best on the bridge. You had to be good to climb the ladder in
those high bridge fiberglass sails with three or four cups of hot coffee balanced
between your left arm and your chest... If you never did it, you have no idea what | just
said. If you did, you have the complete picture.

In SUBRON SIX, we used the old white Pyrex cups. When
you finished your coffee, you put the empty cup in the void ‘ -
behind the radar mast. When the watch was over, each guy - —
put a couple in his foul weather jacket pockets and took 1' . ;

them down. If they called up with, -

"Bridge... Conn. How many men on the bridge?"

You knew what was coming next, so you grabbed the damn things and tossed 'em over
the side. The CO didn't want to dive the boat with half a dozen Pyrex cups doin' the
mambo in his fiberglass sail and he didn't want a lookout to fill his foul weather jacket
with the fool things, busting one on the way down and arriving in the conn with a three
inch Pyrex shard sticking in a lung.

I'm going to laugh like hell if they display artifacts removed from the Titanic and five or
six white Pyrex cups turn up... There's gotta be a few thousand of the damn things
roaming around on the floor of the North Atlantic.

I'm proud of my 'years in the shears’... Met a lot of fine people and saw a lot of
interesting stuff. I'm sure nukes have robot video cameras... Satellite observation or
some kind of electronic Seeing Eye Dog device. Damn shame... It was those
experiences that casehardened your balls.

IletS and Pan-fl’led Iguana by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Before | entered the boat service, there were a number of things I'd never heard of...
During my enlistment, that list grew. One thing the submarine service taught me... Sure
was a helluva lot of weird stuff out there a kid from East Tennessee never heard of.
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The top of the list had to be iguanas. Those bastards have to be the ugliest living things
on the planet. God must have had one helluva rough day when he started cranking out
those rascals.

| figure He took your basic Mark One, Mod Six lizard, went to His Unit of Issue, One
Each, major disgusting accessory locker and bolted at least one of every nasty thing in
there on that stupid lizard. When He finished, He kicked back, popped open a cold one,
smiled and said,

"I think I'll turn these ugly looking sonuvabitches loose in Panama to amuse the idiot
submarine crews I'm thinking about putting together.”

Iguanas must have sex when it is very dark. Things that nasty looking sure as hell
couldn't do it if they got a good look at each other. In the now famous words of Mike
Hemming,

"They couldn't have given it away free to a messcook."

Panama, early '60s. Eskimo Joe, Tubes and me were pulling liberty in Colon. Street
vendors hawking all kinds of weird stuff to eat. Most of it looked like the feature of the
week on Mutual of Omaha's Wild Kingdom. We had developed an affinity for barbecued
monkey strips. Warm Pepsi and monkey jerky consumed in the hot sun can become a
gastric adventure after sundown. Evidence of digestive rejection could be found
roaming around in the liberty launch bilges.

Big Joe said,
"You guys ever eat iguana?"
"You gotta be kidding!"

"No... Seriously... Not bad... Ate some down here in the mid '50s. Actually the stuff's
pretty damn good."

"Eskimo man, I'd have to be ten minutes away from death by starvation to intentionally
consider eating a gahdam ugly lizard."

"For guys who go around bragging about trying anything once, you guys sure reshuffle
the deck. You'll never get another chance to say you did it."

Somewhere in the neighborhood of four or five warm beers later, | ate iguana for the
first and last time. All | can remember was a little guy with a mustache... Four inch
sideburns... Three days of beard stubble... Missing teeth... Shoe soles loose... A
dented skillet... The wafting odor of rancid cooking oil and white chunks of prime
lizard... Ugly Lizard McNuggets.
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Eskimo Joe always blamed the rancid cooking oil. Whatever the hell it was, the net
effect was that it damn near killed us. Dying would have been the easy part, it was living
that was rough. Iguana attacks you at both ends and does its' damnedest to turn you
inside out. You get 'so damn regular' that you could set the second hand on an Ingersol
watch. Today, if | see an iguana on television, | start an involuntary sprint to the nearest
head.

Someone once told me that iguanas were an endangered species. Jeezus, they should
be! Being a career, Hall of Fame messcook-lookout-deckape, | never fully understood or
appreciated the endangered species concept. Who in the hell is gonna miss houseflies,
ticks, termites, rats, skunks, horny toads, iguanas, rattlesnakes, man-eating sharks, big
hairy spiders, nuke boat sailors, and komoto dragons? You take the average idiot
whining about thinning out the above-named sonuvabitches... Put him in a dark room
with a couple of iguanas, a half dozen horny toads, a komoto dragon, and the
sonuvabitch would undergo a genuine position transformation. Just let one of the
sonuvabitches crawl out from under his bunk or come crawling out of a shower drain.

| have arrived at the conclusion that a large percentage of the weird stuff that resides on
this planet lives in Africa, Australia, Panama, and within a thirty-mile radius of Reno,
Nevada. The stuff there walks upright and wears hand-tooled boots. That brings this old
SUBRON SIX duty messcook to question number two. Why would any grown fellow own
a horse, when for the same money, he could wind up with a Harley Davidson? Take the
fact that nothing ever fell out of a motorcycle's rear end that required a shovel or was
good for roses. If it weren't for the Kentucky Derby and old Roy Rogers movies,
horsemeat would be just one more weird ingredient in a Big Mac.

(Cowboy, I never said any of that. Ray Stone, well known horse pucky dealer and
purveyor of bull dookey, is a ventriloquist.)

We were young, we were bulletproof and we were going to live forever. We never
learned the arts of negotiation and compromise. We resolved disputes by beating hell
out of each other... Took less time and solved most issues. Our behavior was a
reflection of an attitude handed down to us by the men who pinned the tail on Tojo's
donkey. But no one at New London ever said | would have to eat gahdam lizard.

AnChOI’ POOIS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Never won an anchor pool. Anchor pools were operated by the slush fund, a.k.a. the
Saltwater Savings and Loan.

For those who never rode an anchor pool boat, | will try to explain their operation. First

of all, the things are illegal... Totally and absolutely outlawed by everyone from the
Chief of Naval Operations down to the squadron chaplain.
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The odds are terrible. You would stand a better chance betting on a blind mule at the
Kentucky Derby. What you do is contribute five bucks to the Saltwater Savings and
Loan and it provides you with the opportunity to win $50, the remaining bucks going to
the 'slush.’

You actually never used the term 'slush fund' because the bulkheads had ears. You said
‘Saltwater Savings and Loan' or ‘contributions to Mrs. Murphy's Mothers Day card.’

Let me explain how an anchor pool works... You need a pen, two sheets of white typing
paper, a sheet of carbon paper (do they still make carbon paper? Xerox sure must've
kicked the slats outta the carbon paper racket...), a piece of stiff cardboard and a good
stapler.

You stapled two sheets of typing paper together with the carbon paper sandwiched in
between. Then you laid out a grid with 60 squares. With the carbon in place, what you
got were two mirror image blank grids - one exactly over the other one.

You then delicately... What a word to use in conjunction with anything done by a
submarine sailor... You carefully folded back the top sheet and the carbon, and placed
numbers from one to sixty in random order, in the sixty blank boxes of the lower sheet.
Then you returned the folded top sheet and carbon so that you had a visible top sheet
containing blank boxes.

You then circulated among your fellow inmates of your submersible septic tank and
relieved each player of five frog skins. Most anchor pools were five frog skin pools. |
heard rumors that on some big ships they had pools with hundred buck boxes. We
didn't have any direct relatives of Bonnie and Clyde, so we kept it to one Abe Lincoln a
box.

Once you had picked a box, you would write your name in it. Because the carbon paper
was still in place sandwiched over the numbered boxes, your name would show up
superimposed over some number between one and sixty. The pages were stapled to the
cardboard so you had no way of knowing what your number was.

The corner boxes went first. Boxes in the middle went next. There were many scientific
systems used... There was the 'Hand over the eyes, finger point' method, the 'Eenie-
meeny-miney-moe' selection process, and the favorite 'Shit, just pick one for me'
method.

| personally liked the one in the middle of the lower edge. This location had been
revealed to me in a 151 proof rum-induced dream... At the time | was speaking directly
with Zeus.

Old hands knew you had to get hold of an anchor pool sign up board before it passed

aft of the after battery. When that board passed through the forward and after
enginerooms... And throttlemen and oilers wrote on it... It got greasy snipe prints all
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over the cardboard and sheets. By the time it reached the guys popping the 'electric
sticks,' it was a grimy mess.

This in no way places the blame on enginemen and motor macs... No sir, everyone
knows these individuals had lovely cleaned and manicured hands. The root cause of all
the nasty looking oily, greasy fingerprints were the 'lower flats trolls." Those little
sonuvabitches caused all kinds of problems. They could louse up a vertical drive on a
Fairbanks Morse rock crusher or throw a lower crank. One thing they rarely did and that
was picked a winning anchor pool number.

If you couldn't fill the card, all the blank boxes were owned by the 'Mrs. Murphy's
Mothers Day card fund'... A subsidiary of the Requin branch of North Atlantic Saltwater
Savings and Loan - pier 22. Fine institution... Open around the clock... Known to invest
heavily in sea stores cigarettes that became available at somewhat exorbitant prices
after three weeks on the snorkel.

The SS&L had a slogan, "Someone's gonna screw you... Let it be us and keep it in the
family"

The SS&L brought you beer ball games, bail money, cash to pay fines, ship's parties,
and fare for unanticipated trips home. The only financial institution in North America
that would bankroll visits to cathouses with no collateral required.

Each anchor pool had a prize, usually fifty bucks. When you came in to tie up, the Old
Man would yell to the line handlers' topside to "Put your lines over when you can." This
triggered a shower of heavies... Heaving lines thrown at the pier or the deck of some
outboard boat. 'Heavie' for the uninitiated, is a line... A light line that has a big knot tied
on one end to weight it. The knot is called a 'monkey fist'... You weight it so you can
throw the light line across the water. A line handler is your counterpart on the pier or
the boat you will tie up to. He catches your heavie and takes up the slack then pulls the
heavy hawser over that will tie your boat up. It takes four hawsers to tie up a smoke
boat.

You can increase the range, velocity
and lethal potential of a heaving line
by making your monkey fist around a
large metal nut, a pool ball or a
smooth river rock. Bounce a little
sweetheart like that off a
bosun'mate's skull and you are
guaranteed instant celebrity followed
by certain death.

When a line handler catches the first
heavie, the Navy considers the ship e e
moored... And the Old Man tells the ARG AR
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duty quartermaster to mark the time in the log. No one gives a damn about the hour but
the minute, of which there are sixty possibilities, determines your anchor pool winner.
The quartermaster passes the word,

"Ship moored sixteen thirty-three..."

We rip open the board and look at the names inscribed in carbon ink over the numbered
squares.

"Here it is... Number 33... Name's Tick Dick...'Tick Dick' Edwards... The lucky
sonuvabitch... Guess who's buying at Bells tonight!"

Over the 21 MC you hear,
"Seaman first Ronald C. Edwards will mail Mrs. Murphy's Mothers Day card..."

Now every sonuvabitch on the boat knows whom the beer at Bells will be on for the
better part of the first hour.

Anchor pools weren't a good thing to base your future security or retirement plan on.
They were at best, a lousy percentage bet, but they were a critical leg in the illegal

financial system that kept the lads who rode vintage petroleum-powered submersible
iron in beer, whiskey and ragged around the edges female companionship.

Butt Kits and Battle Lanterns by sob 'bex armstrong

Morning quarters, early morning, 1960... The COB looks at me and says,
"You new?"

"Yo Chief... Been attached to the Orion's T-Division waiting on you guys to get back
from the Med."

"Well, sometime this afternoon, after the yeoman gets you checked aboard, I'm gonna
stick you on messcooking. Until then, go through the boat and dump the butt kits and
check the battle lanterns."

Thus began my illustrious naval career.

A little short of Lord Nelson, John Paul Jones, Hornblower, and Halsey, but on par with
Barnicle Bill, Popeye and the Cracker Jack kid... The best years of my life.

Post enlistment rehabilitation didn't go well with me... It didn't matter how much
Johnsons No-Roach | gargled, I still had the vocabulary of a trash truck operator.
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Pajamas were and still remain something you only wear when you have house guests.
I've broken the habit of carrying my smokes in a sock... Or rolled in a T-shirt sleeve.

| no longer yell "Put the iron back in the pneumonia hole!" when someone leaves the
door open.

| still drink my coffee black... Hot... Warm... Lukewarm... Cold... Doesn't matter. And |
still favor that old bottom of the pot 'black cat' coffee... That stuff that turns you into
Gene Kelly and Fred Astaire an hour later.

| can still go two days on tuna fish sandwiches and coffee.

| remember how to operate most of the stuff on my old boat... And to recognize that a
lot of stuff has been unbolted for the Indian trade.

| have done my damnedest to keep my mouth shut when | visit some old taxidermy
embalmed smoke boat and some non-qual visitors guide explains how our old boats
operated a mile down, made 50 knots and carried one hundred and fifty torpedoes. | just
move along in the tourist sheep dip line and look as amazed as the rest of the dumb
clucks. I think that is known as 'old age mellowing' and that your wife has you saddle-
broke and p-wipped. What the hell, who cares? What pleasure would it be to embarrass
some non-paid sea scout volunteer by jerking his pants down in public? Hell, the kid is
in fine company when you look back over the number of grand master liars, bullshit
artists and thirty-third degree horse manure weavers the boat service turned out over
the years. It is damn near impossible to use "Gospel truth” and "United States
Submarine Force" in the same sentence.

| still get misty-eyed when | hear "Anchors' Aweigh" or smell fresh baked cinnamon
buns. Every once in a while, | use the terms "get squared away" and "pop the
sonuvabitch between the running lights."

When its hot, | can still see Bobby Ray standing in the forward engine room, dripping
sweat... Looking at the 7MC where the skipper has just called back to inquire if it is
hot...

"Hot cap'n? Hot? Hell, it's hotter'n two mice screwin' in a wool sock..."

My daughters grew up knowing only when it was really hot, the mice were back in the
sock... Never told them what the mice were up to.

When | was in college, | used to sleep 'figure four' style. That's where you bend your leg
and tuck a foot behind your other knee. That way, if surface rolls dump you out of your
rack, you don't end up landing face-down in the passageway. I'd also tuck my shoes,
toe first between my mattress and the box spring then dump the contents of my pockets
in my shoes... My lighter, keys, pens, etc., even my dog tags. | did this every night. One
night, my roommate asked what in the hell | did that for... Habit. If you have to roll out
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for battle stations in the middle of the night, you know where your boots are. You're not
crawling around in the passageway with the rest of the sleepy-eyed mob, getting the
hell kicked out of you by ships' company flying fore and aft... And whining,

"Any sonuvabitch seen my left boot?"

| took off my dog tags when | slept. Once on a heavy roll, | rolled over and smashed into
a side locker with a dog tag wedged perpendicular to my rib cage. You only want to do
that once... Since then, | took my dog tags off and tossed them in my boot.

A first class yeoman once asked me what might happen if we had some unforeseen
occurrence in the middle of the night and no one could figure out who | was.

"Peabrain, every sonuvabitch in the alley knows me... Knows the bunk | use... Anyway,
if we are talking major disaster, we all suck saltwater and get to a point where the only
thing interested in you is eating you and doesn't give a damn about your name, birth
date, blood type, or your religion."

| continued to toss my bead chain and tags in my boot every night.

Boots toes tucked under your mattress helped you stay in your bunk by making the
opening between the mattress edge and the bottom of the rack above you too damn
small to roll through. When | poked them in, it was a lot like locking the front door
before you went to bed.

| am a creature of habit. | got used to the vibration of the engines when | slept... Loved
it. Used to press my head up between my rolled up foul weather jacket and a side locker
so | could feel the gentle engine vibration when we snorkeled or rode full on four on the
surface. When | left the boats, | found the only way | could come close to duplicating
this was to wear a loud ticking watch and sleep with my wrist under my ear. You lose all
that with battery operated or digital watches.

| missed my old foul weather jacket. Sure, the damn thing looked like in belonged in a
New Delhi dumpster but it was my old faithful pal. It kept me warm... Gave me a place to
warm my hands... Pockets for hot buns or a piece of fruit... Told the idiots on the Orion
that | was one of the 'great unwashed' nesting in one of the cast iron animal farms
connected to their lower brow... And it allowed me to get those thirty-five cent Alcatraz
haircuts Orion was famous for. Also, my old raunchy jacket made a great pillow and no
one called you a sissy if you tucked it under your head. Some second class brought a
pillow on board and the animals pinned so much hell on him, he shot the damn thing
out the GDU the second week out.

I missed the awesome spectacle and incredible majesty of real heavy weather... The

roller coaster ride of banging around on the bridge. It was the closest | ever got to
God... He knew it and | knew it.
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Most of all, | missed the crew... | missed guys passing you going fore and aft with
greetings like,

"Dex, did your mother have any kids that lived?"
Or
"Don't take this personal, but you are one ugly bastard..."

It was the Requin's mating call... Our 'When you care enough to send the very best’
greeting.

And it all began dumping butt kits and checking battle lanterns.

Thunder Mugs and Freckle Makers by sob ‘pex:

Armstrong

At some point, | knew | would come face to face with the problem of revelation of deeply
held smoke boat secrets. What | am about to lay before you will rank with the most
sacred Masonic goodies and the secret signs of the Baltimore Orioles. In the past, what
| am about to reveal was passed from the Grand Master of Smoke Boat-a-tarianism to an
apprentice practitioner under a one-half inch thick lead blanket in the bottom of a mile
deep coal mine.

A submarine was a miniature municipality. The skipper was the mayor... Wardroom, the
city council. The snipes handled the utilities. The COB was the sheriff... The rated men
were the responsible citizens most of the time... Part of the time? Now and then? A few
times a year? On Groundhog Day? Well anyway, at the absolute bottom of the social
structure, you had the non-rated alley rats... The bums... Hobos... Homeless people...
The nomadic tribe who moved from flash pad to flash pad in search of an uninterrupted
nights sleep.

In India, the human equivalent of non-rated people are called 'the untouchables’... Many
have leprosy. Hogan's Alley on the Requin was a hybrid leper colony and primate cage.
One of our multitude of extremely important responsibilities was care, maintenance and
cleaning of our municipal sewer system. You eat... You poop. Cooks handled the
former... We took care of the residual byproduct.

To fully appreciate the importance of this feature of our assigned duty, you must first
understand the complex world of subsurface poop moving.

Everything that eventually found its way to one of our three sanitary tanks, made its
way through a system of gravity drains. The scuttlebutt (water fountain for non-quals)...
Cook's and messcook's sinks... Coffee urn... Air conditioning condensate drains...
Head sinks... Urinals... Shower drains... And probably some stuff | forgot (Old age -
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CRS)... And finally, the heads (a.k.a. poopers, shitters, thrones, best-seat-in-the-house,
the perch, commode, toilet... You got it, the next to the last stop for processed Spam.
To us, they were the 'thunder mugs and freckle makers.’

Once you got rated and qualified, you became a below decks watch stander. This honor
took you out of the topside watch rotation and was an indication that the COB had
found a small spark of intelligence that with his expert advice and guidance, could be
fanned into the flame of Naval leadership. Or as in my case, he was short on below
decks watchstanders and rolled the dice on whether, given the opportunity, | could sink
the ship or trigger a mutiny. | was given a clipboard - the vestment of below decks
authority... And with the help of rig bills and intuitive awareness, | went forth to check
bilges, wake up ungrateful bastards, render 'on service' fuel status reports, make one
and two-way surface dump requests, and blow sanitaries.

There was an art to blowing sanitaries.

First, you rigged the tank for blowing. That consisted of following a rig bill and closing
all master and backup drain lines valves in lines leading to the sanitary tank. If some
clown was in the shower, you did not say,

"Hey champ, I'll catch the rest of the line-up and be back to pull the drain screen and T-
handle the deck drain closed."

Why didn't you say this? Because nine times out of ten you would forget and create
either a 225Ib. ships' service air or external sea pressure fountain of high pressure
decomposing doo-doo that would not increase your popularity with the shipmates in
the affected compartment. Not that | was a flash in high school physics, but crap, like
everything else in life, takes the path of least resistance. You leave a valve open and
without fail, poop will make an unscheduled appearance.

You really knew you were in trouble when the lid on the coffee urn began a little dance
signifying the arrival and percolation of partially dissolved head tissue and
accompanying commodities... Maxwell House with Scotts' Extra Fluffy just has to be
consumed to really be fully appreciated.

If the 225Ib. ships' service air held and the pressure began to build slowly, all drains
were secure and you could open the overboard discharge. During the next few minutes,
ships' service air overcame external sea pressure, forcing the contents of the sanitary
tank out to sea. When the tank was nine-tenths clear, you secured the blow. In combat,
an air bubble leaving the boat at 200 feet the size of an orange, would arrive at the
surface the size of a VW bus.

So you secured the overboard discharge and vented the remaining air at whatever the

external sea pressure was, back into the boat. This unique sensation can be replicated
by feeding a buffalo hard-boiled eggs for a week then getting in a Chevy Nova with him
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and rolling the windows up. Someone once said we earned our sub pay based on
inboard venting.

The heads were flushed by way of a rotating drum valve and a long handle. At the time
we rode the old Tench class boats, they were approaching twenty years old (the
equivalent of a 108 year old chorus girl or 650 dog years). By that time, the drum valves
had worn to a point where a little air slipped past them, making the water seal in the
head bowl percolate like a fizzing coke. If you happened to be parked on one at the time,
it would leave little bubble splatters all over the cheeks of your fanny... Hence the origin
of the term 'freckle makers'.

The sanitary system was a critical one and required a hell of a lot of attention. Most of
the cast parts were brass and subject to verdigris corrosion (verdigris is that weird
green stuff that grows on the base of 20 gauge shotgun shells). All the stuff was
connected by copper line. A large part of my early submarine career was spent wire-
brushing verdigris and Brasso-ing copper pipe. At the point you were between COBs,
you painted as much copper pipe as you could get away with... We looked upon it as
saving the tax paying public a small fortune in Brasso... Which also gave us more time
to study etiquette and opera appreciation.

There is a very exclusive club in the submarine community. Very few submariners have
been given the honor of admittance. Membership guarantees induction in the Deck
Force Hall of Fame. The club is called,

'THE GRAND ORDER OF SUBMERSIBLE SHIT TANK DIVERS'

When we went into the yards in '62, the Chief came up to me and said,

"Dex, I'm thinking of a number between one and ten. If you can guess it correctly, you
get a week with Gina Lollabrigida in any hotel you choose, with 20 cases of beer and a
rental car thrown in."

"Chief, is Gina buck nekkit?"

"No son, her toenails are painted. If they weren't, she'd be buck nekkit."

"No cheap 'No-name' beer?"

"Imported beer."

"Gas in the car?"

"Full tank."

"Okay Chief, I'll take a shot at guessing the number..."
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"Wait...There's something | haven't told you..."

"Yeh Chief, what?"

"If you don't guess the number I'm thinking of, you dive number two sanitary."”
"Dive the shit tank?"

"You got it."

"LLSIXT

"No, but you really came close.”

We all got close a lot but nobody ever got to spend a week with buck nekkit Gina... That
poor woman must have spent a helluva lot of 1962 and '63 walking around with no
clothes on, waiting for some submarine deck ape to guess the right number. We just
kept losing and the COB kept winning.

| got to visit the inside of number two and scrape a lot of unidentifiable stuff off the
interior surfaces. Later, the skipper put a page in my service record announcing that |
had visited the inside of number two poop tank and would not have to do it again in my
naval career.

Some people see Rome... Some Paris... I've visited inside #2 and | sign autographs

Meanwhile, Back at the Snake Ranch by sob pex

Armstrong

In an earlier diatribe on life in a non-rated man's submarine approved Snake Ranch... |
told about our low rent Shangri-La above Ocean View out Willoughby Spit, going toward
the bridge tunnel. It wasn't one of the featured tourist attractions of the Norfolk area... |
mean, you couldn't buy postcards or tour books that mentioned the place.

What it was, was a sanctuary and rest home for exhausted members of our undersea
forces afloat... Who guarded the saltwater expanse resting off our coast. It was a haven
where submarine serfdom came to drink beer, listen to shit-kicking music, take hour-
long hot showers, play cards, cuss Chief Petty Officers, nuke sailors, Nikita Krushchev
and everyone in France, catch up on sleep, and hold Bacchanalian feasts and seek the
pleasures beyond panty elastic.

Life at the Ranch was great. It was one of the best-kept secrets of the Cold War... It was

never mentioned in any Tom Clancy book or found its way into one of those Discovery
Channel documentaries on how we won the Cold War.
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That's a shame... It was the home of the world's largest collection of randomly tossed
empty Budweiser beer cans and the location where Naval personnel joined in a joint
effort with female civilians to field test damn near every birth control method other than
Saran Wrap, then available in the Norfolk area.

It was the place where hanky-panky got raised to a major league sport. We had no TV
and nobody ever missed it. On a heavy beer drinking night you had to sign up for a
place in the pee rotation on a clipboard nailed to the single seat head's door. In an
emergency, you could always step out the rear door of our estate and hose down the
world's largest empty beer can collection.

And there were the card games. Jeezus, did we play cards! We wore out decks of
Bicycle cards at a rate that must have supported a shift at the Bicycle Card factory.

We played Hearts and straight cowboy poker... Five draw, seven stud... No Girl Scout
Camp... Over and under things with one eye... Men with axes... Clubs wild if
Wednesday is an even day... None of that shit. We allowed no activity at the Snake
Ranch that took more than 30 seconds to explain to a drunk. This kept everybody

happy.

There was a Laundromat on the highway to Virginia Beach. It was a great place to meet
women. Most of the gals that became regulars at the Ranch, were also regulars at the
Laundromat. We called trips to do laundry, "Going to check the traps..." After three or
four weeks of punching holes in the North Atlantic, twenty minutes of watching girl's
panties passing by a dryer window over and over... And over... Could have your
average boat sailor barking at the moon.

In the evening, we would grab a gal, a blanket, a cold six, and a radio, and walk over to
the beach. We'd watch the Ocean View roller coaster... The ships passing old Point
Comfort and the Thimble Shoals Light... And fumble with blouse buttons. If it got any
better than that, they hid the instructions in the wardroom.

We never had a parking problem... We only had one car. We owned stock in it... | sold
mine for several reasons... First, the sonuvabitch always needed some kind of work and
the 'partnership’ always needed money. It was a four-wheeled money evaporator... And
the fool thing went to New York all the time. In short, the damn thing never went in any
direction | was heading in. | can't complain, | doubled my money... When | left SUBRON
SIX, the 'Tidewater Torpedo Joint Holding Company' was alive and well... And the
torpedo had bad tires.

'‘Dixie' and 'Tiger' were two barmaids who shared their delights with numerous
subsurface afloat force members. Many a boat sailor has wonderful, long ago memories
of laying alongside a set of ‘double Ds' on a chilly night or having his back scratched by
one, or both of the greatest barmaids in the history of professional barmaiding. The
guys who married Tiger and Dixie got great gals who did their part in the Cold War and
could do stuff that would set a Hindu sex manual on fire. They were great gals!
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The only interior decorations were an RC Cola sign and a naked lady calendar from
some welding equipment supply house... If you don't count all the carry out menus
tacked on the back of the kitchen door with the 'Fill this for us, Santy Claus' sign.

We didn't have trash and garbage collection service, so we had to bag it and take it back
to pier 22... And we had water and electric bills comparable to an auto assembly plant...
I've never had one close to what we shelled out and that includes damn near forty years
of inflation... That industrial cooling box and the large capacity quick recovery hot
water heater sucked up kilowatts like an atom smasher.

We used the phone at the Esso station since we didn't have one... Going down to make
phone calls meant picking up a couple of free (remember FREE?) road maps. Someone
made the incredible discovery that an unfolded Esso map would cover our entire
kitchen table for crab feasts.

Some of my best memories center around the Snake Ranch... Always called 'The
Ranch’, it was long before there was anything called recycling... We left enough
aluminum beer cans in the backyard to build a 747 or 1,500 Yugos. No one above E-4
was ever told of the existence of the place... All 'Rancheros' were single, mostly broke
and could survive for long periods of time on beer and pork rinds.

The Ranch is still there... It's painted... Looks respectable and nice people live there.
But there was a time... Remember that line in the song...

"Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam..."

Every room looked exactly like buffalo had roamed there for weeks.

Silver DOIph'ﬂS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

How can an insignia that means so much to so many of us be debased by the Naval
establishment by handing it out wholesale as a midshipman's summer cruise souvenir?
When you didn't work hard for something, it has no worth. We have devalued most
decorations to the point that a large part of what you see above the pockets of
American service personnel means little or nothing. The men and women who wear
them know in their hearts that all this meaningless gedunk has the same value as the
decorative icing on a wedding cake... It is harder to earn Scout merit badges than it is to
pick up some of the ribbons of today.

The men and women of this generation have known no other system and have no point
of reference... They have no way of knowing it was not always that way. They have no
way of knowing how valued and respected our Silver Dolphins were... Why? Because
the men of the Navy knew how difficult it was to get them. If nothing else, the entire
world was aware of the magnificent record and willing sacrifice of our World War I
submarine force.

72



We don't like to talk about the national disgrace that attended our intervention in
Southeast Asia... We have made many attempts to cast our defeat in that theater in
some kind of bullshit rationale. There was no surrender... No American handed over
his/her sidearm and watched our flag hauled down. We got our ass kicked by a little
country with no navy... An air force that was an international joke... And very little
technology. | cannot tell you why, but anyone who is honest can recognize an ass
kicking. I did not serve in Viet Nam. When | went to the boats, it was called French
Indochina. | want to make it clear, | do not denigrate the service of anyone who served
in Southeast Asia... As | said, | wasn't there and there is nothing worse than a
sonuvabitch who wasn't there portraying themselves as an expert on something that
they have no first-hand experience in.

Americans hate a loser... Especially a loser who cloaks his failure in excuses. We
admire a man who puts up a good fight, gets whipped, admits his failure, and moves on.
That was the way it was in my generation. In Southeast Asia, the entire team saw it was
being thrashed and left the field with ten minutes left in the fourth quarter... And took
the ball with them. I think the kids today call that the 'tiny heart syndrome'. We tried to
pack our bags and steal away in the night... It didn't work and proud America had to sit
and watch the evening news show us the most embarrassing goat screw of all time. The
men who master-minded that sorry epic should wander the earth wearing paper bags.

No one thought a whole helluva lot of military service in the early '70s... It was a joke...
Dope smoking was rampant... Neo-Nazi elements flourished in our so-called elite
forces. Arrogance abounded... The 'My SEALS are tougher than your Green Berets'
bullshit. Glory belongs to those who deserve it. It is earned by deeds. Interservice
rivalry - not good. My rants... Even if mostly tongue-in-cheek... My ripping of the nuke
force - not good. Born of exclusion that was a corrosive influence. My mindless bullshit
perpetuates the same stupidity | rail against. RamJet eloquently pointed that out to
me... He was right. That is what smoke boat shipmates do for each other... They don't
sugar coat it. They say you are simply full of shit and you listen. Its called reciprocal
respect... It used to come with Silver Dolphins.

To boost recruiting, the services adopted the 'everybody gets a badge' policy. They
invented the awards package practice... Multiple ribbons for the same thing.
Examples... After Grenada, | was sitting in my office in the pentagon and looked out the
window at a vast uniformed formation in the center court. Officers were walking down
the rows shaking hands and handing each man a brown envelope... Containing the
Grenada invasion decoration package. These guys had been thousands of miles from
the action, in the comfort of the pentagon... Their long-range support earned multiple
ribbons. Anyone involved in the one hundred-hour war in the gulf got a minimum of
three medals. The three idiots recently captured in the Balkans and whom Jesse
Jackson released were a slap in the face... These three clowns got six medals. For
what? Why should getting captured, no matter how unfortunate, rate six gahdam
medals?
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Kids today waltz around with rows of ribbons. Our Navy has multiplied its badge grab
bag to the point it makes you lose your lunch. Bigger equals better... Take a look at the
SEAL badge... Looks like the hood ornament off an Italian roadster... Takes three pins
to hold it on a uniform. The Air Force hands out little silver badges that look a lot like
parachute wings... You get them for doing accurate paperwork!

The fine men and women of our armed forces are being seduced by decoration inflation.
Look at the old films of returning World War Il Gls... A couple of rows of ribbons earned
dearly. Men like Old Gringo wore Dolphin patches on their sleeves. Old Gringo's cloth
Dolphins made the Silver Dolphins we worked like hell to get, mean something. We
wanted to be worthy of the legacy men like Old Gringo had handed us.

It would be a sin to hand out Silver Dolphins like Cracker Jack prizes... To give them
away as a summer memory. Decisions like that come from little men who have no idea
what they mean to you and me, and we are powerless to do a gahdam thing about it.
That hurts.

We used to laugh at Latin American Naval officers. They had meaningless ribbons,
medals, badges, sashes, gold braid and big hats with a load of crap embroidered all
over their visors. They looked like comic opera characters. Now, our ranking officers,
men who never slugged it out toe-to-toe with another world power, wear more
meaningless crap than a South American dictator.

Ribbons don't make the man. Training, pride and an established record, make the man.
Valor comes through reputation. Any man who crawled the volcanic sand beaches at
lwo Jimais a hero. He doesn't need a rhinestone-studded badge to tell him so. All we
have to know is, he was there.

They put a 'V’ for valor on silver and bronze stars to tell you they were combat
decorations. What other kind of bronze and silver stars are there? In our day, those
medals told us the man wearing them had been shot at for a living. More inflationary
bullshit.

If by some Tooth Fairy induced miracle | woke up as the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs
tomorrow, | would have every unit commander pass around a galvanized bucket and tell
the troops to toss in any worthless post Viet Nam badge, medal or ribbon not earned
under fire... And | would make U.S. military insignia mean something once more. Next, |
would phone the Postmaster General and tell him | wanted to see the design for the
Hundredth Anniversary of the Submarine Force stamp on my desk by the end of the
week. | would tell him the day Donald Duck, Snoopy, Mickey Mouse, Elvis Presley, and
Marilyn Monroe were worthier of postal recognition than boat sailors, was the day we
had lost all ability to recognize national contribution.

None of this applies to the U. S. Marine Corps. The Marines, God bless ‘em, have done
their damnedest to resist the seduction of 'Something for nothing' awards. Being a U. S.
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Marine is all one has to be... We all know their unequalled record... A history written in
heroic deeds wherever they have gone.

Social experiment, sensitivity concern, hand out funding and the erosion of a previously
proud awards system have victimized this generation of military men and women. Poor
bastards... We owe them better.

Plel’ 22 by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Pier 22, Destroyer and Submarine Piers... 1959.

Somewhere well before my smoke boat days... A point sometime between World War Il
and shooting folks into space, CE piers (old 'Convoy Escort' piers) became D&S piers
(Destroyer and Submarine piers). The United States Navy does this a lot. They have this
master plan... The Naval Schedule of Constant Change. Somewhere in a tarpaper shack
in East Jeezus, Nebraska, there are two hundred J.G.s and a brain-dead yeoman whose
sole purpose is to rename stuff so old veterans can't locate a damn thing to reignite
memories.

This, coupled with municipalities initiating aggressive civic improvement programs,
forces old bluejackets to wander around in areas of old ports, constantly looking at
each other and saying,

"What'n the hell happened to......? The sonuvabitch used to be right about here."

Civic improvement translates into gin mill demolition... Tearing down bars, naval tailor
shops, greasy spoons, tattoo parlors, and high volume cathouses. | never figured it
out... Why doesn't the term 'historic preservation' apply to structures that catered to the
carnal requirements of the Second Fleet from World War I, until operating seaports went
through their 'born again' transformation in the late 60's? If you went to Norfolk today,
you would get the distinct impression that all we did was visit the U.S.O. and play a
helluva lot of minature golf.

Old SUBRON SIX lads need to pass the raghat to collect enough funds to erect a fifty-
foot high statue of a big-busted, bleached blond in clamdigger pants two sizes too small
and a white plastic pocketbook. Inscription to read,

"Hey sailor, wanna party? 35 buckos and you pay for the room..."

Cold War dollys. They were good times.

Lads who missed the experience... Lads who never paid dues... Lads who rationalized
and handbuilt self-serving perverted moral arguments against national service, are poor

shortchanged bastards who must feel all alone in a voting booth... Kinda like the good
men who bought their tickets on the salt water, jungle heat, high altitude, and miserable
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cold installment plan, slipped them a complimentary pass. | don't know about the rest of
you, but when I close that curtain, it is pretty damn crowded in there... I'm in there
representing a lot of good men who will reside on the bottom of the sea until the last big
'‘Morning Quarters' in the sky.

Pier 22... Dumpsters, fuel hoses... Telephone lines... Old busted topside watch shacks...
Stacked stores awaiting assembly of a loading party. Boat sailors exchanging
embellished bullshit like Bedouin traders.

"Good morning sir."

"Good morning... Exec aboard?"

"Aye sir... Dropped below 'bout thirty minutes ago."

"Did you guys have enough time to get in a full charge?"

"Aye sir."

"Stores loaded?"

"We completed loading stores from Orion at 0300... Disconnected fuel hoses at 0345...
Ran guard mail and picked up our traffic from the radio shack on the tender... Drew
Notice to Mariners and updated charts from the squadron. Bummed ten 20-pound cans
of coffee from Kittiwake and whatever rat-eaten blankets Cubera could spare.”

"Ready for sea then?"

"Aye sir."

"Very well... Pass the word we'll be turning over the engines shortly, setting the
maneuvering watch and singling up lines in thirty minutes."

That's how we went to work.

Pier 22 was home. If you were single with no crow, it was all the home you had. When
the 'brown baggers' (khaki sackers) hauled for clean sheets, home cooking and an
armload of mama, we owned 'The Pier".

If you weren't on duty, you could wander out on the pier to catch a smoke and visit the
point of informational exchange... The dumpsters. After evening chow, every messcook
on every boat showed up to dump garbage.

E-3 intelligence was exchanged at this mini-oasis. In thirty minutes, you knew what

boats were showing what movies, where all the card games would be held that night
and the locations where night baking would take place. To the night nomads... The

76



roaming, cross-pollinating, inter-boat hopping, non rated idiots, this was the nocturnal
roadmap. It was what made diesel boats a family... It didn't matter what boat you were
on, if you were SUBRON SIX, you belonged. You could always count on a cup of coffee,
a meal or a place to plant your worthless butt for any movie being shown on any boat
alongside. In a single night, you could get the honor of being verbally abused by chief
petty officers of up to a half a dozen smoke boats.

"Hey kid... Don't you sonuvabitches on Requin know where you live? How come every
time | turn around, I'm up to my ass in you guys?"

"We love you chief..."

"Well, if | keep seeing your ugly faces, I'm going to put you on our watch bill and issue
you a damn qual card."

For those of you who never had the pleasure of engaging in conversation with a boat
service chief, this translates to,

"Welcome aboard, it is nice to have you here to share our hospitality and enjoy our
gentlemenly convivial atmosphere.”

When you left, these old crusty sonuvabitches would leave you with a friendly message
for your Chief of the Boat.

"Tell Dutch that Red said he's ugly and his mother dresses him funny... And tell him to
kiss you and tuck you in real nice."

They were okay... This was the best they could do.

Pier 22 was a piece of the United States Navy that was ours... The exclusive domain of
the Dolphin mob. It was a place where a red lead spattered, unshaven, raggedy-ass boat
sailor could get a cup of coffee with a hydraulic oil slick floating in it, a stale doughnut
and an action-packed, horseshit loaded sea story all for the price of a handshake. It was
the play yard where the submarine force held recess. In aword, it was home.

The SieSta NeSt by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Up forward in the superstructure below the walking deck, there was a tiny independent
kingom on Requin known as the 'siesta nest'. It was ruled by King Stukey and inhabited
by a kind of moth-eaten raggety-ass population known as the deck force. Its
independence was insured by its inaccessability. No one above E-3 would ever have a
purpose to visit or any desire to do so... And | doubt any officer even knew it existed.
We figured the siesta nest was safe unless in some moment of insane behavior we
applied for membership in the United Nations or attempted to obtain foreign aid.
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The kingdom was defined as the space between the bow planes bull gears and the port
side limber holes, opposite the chain locker and forward of the impulse air flasks... No
nuke could have found it unless God gave them three wise men, camels and floated a
star forward of the first salvage air deck plate.

It wasn't very large... You could cover the entire area with a few foulweather jackets and
a flattened accumulated lamination of corrogated Krispie Kreme doughnut cartons.
Stocked with books, girlie and sports magazines, this became a fairly comfortable
hidden Shangri-La. The freeflooding deck allowed light to penetrate through the slots
with the intermittant decking providing shade. Air circulated freely through the limber
holes providing enough cross-venilation to clear cigarette smoke.

If the National Association of Loafing, Lazy and Good-for-nothing Sonuvabitches had
created plans and specifications for a damn near perfect place to goof off, they couldn't
have come up with anything even remotely approaching the siesta nest.

All you had to do was a series of unevenly spaced taps on an air flask to convey the
impression that the gang was engaged in productive work... There was only so much
inanimate metal and superfluous crap that you could chip, scrape, wirebrush, slap zinc
chromate on and paint... Outside of three or four areas that you would need a
gynecologist for midgets to get into, we had covered it all. Besides, nobody ever went
down there... The place was like a birthmark on Queen Elizabeth's butt... Why worry
about it? Who's gonna see it?

We never thought about the boats becoming submarine memorials... We heard that
Gillette got 'em all and whacked them up for '‘Blue Blades'. We heard the girls at the
razor blade factory didn't care about the number of layers of zinc chromate the inside of
the superstructure came with... It all looked the same when the crane lifted,
electromagnet-hauled it out of the crap compactor. Ethical behavior dictated that we
should not waste taxpayer funds on unecessary zinc chromate and number seven gray.

So, we spent our productive time creating the National Seagoing Skinbook Library... A
large collection of paperback novels containing erotic plots and a variety of interesting
anatomically challenging acts few people in the world above the walking deck had ever
heard of or could have envisioned without having been recently exposed to the literary
world of non-qualified personnel.

Adrian Stuke, our supreme ruler, benevolent despot and master librarian, ran the nest.
He owned most of the finer books... | Was Kidnapped by Biker Babes, Lust-Starved
WACs at Fort Benning and The Land of Lesbian Love, just to name a few.

We spent hours professionally critiqueing this literature and ritualistically cussing
anyone involved in the qualification process, all qualified old timers, lifers, the Chief of
the Boat, the entire crew of the Orion, airdales, the tin can navy, shore patrol, the
Secretary of the Navy, and everyone in France.
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Most heavy duty E-3 thinking, griping and plotting was done in the siesta nest. We
raised totally non-productive whining to an art form. The fuse to ninety percent of the
explosive nonsense and grab-ass that went on, on Requin, was lit in the siesta nest.

In the annals of American history, the siesta nest ranks right up there with Butch
Cassidy's 'Hole in the Wall', 'The Briar Patch’, 'The Bat Cave', and the place where
Jeezus rolled away the Rock.

The nest had a very select list of members... In 1961, we won the Academy Award for
the best sound effects to imitate productive work. Some Hollywood star with a gigantic
set of boobs had to accept it for us. We were engaged in national security work
providing target time to deaf, dumb and blind naval pilots.

The Lucy nght by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

During some dust-up with Mr. Castro's folks to the south, we were somewhere off South
Carolina giving unworthy surface craft ping time. We got a change in op orders
instructing us to put into some place nobody ever heard of... Port Everglades, Florida.
We had no charts for Florida, but being highly resourceful bluejackets, we called for an
electrician who came from Pompano Beach. Mr. 'I've got your problem solved' comes to
the bridge and explains to our assemblage of complete idiots that he was God's
unrecognized gift to harbor pilots. He knows these waters like the route to
grandmother's house. He tells the skipper not to worry, that he and his ol' man have
done so much fishing off Lauderdale, that he (Mr. God's gift to navigation) could lay us
alongside wearing a galvenized bucket over his head. The skipper said,

"Damn glad to hear that... We're going in at night. Just need you to tell us which channel
to take and we'll go in by lights and channel markers."

| was starboard lookout... No one asked my opinion because no one cared about my
opinion... Because to have an opinion on the subject, | would have to have rented one
or invented one and last, E-3s didn't have a dog in the fight. | did notice that when the
Old Man said we were going in at night, our 'all-knowing' second class electrician's butt
nearly chewed a hole in the material between his hip pockets. It is not every day that a
non-rated guy gets to witness the Old Man in consultation with the ship's master
bullshit artist... And swallowing large chunks of Alice in Wonderland pony dookey.

What was the worst thing that could happen? Run aground on some sandbar and spend
a couple of weeks at the beach? What the hell!

After sundown, we began our approach... Right off the bat, Mr. ‘know everything'
popped a dent in his credentials...

"Ah, sir, | think the Flamingo Beach and Tennis Club should be right about there."
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He pointed. We studied the area through 7x50s and unless the beach and tennis club
had disguised itself as a tank farm next to some kind of surplus crap storage yard, the
‘pathfinder of the sea' was a little off.

For the better part of the next 45 minutes, our second class Florida geography mate
pointed out a whole lot of stuff nobody could verify.

Then he said it...

"Capt'n, somewhere out here is this great big concrete thing... We used to tie our boat
to it and fish off it."

"BIG CONCRETE THING!?! ALL STOP... ALL BACK ONE THIRD! WHAT KIND OF BIG
CONCRETE THING?"

Somewhere up ahead in this nocturnal crapshoot was this reinforced concrete
structure... The highly practiced E-3 evesdropping ear immediately picked up the
essentials... It was big... Somewhere between the size of a Greyhound bus and South
Dakota... It wasn't painted. To six men standing in pitch black darkness, this clue didn't
do a hell of alot to solve the mystery. It was big... We already knew that.

It was out there... It was big... It was concrete and you could fish off it. That is, you could
fish off it if it didn't have the hull of a fleet snorkle diesel boat wrapped around it.

"Bring up the Lucy light."

The Lucy light was one of the most valuable pieces of equipment on Requin. Lucy was a
second class dental tech with a world class bosom. A smiling blond who belonged
totally... Exclusively... Entirely... One hundred percent to all the guys 25 and younger on
Requin who were not in permanent relationships. I've never quite figured out if Lucy
was a super patriot who recognized the emotional sacrifice of our elite volunteer service
or was just a high-capacity nymphomaniac. Whatever she was, she could distribute
favors to three quarters of the duty section during a battery charge.

Naval regulations require that all personnel in the duty section remain on board to be
immediately available if all the pier rats gang up with the intention of highjacking a worn
out American submarine to trade to the Dutch for cheese. Alongside duty is the most
boring thing on the planet, short of watching nightcrawlers mate.

To liven things up, darling Lucy, the patron saint of Hogan's Alley, would set up her
playhouse in the back seat of somebody's car in the pierhead parking lot. At the same
time, someone not then on watch would haul our xeon (sounds like 'zeee-on")
searchlight to the bridge and pedestal mount it trained on Lucy's nest of non-rated
pleasure and wonderous delight. Then we would run an industrial electrical cord from
the focused light mounted on the bridge to a power source in the conn, with a 'make
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and break' toggle conveniently placed by the sail door where the guy standing topside
watch could reach it.

Here's how it worked. When Lucy opened for business, lover #1 would latch onto a
sharpshooter bucket and cross the brow, appearing to be heading for a trash dump.
Upon reaching Lucy's luxurious love machine, Mr. numero uno would park the
sharpshooter bucket next to the car to allow observation via attack scope to determine
guestions relating to 'vacancy' or 'no vacancy'.

Members of Lucy's love club knew the rule... No one visits Lucy without being passed
the bucket... Thus, avoiding the embarrassment of mid-performance interruption.

Should the O.D. require the presence of the engaged crew member... The topside watch
could flip the key on the Lucy light, creating a Zeus thunderbolt that would damn near
blister a bare butt and set the upholstery on fire. Read by one understanding the
linguistics of the after battery, this visual signal indicated that the presence of the duty
wandering trash dumper was required. Please return with theatrical prop bucket.

There was a time when revelation of the foregoing could have resulted in its untimely
demise... But with the end of the Cold War, Lucy's generous and willing contribution
should not go unrecognized... And there are still middle-age coots who rode SS-481 in
their previous incarnation who... On a quiet summer night can still smell that wonderful
dime store perfume... Taste that red lipstick... And visualize rhinestone barets and
stockings draped over a rear view mirror and life was good.

So there we were... Five men and petty officer Pinnochio standing on the bridge
scanning the darkness for some large hardend cement object residing somewhere
forward of bow bouyancy... Range and bearing not quite clear.

The Lucy light arrives... ILLUMINATION!!

There, two football fields away was this concrete formation the size of a couple of
Texaco stations. Hit bows on at ten to fifteen knots, it would have been well capable of
compressing the entire contents of the forward torpedo room along with most of the
wardroom, up against the control room bulkhead.

| knew instantly that if God did not require bullshit artists to tell the truth every now and
then... We would have french-kissed one hell of aload of reinforced concrete.

Lucy, this old bluejacket still loves you... Give anything to hear you shout,

"Yes... Yes... Oh, YES!'..." Into a Chevy ceiling light, one more time. .
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TlmeS Change by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The sub force has changed... The Navy has changed... Global priorities have changed
and the days where nobody explained what was going on to an E-3 are gone.

Today's young men and women are informed and intelligent enough to understand the
implications of strategic decisions and understand all the ramifications and downline
effects. Most important, they care.

We didn't. One minute, Castro was a hero... Liberator of Cuba... The next minute he was
a good for nothing, rotten sonuvabitch in need of a shave. | missed the whole process...
Being in the boats was like being lost in space... You went underwater and a whole
bunch of folks ran around changing stuff. Somewhere, Indo-China became Vietnam...
Baseball teams played leapfrog all over the place... The Giants... The Braves... The
White House changed hands... They fired men into space. We didn't really care... We
were more concerned about clean skivvies... Finding a tub that we could crawl into for a
90 minute soak... Clean sheets... Cold beer and spending the night with something
pretty and soft with a warm behind. Like Neanderthal man, we were taking care of the
basics... God and John Kennedy could handle all the other stuff.

In our day, folks tended to stay in their own backyard. We didn't get involved in foreign
social issues if they didn't look like they would reach a point necessitating the calling

up of the Tennessee National Guard. We didn't understand Europeans... Fifteen years
earlier, we had saved their collective butts from bogeymen the likes of which the world
has never known... We fed the ungrateful sonuvabitches, cleaned up a lot of their mess
and invited them to rejoin the family of man... And they rewarded us with learning just
enough of our language to paint "Yankee Go Home" on anything that would stand still
long enough for them to get a paintbrush on it. Someone told me it had to do with subtle
cultural differences that would be impossible for anyone who had not been raised with
their outlook and tradition, to understand.

That's aload... Any ignorant hayseed from the Tennessee backwoods can recognize
ingratitude... Hell, those folks couldn't move in any direction without bouncing off white
crosses representing a lot of good men who made a one-way trip to guarantee the
worthless bastards would have the right to paint stupid stuff on vertical surfaces. |
learned at eighteen, you didn't have to be an idiot to live in central Europe but it sure as
hell ensured that you wouldn't be lonely.

Today, that wouldn't pass the U.S. global 'Don't piss anyone off' policy test. Today's
modern bluejacket must come with an added dimension. The ability to swallow load
after load of pure, unadulterated horseshit... Stomach it and move out. Better man than |
was, Gunga Din.

To paraphrase the old smoke boat philosopher Cowboy, "We rode loose in the saddle.”
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We didn't know any better and if the truth be known, we figured it would always be that
way. Opinions didn't take up much space... You could cram six million of them in
Hogan's alley before it was necessary to pump 500 to forward trim.

We were what they call 'very low profile' today. When you consider the low number of
us, Il wouldn't use the term 'low profile'... Maybe we stopped short of a locust plague, but
no one ever used the term 'shrinking violet' and submarine sailor in the same breath.

Times change... By age 25, life has deposited as much steel in your spine as you're
likely to get and the course of patriotic journey has been charted indelibly in the control
room of your heart.

| love to throw rocks at nukes... It's cheap fun, filled time on topside watch if you forgot
your harmonica and needed batteries for your illegally bootlegged transistor radio... We
threw rocks but we would have bled in our socks if we actually hit someone and hurt
them.

Nukes. Let's face it... Nukes knew we old smoke boat guys were fast becoming eight-
tracks in a CD world. We knew it... Hell, it didn't take a candygram from Albert Einstein
to fill us in, so we tossed rocks... It was the American way.

Somewhere, Mitsubishi started making tape players and hair dryers. Men as old and
wise as '0Old Gringo' can remember a day when the good little smiling faces at
Mitsubishi brought you little fragmentation and incendiary presents from the sky... They
conducted a mass present delivery on December 7, 1941... Mitsubishi products always
looked best through the cross-hairs of a 40 millimeter sight. Who would have believed
the day would come when American bluejackets would be buying junk made by
Mitsubishi at the base Exchange, with no idea that the tiny rascals once turned out
Zeros, Zekes and Bettys.

| think it's known as generational difference... Times change... People change...
Americans, God bless 'em, have the shortest memory of anyone on the face of the
earth. We have taken the concept of 'kiss and make up' to an extreme, bordering on
absolute ridiculousness.

In Somalia one minute, Mohammed Adid was a low-life, black-hearted, back-stabbing
warlord... The top fly crawling on the dungheap of corrupt excess and human misery.
The next minute, he became our 'soapy shower pal'... Our diplomatic corps were
tripping all over themselves to get in line to kiss his bony little fanny.

A naval officer told me, "That under the circumstances, it became necessary to refocus
and cut our losses..."

To an old messcook deckape, not schooled in the nuances of international horseshit

swapping, it looked like the biggest lad in school pissed in his pants and left the
playground with a paperbag over his head.
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That's what | mean... You lads, who wear the twin fish that make you my brother, have to
find it in your heart to forgive an old half-baked, after battery rat and consider the
source.

Times change... Most of the time for the better. Let me just give you one example.
Members of the present naval establishment can transit the Hampton Roads Tunnel in
both directions without seeing a big sign reading,

"DON'T THROW PEACOAT BUTTONS IN COIN HOPPER."

We Were Professionals vy sob 'bex' Armstrong

Let it be recorded that never in the history of U.S. submarines was there a combination
like Adrian Stuke and Dex Armstrong for a two-way deck dump in a state five sea.

Once outside the sail door, they were poetry in motion... Armstrong's number two
garbage-passer position was largely responsible for Stukey's five Golden Gloves
playing principal dumper.

The seas rolled... The trash flew... And all was right on God's great ocean.

(Inscription found on plaque in E-3 Hall of Fame.)

Banishing Boredom by sob ‘vex Armstrong

When you live in a three hundred eleven-foot steel pipe, there isn't a whole helluva lot
you can do for entertainment. We showed movies, played hearts, acey-ducey, chess,
wrote stupid letters, told lies to each other, listened to our toenails grow, and
accumulated bellybutton lint. We didn't rate a magician's mate or a pony ring. Life in the
boats was very basic.

Sometime during a run, the animals would organize some kind of a tournament...
Chess... Gin Rummy... Hearts. We would go through preliminary challenges... Leading
up to the crowning of our grand champion, who would issue a challenge to the
wardroom.

At this point, LT Schilling would come aft, clean our clock, declare himself the Master of
the Universe and return forward. Didn't matter what game... LT Schilling always took all
the marbles. He had been a raghat many years before and had an uncanny ability to
unravel our plots and know when we were up to no good. No man ever understood the
enlisted mind like Mr. Schilling.

We loved him... He was the best advocate for our great unwashed mob. When it came to
saving a lad who had strayed over the line of regulation behavior, he made F. Lee Bailey
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look like a rank amateur... He could extinguish the fires of Hell with some of the most
convoluted logic from a silver tongue that never failed to amaze us all.

He would save you then waltz you aft and light you up like Joan of Arc... Blister you with
a verbal bullwhipping that could make you feel so small, you could hide in a shot glass.
His favorite line was,

"Armstrong, let me disabuse you of the idea that the United States Navy was created for
your personal amusement... This is a Naval Vessel with important missions to be
carried out in aresponsible manner... Not a seagoing treehouse for idiots. When is that
going to penetrate that thick skull?"

He would spend the better part of ten minutes reciting a littany of your accumulated
transgressions, stupid stunts and uncalled for abberant behavior. This is not to imply |
was the singular recipient of his volcanic invective. The man could incinerate butts at
an incredible rate but never once did he feed anyone to the UCMJ shark.

On nights when we had run out of mischief to get into... Nights when our stern tubes
were dragging and we just couldn't muster the desire or energy necessary to stir up the
barnyard, we camped out in the crew's mess and if riding surfaced, listened to the
R.B.O.

Have no gahdam idea what 'R.B.O' stood for. It was a big radio with an amazing range of
reception. Our favorite program was news in English on Radio Moscow. It was a hoot...
Kind of like the poor man's peacetime Tokyo Rose... Nobody really cared about the
number of tins of codfish the lovely ladies of the Murmansk Canning Factory turned
out... We didn't care if they exceeded their quota... But we could picture Olga, the
people's darling, leaving the plant stinking of codfish oil and meeting Ivan, sweatsoaked
hero fresh off the assembly line at the manure spreader factory. It was always good for
a few smiles.

The BBC brought you cricket matches. They could run for days. We figured there must
be folks somewhere who cared... None on Requin. One night when we were beginning
to run low on smokes, some clown brought in a couple of cartons of British cigarettes,
called 'Player's Navy-Cut Cigarettes'.

For anyone out there who never had the amazing experience of firing up a Player's
cigarette, let me enlighten you. The Brits figured out how to package 20 little paper
tubes filled with Easter basket grass that tasted like Band-Aids off a mummy's toe. If
anyone breaks out a pack, run like hell.

We had trading sessions. A big trade was a session where hundreds of girlie mags, skin
books, novels, packs of smokes, and assorted junk changed hands. The entire after
battery became a wierd bazaar... This was always good for some laughs... Especially
when crew members would announce the wonderful contents of a dog-eared book
everyone had owned at some point. More lies got told, in less time than at any other
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time. For example, if a boat sailor wanted to unload Alice in Wonderland, he would tell
you something along the lines of,

"Hey guys... Great book about a young virgin and all the wierd stuff that happens to her
when she gets lost and has to do a lot of strange stuff to get home."

That kind of silly nonsense made it a helluva lot of fun. Sounds stupid now, but at the
time it was a hoot. It provided a break in life regulated by light switches and watch
cycles.

Being on the forward edge of western defense was as boring as hell. Not a whole lot
different from mushroom farming or watching snails mate... It was your messmates that
made it great. To those of us who call each oher 'shipmate’ it holds wonderful
memories... Original monkey business made life worth living. We worked hard... We
performed our jobs very perfessionally and gave the boat a good reputation for
dependability and performance... They used us a lot because we were good at what we
did. I never fully understood what the big picture was... Or what contribution we made in
winning the Cold War... Other than giving the finger to Russian ships at sea... The
Portachenko salute.

But we knew Arliegh Burke had the big picture and that was good enough for us...
Granted, there were times when we thought we might take a run out to the pay phone at
the head of the pier... Phone him up and get the straight dope. But who knows? We
might have caught him on one of those big admiral trading nights. We heard those guys
unloaded complete sets of the Encyclopedia Britannica, Gutenberg Bibles and original
oil paintings by Michaelangelo showing Rickover explaining stuff to God.

Nah, Admiral Arleigh would have been hawking a first edition of Swamp Girl and loving
every minute of it.

leel’ty |n the Laﬂd Of OZ by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The old salt at the recruiting station said,

"Kid, the United States Navy will take you to faraway places with strange sounding
names... Exotic places they don't tell you about in high school geography books...
You'll see stuff and do things you never dreamed of... The 'keys’ to this kingdom will be
your I.D. and Liberty Card."

This was probably the only truthful thing that the sonuvabitch said all day.
"Okay, listen up... Check your I.D. and Liberty Cards... Last boats will be leaving the
landing at 2400... Got that sweethearts? You ain't got your worthless butts parked in a

launch by midnight... You better have money for a water taxi or be one gahdam Olympic
swimmer... You got that?... Now, the Captain wants a few words..."
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"Stand at ease gentlemen... | will expect you older men to look out for your younger
mates. Show 'em the ropes and keep 'em off report. And for God's sake, don't let ‘em
pick up anything Doc Rohr can't cure."

"Doc, you got any wisdom you wish to impart before these fine young bluejackets go
ashore as ambassadors for the Land of Moderation and Proper Behavior?"

"Gentlemen, they have girls over there with germs the size of Japanese Beetles... Little
dark-eyed darlings with stuff residing under those bright colored skirts that'll have you
tying knots in urinal plumbing in three days. I'm not a licensed physician, but I've seen a
lot of stuff that eats Blue Ointment for breakfast and you couldn't kill with a 45... The
going rate for a cargo of human misery is two hundred Pesetas... Keep it in mind."

The old recruiter never said anything about that stuff...

"Okay gents, launch will be laying alongside in ten... See you at morning chow... Wanna
see every damn one of you... Requin sailors take care of Requin sailors... You got
that?"

And over the side we went to peek into the world of exotic life, of strange custom and
the opportunity to get rolled by some of the most devious practitioners of the art that
ever lived.

It always started with a shipmate saying,
"Let's see if we can find a place to catch a couple of cold ones”

Five minutes in any cantina in Panama was enough to tell an eighteen-year old he'd
come along way since the Senior Prom. While your old buddies from high school were
hitting the books at State U. or chasing little pony-tailed darlings around the juke box at
the corner pizza joint... Here you were, tossing down suds in a flea-infested gin joint
where everyone talked funny and smiled at you through teeth with a lot of deferred
dental work. But, it was good to be off the boat and have the opportunity to flush your
kidneys with something other than coffee and bug juice.

"Hey signor, you want to trade watch?"

"No thanks Chico... My mom gave it to me."

After six beers, you can sell damn near anything to an E-3 boat sailor.

Ask Old Gringo... A 'three sheets to the wind' TM striker will shell out his hard-earned
loot for everything from a fake shrunken head to an autographed picture of God. We all

left our brains in beer glass rings... You could sell an after battery alley rat a nude photo
of Eleanor Roosevelt. | once paid five bucks to see a couple of dogs' dance. Remember
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that at the time, | wasn't the only Requin sailor in the place and that at the time, |
thought it was really neat.

Later in life, | bought a boatload of shares of something called Petro-Lewis... My money
ended up in the same place and | didn't get to see dogs do the Mambo. The guy who
said 'A fool and his money are soon parted' must've been a boat sailor in SUBRON Six.

Women who operated in the Twilight Zone of Naughty Behavior were 'painted ladies’
and 'fallen angels' in the vernacular of back-home Sunday school teachers. Good lads
didn't mingle with hoochie-coochie gals. Good lads from East Tennessee rarely had the
opportunity to traffic in hooch n' cooch in faraway locations beyond the jurisdictional
limitations of good little boy behavior.

Once the door to Aladdin's Cave had opened enough for us to squeeze in, we intended
to sample all the delights on a 'full speed ahead and damn the consequences' basis.

| saw dancing dogs, a chicken fight... A drunk Chief ride a mad ox... A shipmate pee on
the Shore Patrol from the top of a palm tree... | saw two guys from a boat out of
Charleston, pull a fire alarm and fill up a bar with Argentine firemen... Saw a prostitute
with 'VIVA CASTRO' tattooed over her left nipple... Saw a live llama not in zoo...
Iguanas... A man skin a snake and eat it raw... Saw a one-legged woman riding a bike...
And Stuke and | saw a grown woman do something with a ping pong ball that remains
to this day, the number one thing on my list of weird stuff I've witnessed.

| have no idea what kind of liberty the guys pull today. | hope that they are still allowed
to nibble around the edges and sow the oats of young men's fantasies fulfilled... | hope
that white hats can still be found on tables where for fifteen cents, you can buy rum and
alligator piss, under a worn out ceiling fan while weird music blares from a beat-up juke
box. Where girls who never owned a bra, can slip a cigar band on your finger and marry
you for two hours and make you forget bad air, midwatches and Navy regs in magic
moments with high humidity.

And an old boat sailor hopes you always make that 2400 launch... And your wife never
finds out half the stuff you did.

The Men WhO WOI’e PeacoatS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| was enlisted... Have no idea what it feels to be commissioned... Never was. Like circus
acrobats, if you never did it, how in th' hell would you have any idea what it felt like?

| always felt we did the heavy lifting... We fixed sick ships... We shoved the fish in the
tubes... We fed each other... We were the muscle and guts that brought the boat to life. |
have always felt more comfortable sharing coffee and trading lies with the men who
wore dungaree shirts and slept in shared racks. They were my friends and made me one
of them. For that | will be eternally grateful.
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When | watch the old Victory at Sea films... | look for the powder-blackened 40mm Bofor
gun crews slamming five round clips into the breech and pouring it into Jap aircraft. |
look for the grinning kid standing at the breech door of an 21-inch tube in the forward
room... Standing there stripped to the waist, streaming sweat... He gets a six-foot smile
and pats the tube door just as someone in the conn squeezes the pickle and a Mark 14
takes off on arun that will come to an abrupt end against a hull containing
sonuvabitches who will soon be sucking salt water.

Gun crews... Torpedo gangs... Cooks in grimy aprons... Grease-covered snipes with a
bandanna hanging out of a hip pocket... Radiomen... Electricians in battery acid-eaten
dungarees... My kind of people.

On Pennsylvania Avenue, there is a Navy memorial... If you get to DC, make it a must on
your sightseeing list... You won't find a bust of Nimitz or John Paul Jones... You will find
a life-size representation of a raghat with his peacoat collar turned up and his seabag,
with that look in his eye we all remember... That look that said,

"Hey world, you name the game... Pick out your chunk of ocean and we'll find you and
whip your ass."

That cocky look only U.S. bluejackets have.

Loved it... Everyone in every seaport on the globe knew when the Americans came in.
We brought that little American touch, a combination of pride and good times.

Most of my friends and present day professional associates talk of their alma maters...
Princton, Yale, Harvard, NYU, Penn State... A boatload of techs... You name it and
somebody went there. | graduated from SUBDIV 62 of SUBRON SIX... You could list my
credentials on the bottom of a Krispie Kreme doughnut box... My classmates were
unshaven raghats who were the smartest, most heads-up folks | was ever around.

| have no idea how the submarine force selection process worked, but worked it did...
They sifted through bus loads of idiots and came up with us.

This time of year, officers sit by a cozy fire in their three-car garage, ten-room retirement
homes and address beautiful five bucks a pop Hallmark cards to those they served
with...

"Jack, how are you, Ruthie and the boys? Guess Jack Jr. is close to graduation at the
Academy. Did George pass the Bar? It has been too damn long. If you ever get to
Florida, ring us up. Alice joins me in conveying best holiday wishes, Pete."

Not so us... We punch up Rontini's cyberspace boxing ring and spend hours telling

each other what worthless, good-for-nothing reprobates we are. A fact long established
and universally recognized.
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How many of you had to sit your lovely wives down and explain why some guy named
S0-in-so (ss) in San Francisco... Better yet, Reno, Nevada, calling you a rotten smoke-
eating, uncouth sonuvabitch, is a good thing... Not a bad thing. No... It's an enlisted
thing. Was, is and hopefully always will be, a wonderful thing.

Some nights after | click off Rontini's magic demolition derby, | walk around sporting
ten or twelve skillfully placed harpoons hanging out of my ass... Placed there by great
shipmates | have yet to buy a beer. Officers don't do that... Ain't polite. They make long
distance calls to talk about the weather... They never turn on their home computers to
find that Cowboy wants to know if their parents ever got married or just simply to let
you know how his donkey herpes is coming along.

They will never read a line from Old Gringo on Veteran's Day that goes...

"They will be forever young..."

And have a silent finger trace 'God bless them all' on the inside of a most grateful heart.
They will never know the joy of Ray Stone crashing through their front door yelling,
"HEY DEX, TURN ON RONTINI! THE NUKES ARE TYING HANGMAN'S KNOTS IN
LYNCHING ROPE! YOU SILLY BASTARD, YOU CAN'T BUY INSURANCE TO COVER A
LOS ANGELES BOAT SURFACING IN YOUR JOHN AND BLOWING YOU AWAY!"

We then laughed like kids and started whittling another stick to poke in another hornet's
nest. We got our battle cry from Patty Wayne,

"Hyman Rickover... Anti-Christ... Yaddah Yaddah, Sis Boom Bah!"

"That..."

Says Olgoat,

"Is Latin for 'Blow it out yur ass."

If you wore shoulder boards, you missed a lot... The action all took place aft of the
control room. While you guys were reading the Wall Street Journal, doing crossword
puzzles and cheating each other at gin rummy, mutinies were being considered,
diabolical plots were unfolding and stupid stunts were being planned. Grown men were
insulting each other... Cooks were being ragged... Towel fighting world
championships... The virtues of tit size were being academically discussed... Lousy
coffee was being consumed and sea stories were being told under the guise of pure
naval history.

We had to read Tom Clancy to figure out what went on up forward.
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Home Sweet Home by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The single guys, the lads to whom the ship was, in point of fact, the only residence
these fellows had, became identified as the 'Boys from Requin'. Requin was the only
home we had... It was our 'old girl'... It was our address and the place where what little
earthly effects we had were stored in bunk bags and side lockers. When the married
guys went over the side to spend what little domestic time they had with family and
friends, we were left with the care and cosmetic maintenance of the old girl.

Requin was no teenage dolly as boats went in those days. The old girl was the naval
equivalent of a can-can girl who was rapidly losing her high kick and whose bloomers
had been patched so many times there was no doubt of her veteran status. She had
been converted to a radar picket in the '40s and converted back to a straight 'SS' boat at
the end of the '50s... They gave her a high sail (conning tower fairwater), one of those
high fiberglass monstrosities held together by a zillion monel metal bolts. They left the
old fleet boat bullnose... You know the raked bow with the identifying hawser hole
above bow buoyancy. She looked sharp... Still does, floating in retirement in Pittsburgh.

We, the single guys, were proud of her. Oh sure, we cussed her a lot... She could be an
ornery gal... But she was our ornery gal... We were man and wife, compliments of the
United States Navy.

When we came in, the old girl always looked like hell. We held the world rust-stain
record. The Requin could develop rust runs in a heavy fog... You could chip, grind and
wire brush the gahdam limber holes, zinc chromate the bastards for three days and slap
on three coats of number seven gray and a thousand yards past the lightship, rust
made its appearance. And we, the deck force, owned all the rust.

Requin was a floating graduate school in rustology. While we were working like galley
slaves to earn our Dolphins, we were minoring in rustology. We were the best
rustologists in the fleet... We fought oxidation day and night. | am firmly convinced that
without us, the boat would have been reduced to red powder and could have been
carried away in a shopping bag.

The fiberglass sail did not rust... It peeled. Paint peeled off in Life magazine-sized
chunks. Under the #7 gray, it was green... Stupid translucent green. When the paint fell
off, you could see light through the inside of the sail. We wondered why the bright
minds that thought up the Nautilus, couldn't have invented gray 'no paint' fiberglass.
What the navy has always needed was a savvy leading seaman on their shipbuilding
staff.

We weren't geniuses but we had a lot of exposure to the major problem.

"Stuke... How come the guys who invented no-paint aluminum siding couldn't come up
with a solution to superstructures and salt water?"
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"Because Einstein, you'd be outta work. Whacking rust is a navy tradition... Someday
it'll be a plastic navy... You wouldn't like it. Steel boats and iron bluejackets... That's
boat service... Gotta be that way."

He was right... Usually was. Progress always means change and change has a way of
destroying the things you associated with the life you loved. Making things better and
easier makes life different. We always loved the way it was. | never could imagine a day
when a submarine pier wouldn't be crawling with paint-spattered kids in acid-eaten
dungarees... Rust brought us a lot of our memories.

After a long day of dancing with the Wicked Witch of Rapid Oxidation, we would knock
off and lay below. We would help the duty messcook... We only used one messcook in
port... The two lads assigned to the job, alternated for the evening meal. One hit the
beach, the other peeled spuds and set up. We would draw a cup of coffee, grab a paring
knife and help the messcook knock the hides off a few spuds and figure out what flick
we'd watch that night.

The OD usually came aft and watched the movie with us... That's boat service.

The squadron yeoman was a great guy... The best. The old rascal would come down
and bum stuff. In the old days, officers got a ration allowance... They pooled their bucks
and bought the stuff they ate on board or they could forgo the allowance and eat
whatever the animals ate. On Requin, the wardroom ate what we ate. | always admired
them for that... We were one crew.

The squadron yeoman would go from boat to boat scrounging stuff for the squad dog's
pantry. A good squadron yeoman knew everything we needed to know... Make that,
wanted to know... We traded coffee and canned hams for straight dope... Underway
assignments were worth a lot of groceries.

In our day, before the days of 'political correctness’, whatever the hell that is... In those
days, yeomen were called 'tit-less waves' and the squadron yeo was the #1 tit-less
wave. He would drop down the after battery hatch...

"What's for chow?"

"Wazzit to you, you gahdam leech?"

"Is that any way to talk to the only friend you bastards have on Orion?"

"You're right, Chief... Only the duty section aboard. We've got beef stew, spuds and
Rat's famous horse biscuits tonight."”

"Can you fit in an old beached Chief?"

"We can if you can fill us in on what we'll be doing next month."
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"Now gentlemen, | don't need to tell you that's closely held info."

"Bullshit Chief... What's it gonna cost us?"

"Yeah Chief, what's the going rate for finding out who's going south on LANTFLEX?"
"Got a canned ham?"

"Yeah, a canned ham if it's us... A can of Spam if it's the gahdam Grampus!"

That was typical raghat mole intelligence. We had SUBRON 6 wired. Between yeo and
the pier head laundry truck... Old Hop Sing, the chink spy, we usually could unravel the
future. Not to mention Thelma at Bells... Thelma knew damn near everything.

| recently learned something at a Carp reunion. | learned it 40 years too late. Some Carp
sailor found a way to keep Thelma from taking swallows from your beer... Seems he
would call for a draft and when Thelma would bring the glass over, he would toss in his
false teeth. Why didn't we figure that out? If the word had ever gotten out, the local
funeral home would have done a great business in no longer needed dentures.

Evening chow alongside was a relaxed affair, after which we would show a movie...
Maybe two... Hell, sometimes we would declare a movie marathon and go all night. We
were young... All-night movies seemed like a good idea at the time. We weren't worth a
damn the next day, so we usually let rust take the day off. Movies alongside were the
best... Plenty of room. We'd break out chow... Popcorn... Interrupt the film with
wisecracks, inappropriate remarks and comments on various female anatomical
features. Like scout camp the day your scoutmaster was sick. The inmates took over
the asylum... For a night.

Around 2200, someone would take up a collection and make a burger run.

"Cheeseburgers and Last Train to Gun Hill in the after battery in ten minutes. Old Maid
game aft... Dutch said to bring lots of Old Maid tokens and folding certificates... Anyone
bunking in the after battery who desires uninterrupted sleep, better grab a rack in the
forward room... Duty section declaring movie marathon... Ten minutes... Bring your
own smokes!"

An all-nighter... Great.

Home was great. The address was always 481 and pier 22 was always home plate. The
neighborhood changed regularly but the front yard was always the North Atlantic.

DI’ESS CanvaS TOpSlde by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In the smokeboat service, there was a marked absence of formal ceremony. It was
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called the 'dungaree navy' and it didn't care a whole helluva lot for '‘peacock strutting' or
doing the dance of the fifty doo-dahs for visiting surface royalty and transient brass. We
took care of our own... Took care of business and let the other elements of the forces
afloat do whatever it was they did.

We had no ritualized 'uniform of the day'... Our uniform of the day was simply whatever
you had in your bunk or side locker that didn't smell like a saddle blanket off a Billy
goat.

We wore black high top boondocks known on Requin as ‘"Mammy Yokums', after the
weird boots worn by the old weather-beaten granny in the Snuffy Smith hillbilly comics.
Some lads from the west wore cowboy boots called 'shitkickers'. | wore Mammy
Yokums... Alcatraz loafers.

They were fairly watertight, damn near indestructible and created a fashion statement
that drove the Orion master at arms nuts. If you wanted instant entertainment, just carry
a message up to some clown in the Orion wardroom decked out in a faded dungaree
shirt with the sleeves rolled up, a non-regulation wool ball cap with Dolphins pinned in
front, red lead-spattered Mammy Yokums, and acid-eaten dungaree pants.

"Hold up son, where in the hell do you think you're going?"

"Officer's country, Chief..."

"Jeezus Christ! You look like you crawled out of the ragbag... You ever hear of uniform
of the day?"

"Heard about it... Not sure | know what'n the hell it is."
"Well horsefly, it ain't what you're decked out in... Take my word."
"Well, it passes for the daily uniform in the operating, go-to-sea navy."

"Son, there's no gahdam way you're entering our wardroom dressed for the ragpicker's
ball."

"Okay with me... Let me give you this message from my skipper and I'll tell our Old Man
that the tender fashion police nabbed me and will handle our boat business... Here, this
goes to Captain Rice, SUBRON Six."

"Hell, | don't want that... Listen horsefly, I'm going to pretend | never saw you... You
don't know me... | don't know you... Just haul your raggedy ass out of my sight... Son,
if anyone asks you what navy you're in, do me a favor and tell them you're a Mexican
Sea Scout."
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In the pre-nuke days, it was easy to identify a boat sailor... He always had little light
yellow dots in the crown of his white hat, readily identified as hydraulic oil, which
previously belonged to some overhead operating vent gear. You could wash the damn
thing with Clorox and never get it all out.

On rare occasions, we would form up topside aft of the conning tower fairwater in dress
canvas... Class 'A' uniform... Shined shoes... Reg neckerchief and clean white hats. We
looked sharp... Any sailor, who tells you he didn't feel thirty feet high and bulletproof
standing topside where God and all the Orion brown-baggers could see your Dolphins
and how proud he felt, must be one cold-hearted sonuvabitch.

| remember a visit by vice admiral Elton W. Grenfell, COMSUBLANT... The Big Sea
Daddy of the East Coast Underwater Navy. Admiral Grenfell was the gent camped out
on the apex of the submarine big cheese pyramid in our force. He was a great sailor
who took care of his bluejackets.

| was a sideboy when he arrived... Stokes, our skivvy-waver (signalman) piped him
aboard.

After the admiral was aboard and the customary wardroom greetings had been
exchanged and handshakes all around, they dismissed the sideboys and we took our
place in the two rows of ranks assembled aft. We were sharp and silent... All you could
hear was the gentle popping of the ensign aft, the nylon Squadron Six pennant (burgee)
and the Division 62 pennant. Funny, | can always recall the sound of that gentle popping
nylon... Day... Night topside watch... Always that light snapping in the breeze... It's the
‘common denominator' in my memory. It was a big part of the life | loved... Cups of
coffee shared with my forever mates and nylon popping.

Admiral Grenfell passed down our ranks...

"What's your name, son?"

"Stuke, sir."

"Where are you from?"

"Quincy, lllinois, sir."

"Where's Quincy?"

"Six hundred miles outside your 72 radius.”

The admiral smiled... Anyone who ever met Stuke immediately liked him... You couldn't
help it.

"What is Quincy known for, son?"
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"The finest thing the sub force ever got, sir."

"And what would that be?"

"Me, sir."

| stood there waiting for Grenfell to wring his neck... My running mate was a total idiot.
"Well seaman, the next time you get to Quincy, tell ‘em to send us some more."
He moved on.

"What's your name, son?"

"Armstrong, sir."

"Where are you from?"

"Arlington, Virginia, sir."

"Navy feeding you okay?"

"Three weeks out it 's still bug juice and mystery meat, sir."

Dress canvas topside in the company of fine men and seagulls crapping on fresh
pressed blues... It never got any better than that.

Bells, The Center of the UNnIVerse by sob 'bex' Armstrong

There was a diesel days definition for contentment... Racked out in the middle rack
inboard... Riding in the wake of a carrier... Reading a sex book and scratching your
athlete's foot on a bunk chain... It never got any better than that. Not unless someone
could figure out how to run the boat aground on a nudist beach.

In port, there was Bells... Sign read 'Bells Bar and Naval Tailors' but to us it was just
Bells. You could be sliding away from a pier in East Jeezus, Balookastan and yell to
another SUBRON Six boat,

"See you bastards in Bells!"

And every bluejacket on both boats knew exactly what you meant.

Someone recently asked,

"Is there a good submarine bar in Norfolk... Like the Horse & Cow?"
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Have no gahdam idea what the Horse & Cow is, was or may be in the future... But there
was a time when Bells was the center of the submersible bluejacket's world. If Thelma's
signature wasn't on your qual card, you simply weren't a qualified boat sailor. Look
under 'Filthiest head in North America' in the Guinness Book of World Records and all it
has is 'Bells, Hampton Blvd.’

Bells is gone... But sure as hell not forgotten. Each year, thousands... Possibly
hundreds of thousands of old, worn out smoke-eating, gravel gut, rock-crusher
propulsion submariners appear at the hallowed site... It has become a religious
pilgrimage.

Most people just see a big ol' asphalt parking lot. But a real, genuine SUBRON Six man
can close his eyes and smile as it all comes back.

In the background, Johnny Cash is singing 'Don't Take Your Guns to Town' from the
most abused jukebox in North America. Thelma is yelling,

"Which gahdam tables want the two pitchers... Four drafts... And the Slim Jims?"

"Hey Thelma... Darling... Sweetheart... Fulfillment of all my fantasies and dreams...
What does it take for a valiant defender of the free world to get a pack of Beer Nuts?"

"Nuts? I'll give you nuts... You don't pipe down, I'll kick your nuts up next to your
eyeballs!"

It was very evident that Thelma never attended Vassar, right off.

"I'm only gonna say this once tonight, boys... Keep the gahdam wet glasses off the
f*cking pool table felt!"

The pool table had a playing surface that was later used as a topographic model for the
Ho Chi Min Trail. You could gently place a ball in the middle of the table... Release it and
watch it do a drunken wobble toward whichever side of the table was closest to the
equator. You could be a world champion pool hustler and lose at Bells... The secret was
knowing how to bank shots off mole tunnels and avoid gopher holes... It was green and
it resembled a table.

Bells was noted for four-star cuisine... If you were a Slim Jim gourmet or an authority
on Beer Nuts, pickled pig's feet, hard-boiled eggs, and hot Polish sausage that floated
in liquid that could dissolve a medium cruiser turret, Bells was your kind of place. | was
told that Bells' Polish sausage was the subject of a heated debate in the 1964 Geneva
arms reduction talks... The only thing | know from actual contact was that they could
set the seat of your 'Fruit-of-the-Looms' on fire the next morning.

Yes, as you stand there in that empty parking lot, it all comes back. You would think
that the city fathers of Norfolk... Once the home of those reckless warriors of the
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deep... Those protectors of the American way... Those drunken leap-froggers of
parking meters... Out of respect, they should install a chrome floor drain, so we could
pee down it just like everyone did every Saturday night... Hell, it might be so popular,
Norfolk could hold the 'Festival of the Floor Drain'.

Did the Horse & Cow have a sign over the bar that read 'Sailors and dogs keep off the
female employees'? Could you get your uniform steamed and pressed at the Horse &
Cow while you sat in the bar in socks, skivvies and white hat, drinking beer? Did kids
there go around with a box and a tin can hanging around their necks saying,

"Buff 'em up, motherf*ck? One fine shine... One thin dime?"

Is there a Thelma equivalent to yell,

“I'll kill the next sonuvabitch who drops a quarter in that gahdam thing and punches La
Bamba five times!"

Do they have that?

If you call for a cab... When you tell them what bar you want them to come pick you up
from, do they say,

"Are you shitting me? | wouldn't come down there with a large caliber handgun.”

When you sit down at your table in this Cow place... Does a big blond come over and
plant two great big warm ones between your shoulder blades... Lean over and whisper,

"What are we havin' tonight, sailor boy?"

Hell, maybe they've franchised Bells and named 'em after farm animals... Who knows?
The secret giveaway would be the floor drain in the men's room... And the sign over the
door reading, 'ALL THIS WAS MADE POSSIBLE BY THE DEVOTED PATRONAGE OF
THE DRUNKS OF SUBRON SIX'.

The Great Dempsty Dumpster Fight by sob pex

Armstrong

Anyone remember "The Great Dempsty Dumpster Fight" on the Fleet Landing in
Bermuda, spring of '60 or '61?

There were 10 to 15 boats in. By the time most of 'em pulled in, all sorts of surface craft
were nested at the base pier. So, the boats 'dropped hardware to swing the hook' out in
the bay. They set up a liberty launch circuit for the lads in the liberty sections... And
everything looked cool.
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Some mental giant called for the liberty boats to quit running at 2330, so by 2300 the
fleet landing was jammed solid with red-blooded American bluejackets in varying states
of intoxication. A jolly crowd of drunks milling about with nothing to do but wait for the
Orion coxswains to lay their boats alongside.

There was a Dempsty Dumpster on the pier. Some simple sonuvabitch from SUBRON 6
climbed up on it and yelled, "I'm King of the Dumpstey Derby!!" It was like nuclear
fission - the gahdam pier went nuts.

Members of the United States Undersea Service - known as the 'diesel boat navy', were
not given the training in the social graces that today's lads are obviously given. But
then, given the amenities of a nuke boat, it's hard to distinguish them from the Princess
Cruise Lines - - kind of like Diving Love Boats.

Riding the old "Take her down to six-five feet and report your leaks" boats was like
living in a septic tank that served great chow. We didn't have orchestras, saunas, a
prominade deck, visiting magicians, and people who understood anything remotely
resembling medicine (Rumor was that the corpsman on the Redfin was an ex-
Guatamalan root doctor).

| have always been proud that | wore diesel dolphins. | was probably too damn stupid
for the 'moonbeam navy', but | can always say | was 'dungaree navy' before they tamed
it.

Went to see some movie about the moonbeam navy. The OOD said... very calmly...
"Make your depth 2,000..." TWO THOUSAND??? On the boat | rode, the entire crew
would have been wearing the boat like a peacoat before we hit a thousand!

Also, there was no haze in the boat... No cigar smoking COB in the control room. What
kind of a boat sailor believes in air the sonuvabitch can't see? I'll bet the coffee on one
of them moonbeam boats doesn't even come with a rainbow colored hydraulic oil slick
floating in it... And some old coot with a hundred and fifty hashmarks and the 1.Q. of
Tweety Bird saying, "Don't worry kid, stuff's okay... Hydro oil will lubricate yer gizzard."
Nuke sailors don't have gizzards... They get their gizzards circumsized.

Did you know those bastards tore down the diving tower at New London? No lie. How
does a drunk know how to find the base now? Jeezus, is nothing sacred? | guess if you
escape below 2000, when you reach the surface they stuff you in a shot glass, so the
solution is tear down the tower. | asked some teenage Chief,

"What'd you guys do with the escape tower?"

"Tore it down... It was useless."
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Well, damn. Would you demolish the statue of liberty because Victoria Secret didn't
approve of her breast size? Doesn't the term "Historic Landmark” translate into
moonbeam linguistics?

Where was 1? Oh, yeah... Some idiot was up on the Fleet Landing dumpster doing his
damndest to toss his fellow citizens off. If you got tossed off on one side, you were
lucky... You had a twenty foot trip and landed in the water. On the three other sides, it
was an eight foot drop to an abrupt landing on a concrete pier. Never had so much fun,
even after the posse arrived. It made you want to re-enlist... Where else can grown men
re-enact a third grade playground fight and get away with it? For weeks, men bragged "I
was king of the dumpster for eight seconds...." For the rest of my time in SUBRON 6, all
time was calculated from the Big Dumpster Fight in Bermuda.

After the posse got things under control and rounded everyone up, some four-striper
decided we needed a midnight pep talk.

"You men... Look at yourselves, you're a disgrace... Grown men... Men the Navy has
deemed worthy of entrusting the operation of some of the world's most sophisticated
equipment..."

He couldn't have been talking to anyone on Requin. We had a busted toaster, a screwed
up LORAN and damn near all the hatch gaskets leaked. Anyhow, this land-based
captain told us we should be ashamed of ourselves...

"You men... Look at yourselves... Torn uniforms, missing white hats... Dirty and
filthy..."

Of course, rarely does the Navy form-up a returning liberty party and hold a pass-in-
review for the CNO... Crissakes, it was midnight... He should have been proud that
more than half of us could still stand up!

Well Ray, when they scrapped the old fleet snorkels, something died. Don't know
exactly what, but it was tied to being part of a band of brothers... A buccaneer fraternity
that prided itself on not being bolted too securely to the planet. But we knew when it
came to driving and fighting iron ships beneath the sea... We were the best.

Whatever Happened to the After Battery Rat?

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

We're getting to be fewer and fewer. You know you're part of a thinning organization
when guys you used to pull liberty with start showing up on the Discovery Channel,
explaining life on petroleum powered submersibles in the days before the gahdam
moonbeam navy.
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Went to see one of those recently released submarine films... You know the one... "The
U.S.S. Gee Whiz SSN-So-In-So goes to 40,000 feet"... And the mind-reading skipper
does perfectly timed wiggle-waggle moves to elude M.I.T. designhed underwater
ordinance made in China under a deal made with Bill Clinton.

The crew has clean, neatly tailored and pressed dungarees. The wardroom gentlemen
all wear ties or ascots, the cook has a clean apron and the Chief of the Boat uses the
term, "Yowee, that hurts!" when he inadvertantly drops an anvil on his big toe.

What's happened to the submarine force? What did they do with the old After Battery
Rats? What happened to Monday morning quarters... Where it was like an Easter Parade
of hangovers? And what ever happened to the Chief Petty Officer whose vocabulary
contained descriptive adjectives and pronouns that could blister paint and embarrass
house plants? Where did these guys go? If they're dead, Hell must be overcrowded. I've
noticed that Ray Stone's still around, although plans are currently underway to embalm
and stuff him for the Smithsonian... The plaque will read, "Ray 'Olgoat’' Stone, TM
Chief... Worthless Good for Nothing Sonuvabitch and Qualified Man." Not much of a
testimonial to serve as prototypical illustration of today's modern Navyman, but a fine
example of how it was possible to fold, bend, spindle and mutilate just about every rule
in the book, make it through an enlistment without getting hung or shot, then somehow
end up as a Chief in the process.

Ah, the Cold War... Where grown men went to sea in leaky boats with obsolete, no
longer available parts... To smoke five cents a pack, ten year old 'instant ash' cigarettes,
read socially unacceptable literature and all for a wage scorned by the Shanghai Coolie
union.

Boat sailors. Hell, you could always spot a old SUBRON SIX man... He smoked Pall
Malls, Camels, Raleighs, or some other nonfiltered thing carried in his sock next to his
ankle... Wore foul weather gear often mistaken for used leper bandages found floating
in the Ganges River... Cuffs on his blue jumper unbuttoned and rolled back one turn, so
his 'liberty cuffs' stood out like port n' starboard running lights.

And cooks... Would never have admitted it at the time, but they were the best damn
cooks in the Navy. Sonuvabitches could marinate a gahdam rubber boot and cook it so
it tasted great. Rodney A. Johnson, aka 'Rat' Johnson... If you ever stood midwatch on
the Requin when Rat was night baker, and he started cooking his famous "Git-yer-
gahdam hands off'em” cinnamon buns... Hell, you'd be chewin' chunks out of the T.B.T.
before he got the first batch clear of the oven.

You have to wonder, do nuclear boats have freckle-maker heads and sanitary tanks? Or
do they have little 'Poop in the Bags' with self-sealing envelopes that they leave at the
mail buoy?

Not to brag, but the author remains one of the few (limited number) individuals who
while serving as an honored member of ships' company, found himself a grand prize
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winner in the "Who gets to Visit the Inside of Number Two Sanitary Tank" contest... |
wish | could find words to describe the wonder and magic of that award winning tour.

What ever happened to sailors who could find something to bitch about with a mouthful
of tit? Not whining mind you, but 'creative complaining'... The art of going out of your
way to find insignificant molehills to jack into mountain ranges. It was all part of
submarine duty.

What happened to officers named, "Big Mike" Mahoney, Slade Cutter, "Blackjack"

Richardson, and "Dutch"? The new guys are called Peyton, William, Ruppert, and

Reginald. Call some sonuvabitch "Ruppert” in the late 50s and you could count on
some large piece of bar furniture being wrapped around your ears.

Oh, and one other thing... How come submarines in the movies never have dog shacks
or visible topside watches? Where in th' hell do they go to light cigarettes... And what
do they hide behind when they take a midnight whiz on the tanktops? Who signs for the
Krispie Kreme donuts? If they've gone and replaced topside watches with some kind of
Buck Rogers "Welcome Aboard"” robot contraption, who gets the word to the guys
below that some gal with some very serious sweater pups is standing on the pier?"
Doesn't the moonbeam navy care anymore?

Well, for those of you who give a damn, Ray Stone, fully frozen in time... Varnished...
And mounted on his own marble pedestal... Will be on display in the Smithsonian
Museum of Old Barnicle-Encrusted Junk, in the 'Nasty Bastard' collection. And the next
time the History Channel runs a special on "USN submersibles before they were named
after locomotives, and the ol' farts and geezers that rode 'em", turn on your VCRs
‘cause I'll bein it.

The Snake RanCh by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

We rented a place at Ocean View. For those of you who never had the pleasure of
operating out of C. E. Piers Norfolk, Ocean View was the prime cross-pollination area. If
you couldn't get next to female flesh out there, then you needed an appointment with a
plastic surgeon... Because you had to be one ugly sonuvabitch or you had major dental
or hygiene problems.

Ocean View was the pilgrimage destination for every lunch pail girl from every mill town
in the Carolinas. Any girl with a tube of lipstick, two pairs of clean cotton panties and a
Greyhound bus ticket, eventually found her way to Ocean View - mecca of the Atlantic
fleet... Home of the largest per capita population of totally irresponsible sonuvabitches
with vast resources of disposable income, and an appreciation for sexual commingling
on a grand scale.
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In short, the place was, to put it mildly, a dump. Not an ordinary, run-of-the-mill dump,
but a four star, major league, hazardous waste site... Home of the "World's Largest
Collection of Empty Rolling Rock Bottles and Coed Bathtub."

The sign over the door read, "COMANIMALANT HEADQUARTERS - HOGAN'S ALLEY
FRANCHISE" We worked some cumshaw deal over at the Norfolk Naval Shipyard and
some yard bird made the sign for equal his weight in Maxwell House. The sign looked
official... In fact, the signh was the only thing about our total arrangement that may have
been considered acceptable.

Rent became a pain in the butt, so we sold stock, and created a set of regs.
1. You had to be single, third class or below.

2. Non-guals could buy in with absolutely no say in anything, until qualified.
3. No picking on non-quals at the Ranch.

4. No gahdam phone!! (We knew if we installed a phone, the duty officer would be
calling us every time the Orion called for line handlers.)

Nobody above second class could know about the Ranch... If your mother had been
captured by the Apaches or your dad won the Nobel prize, you were a dead man if
someone came to get you. We were a sort of Masonic Brotherhood of Free Spirits with a
totally non-regulation Shangri-La.

We took the screens out of the rear windows so we could spiral pass empty beer bottles
out to our ever-growing backyard display.

We got mattresses from the shipyard and those tubular frames they used with stretched
canvas for racks on tin cans. We through-bolted 3/4 inch plywood to the roof joist and
two by tens supporting the deck... Rigged frame hooks and bunk chain hangers, and
mounted 24 racks... 4 high, 12 to a bedroom. We were all 18 to 22, and wouldn't have
known a building or electrical code if it hopped up and bit us in the butt.

We also wired the place. You'd think someone fresh out of some electrical rate "A"
school would understand the danger of daisy-chaining drug store extension cords, up
to six in arow. We had straight-wired three locations on the fuse box. When they
remodeled the N. O. B. geedunk, Jack Pringle and "Bullet head" Jackson hijacked a
large stainless steel refrigerator box... It held six cases of beer and had enough space
left over to hold a VW bug.

We were young... We had no idea what normal electrical bills looked like... Our bill
would have been normal for a Holiday Inn...
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We consumed consumables, conducted research into the effectiveness of panty elastic,
and read literature never even considered for the Pulitzer Prize. Some guys went
fishing. They would bring back half-dead fish that would expire in the beer box. It later
turned out that nobody knew how to gut fish.

"If you bastards think I'm gonna surgically remove stinking fish gizzards, you're crazy
as Hogan's goat!"

Bill Rivers later confessed that prior to Great Lakes, the closest he'd been to fish had
been boxes of Mrs. Paul's fish sticks. So, we had a vote. No more stinking stuff
eyeballing you when you opened the beer box. It was the end of fishing expeditions.

If you couldn't round up female companionship, there was always a poker game.
Straight poker, non-complicated five and seven card poker... No gahdam girl scout
camp "high low, over and under, round and round, hippy dippy, all the red cards wild"
bullshit. Straight cowboy movie, no crap poker. Some guy off the Kittiwake sat in on a
game one evening... When it was his turn to deal, he said, "Let me show you a game my
mother taught me one day when | had the mumps..." We tossed his idiot ass out the
door.

We had 'Hat Night'... If you wanted to play cards on Hat Night, you had to wear some
stupid hat. Jim Tripp had this green John Deere tractor hat. Buck stole some
midshipman's hat... Kid gave him a ration of crap one day when he was standing a
charge in the after engine house... Cost the kid his hat. For two weeks, all we heard from
‘Annapolis Jack' was,

"Hey, any you guys seen my cover?"
Saw it every 'Hat Night'.

No TV. We did have a TV once, but a couple of fights broke out between the 'Rocky &
Bullwinkle' crowd and the Huntley-Brinkley evening news watchers... We got rid of the
TV.

Snake Ranches are wonderful places for the lower end of the submarine social
spectrum - the After Battery Rat. You remember, the guys who hauled shitcans to the
pier... Replaced locker lids... Made salad, washed dishes and made the popcorn foor the
all-night in port movie marathons. Stood topside watches and announced important
stuff like the arrival of the gedunk truck, and, "Hey below... Need a hand with a cab full
of drunks..."

Ever see the statue of the Lone Sailor in DC? He's an After Battery Rat... His damn
peacoat collar is up. How many times did some old barnacle-encrusted E-8 coot yell,

"Hey sailor, turn that gahdam collar down... How long you been in this man's Navy?"
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"30 minutes Mr. Sailor Man, and loved every second of it."

Route 460 by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In the old days going north out of the Norfolk area, you didn't have Interstate 64... And
Interstate 95 existed only in the minds of futuristic thinkers. You had Rt. 460 and Rt. 17.

460 was as straight as an arrow and had some amazing places to visit. For some
reason, boat sailors were partial to 460.

The main reason was Wright's Barbeque. There was this town called Zuni, Virginia... To
call it atown is charitable... The "YOU ARE NOW ENTERING ZUNI" and the "YOU ARE
NOW LEAVING ZUNI" signs were on the same post. The town consisted of a gas station,
a package store (for those of you who live in states where you have private liquor stores
- a package store is an Alcohol Beverage Control, or ABC store), a feed store, and
Wright's Bar-B-Q.

For miles before you got to Zuni, there were tin signs nailed to trees, fenceposts, the
sides of barns... Crissakes, if you could see a vertical surface, chances are someone
had nailed one of those three little dancing pigs signs on it that read, "WRIGHT'S BAR-
B-Q", "MOUTHWATERING PIT COOKED PORK", "10 MILES ON RIGHT".

They weren't lying, either. Guys on the boat would hear the "Set the Maneuvering
Watch" word passed, look at their watches, smile and say, "Hell, we can make it to
Wrights before the old gals lock the door."

Wrights employed ladies who were very senior citizens... Ladies who had reached the
age where they were looking for a little side income to supplement their retirement
checks. They wore black dresses with white aprons and had little white lace
handkerchiefs pinned in their breast pocket... And, they wore hairnets. In the '50s, folks
didn't care for big long hairs showing up in their chow, so the health authorities
required that food service people cover their heads. Somewhere, they stopped doing
that... With fast food being lukewarm, synthetic cardboard tasting crap, maybe long
black waitress hairs have become the most nutritional part of the whole meal.

The old ladies loved us boat sailors... We called 'em 'Sweetheart', and we were all
‘Darlin’. We brought them wierd presents from places the boat pulled into and we tipped
on the level of the Oil Minister of Kuwait. These things probably contributed to our
popularity. As I recall, racey lingerie from Smith's in Bermuda was always a big winner.
Always had this vision of these old, over-the-hill haypounders out there in the east
jeezus boondocks grabbing jumper cables for their pacemakers when granny came
dancing into the living room wearing one of those abbreviated black see-through lace
numbers. I'll bet old pappy damn near jumped out of his old claw hammer loop big mac
overalls. Geriatric sex... The sub force spread a lot of joy.
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Wrights made great barbeque... Crackerjack smoked pork. But, they made Bar-B-Q
sauce too. Ladies would say, "Darlin’', you want mild or hot sauce with that?" If you said
"I'll take the hot sauce, you only did it once...

Those sweet little old ladies had broken the code on vegetable-based napalm. They had
invented a liquid you could use for heavy welding... The stuff they put under a sandwich
bun could melt the fillings out of your teeth and make you buy asbestos skivvy shorts.

| loved Wrights... It's gone now - all that's left are a couple of faded 3 little pigs signs
with peeling paint nailed to trees, spreading the lie that Wright's Bar-B-Q is 10 miles up
the road...

There was aroadside peanut stand at Ivor Virginia. Sold giant croaker sacks full of
roasted and boiled peanuts. It is amazing what kind of mess four submarine sailors and
a 20 pound bag of fresh roasted peanuts can make inside of an automobile... For years
after | left the boats, beer bottles and damn peanut shells kept appearing every time | hit
the brakes hard.

The woman who operated the peanut stand was a big woman by any standard you
could apply. She looked like she had mastered the art of locomotive swallowing... You
could set up housekeeping in one of her bra cups.

One night, we kept seeing these billboards that read, "FUMAZONES KILL
NEMATODES".

We looked at each other.

"What 'n the hell's a fumazone? And what do they have against nematodes, whatever 'n
hell they are?"

We were enlisted non rated, so no one ever accused us of great overwhelming
brilliance.

"Sounds like Greek names... Must be some serious stuff between some Greeks..."

We later learned that it was all about some chemical that cured cancer of the peanut
root.

Well, being the creative raghats that we were, we invented words like 'fumanazonic
physics' and 'nemanatodic compensation'... Words we could work into conversations
with old Chiefs who would never admit that they had no gahdam idea what you were
talking about.

"Hey Chief, when you went to "A" School, were you good in fumanazonic refractory
multi-denominational iambics?"
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"Hell yes... But I'm not here to give you ALL the answers... Time you learned the idea
behind qualification is for you to go find the answers yourself..."

Not more than 10 minutes later, he'd link up with one of his old barnacle encrusted E-8
buddies..."

"Hey Jack, when you studied for your rate, you have any of that fumanazonic shit?"
Playing Pin-The-Tail on the goat locker was a big part of the fun.

Nobody takes 460 anymore. A lot of old coots died smiling from the Bermuda Garter
Belt Cardiac Shutdown phenomena... Damn near nobody left.

The Old DayS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| used to hate it when old worn-out coots used to sit in the control room and tell horse
manure encased lies about something called 'the Old Navy'. Every watch, the old
rascals used to talk about "Times long ago when kids of today wouldn't have lasted 20
minutes..." 'Kids of Today' was old coot code for any sonuvabitch listening below the
age of 40.

Somewhere along the line, | joined the old coots. | think visions of something called 'the
Old Navy' come with white hair and an AARP card... The point where studs of yesteryear
become old goats. The point where you can trigger moonbeamer whines and watch
people who understand fissionable doins, jump through ever diminishing firey hoops
until they hop up their own stern tube.

Jeezus it's fun! Like being turned loose in a New Orleans cat house with a credit
balance!

If anyone had told me at the time | would look back someday and use terms like "The
best years of my life...", | would have said the sonuvabitch needed clinical help.

Time softens things like being so gahdam cold and miserable, wet and smelly,
unshaven and standing on the bridge staring at endless miles of saltwater for 4 hours
twice a day... Day after day.

Or painting acres of inanimate metal until you either recognized you had a blue ribbon
sunburn or sniffed enough methel-ethel-keytone that you actually thought you might be
a direct decendent of God or the King of France.

Or breathing totally environmentally unacceptable air... A foul, funky airborne Mulligan
Stew of bilge odor, percolated sanitary tank air, cooking smells, the unmistakable
aroma of three tons of fermenting dirty laundry, and 80 naughty boys who had been
playing soap and water hookey for thirty days... Cigar and sea stores cigarette smoke
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and God knows what else. Unlike our President, WE inhaled... Regularly... Hell, the
inside of our lungs probably look like the inside of a movie theater Hoover bag.
Asbestos? Crissakes, we wandered around in it. Stuff was floating around like ragweed
pollen. Hell, on Requin, we poured milk on it and ate it for breakfast... Asbestos? If you
served on diesel boats, when they cremate you and pull out what's left, they'll have to
bust your lungs up with a sledgehammer.

Ask a moonbeam Navy man if he ever heard of 'dead air'... Air that would not support
combustion... Air you could test with a Zippo lighter. If you had a good flint, fully fueled
lighter and you flipped the wheel 67 times and just got sparks, 99 times out of a
hundred it was dead air. You could always tell bad air time... Marlboro men went rooting
through side lockers for plug tobacco.

Moonbeam boys never had magic raisin bread, either. Remember the raisin bread you
could shake and all the raisins would run away?

Speaking of stuff you could eat, there was something | never figured out. Out on pier 22
there was a collection of dumpsters... Each dumpster had the intended item it received,
painted on it. Oily rags, metal, egg shells, coffee grounds, and edible garbage... Edible
garbage? Who ate that crap? Someone said they hauled the stuff to Quantico and fed it
to the Marines... Called it Halls of Montezuma Suprise... | never believed that. | think they
bagged it and hauled it over to the tin can piers.

Some beamer responded to some inane drivel | wrote with, "Man, if you ain't been on a
nookie dookie 120 day run with no algebra book and Vienna symphony tapes, you don't
know anything about submarines... So shut the hell up!..." Sweetheart, if you ain't never
laid in an after battery rack reading skin books, scratching your athlete's foot on a bunk
chain and listening to four Fairbanks rock crushers hammering out turns for home...
You got paper mache dolphins, and when the prince kisses you... You're still gonna be a
frog.

| love this stuff! Some things never change except when you get old, you don't throw
furniture.

You know you're getting old when nobody knows what you're talking about when you
say diesel submarines, or gives a good gahdam... And when you watch the Discovery
Channel and they show a program about The Hunley, an old Reb handcranked one
compartment submersible that set up housekeeping on the floor of Charleston harbor
during the great war for southern liberation. Have you seen THAT contraption? Now,
there was 'Old Navy'. You know those sonuvabitches could tell you something about
‘dead air'... They probably invented the stuff.

One of the great things about growing old is you run into old dogeared rapscallions like
Ray Stone who wouldn't know a CO2 scrubber from an iguana prophylactic... Who never
spent 120 days under anything that didn't wear lipstick and whose name was still
whittled on a barstool at Bells when the wrecking ball hit the place.
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Then one day, your wife comes downstairs laughing like hell with a response from
some guy named Sid... A guy you never met but know instantly that you'd like to buy
him a beer.

And the world's okay. Smoke boat bluejackets still live... Someone has the helm... And
the first load of midrat cinnamon buns will be clearing the oven in 20 mins. Thanks Sid.

Requin Renders HONOIS by Bob 'pex: Armstrong

| have always been skeptical of folks who begin the recounting of an event with,
"Honest to God... This really happened.” Having dabbled in the verbal horse puckey
trade myself, | am suspicious of such a lead in. | have served with some of the most
accomplished liars in the free world. All sea stories, especially submarine sea yarns,
begin with, "No shit... This REALLY happened..." In the following instance, that is an
accurate observation... No shit!

It was '61 or '62. We were engaged in some kind of hunt 'em, bomb 'em horsecrap
somewhere out in the 'lt all looks the same' Atlantic, when we get word to surface next
to some giagonzo bird farm. When we hit the surface, holy jumpin’ jeezuz! It looked like
Chicago had broken loose and was heading to Europe at 25 or 30 knots! Damn, it was
big.

The Old Man passed the word that we were abeam to port of the USS Antietam... And
that shortly an Admiral's barge would be lowered (The only difference between a
Captain's gig and an Admiral's barge is the horsepower of the sonuvabitch riding it).
The Admiral to be arriving shortly was non other than the big sea daddy of the east
coast fly boys... COMAIRLANT... Heavy cheese, industrial strength brass.

Again, the Old Man took to the 21 MC:
"l want all members of the topside gang to lay topside smartly... Wearing covers."

Covers? We didn't have white hats aboard... How are we gonna pull this gahdam rabbit
out of the hat?

Then it hit us. What did they tell you all the time? Learn to improvise... Think on your
feet.

Well, when we got bread in Norfolk, it was packed for commercial distribution, meaning
packed for the restaurant trade. It came in a big cardboard box from the Bond Bread
Company. In the end of the box were 3 dozen paper hats... White paper hats with a
picture of a smiling kid and the words, "Bond Bread is Gooder!"

We issued the hats to all the lads laying topside, then me and Stuke put ours on and
went hopping and popping up the after battery hatch.
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Here was our logic... First, we weren't great thinkers, but we figured from the Antietam
being over a mile away, all the sonuvabitches could tell was that we had something
white on our heads. Even Superman couldn't have figured out we were decked out in
paper greasy-spoon hats. We were brilliant... What geniuses... What ingenuity... How
clever...

Suddenly, the skipper appeared and 18 men in two ranks, standing there in goofy paper
hats, learned that aircraft carriers had optical stuff that would allow them to count the
pubic hairs on a pigmy at over five miles. After rendering the hand salute and running
our flag up and down, we were cordially invited to the crew's mess for a cup of coffee
and an ass chewing.

It didn't help matters that before COMAIRLANT arrived, a recently acquired messcook
shot the GDU so that the barge was greeted with a carpet of bobbing orange rinds.

Forgive me Mr. Rogers, "It wasn't a beautiful day in the neighborhood.”

Rogel’ RamJEt by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| have no idea who Roger RamJet is... Only that it is damn fortunate that we rode
SUBRON SIX boats at different times in the history of the petroleum force. Jeezuz, if
one-tenth of the stuff in his epic piece of literary endeavor is true, it is fortunate for said
Roger that 'Three Strikes, Your Out' legislation was to be enacted well after his return to
civilian life. Roger was one of those "All the King's Horses and All the King's Men" (to
include Johnny Cochran, F. Lee Baily and Jeezus) couldn't keep out of hot water.

This Thanksgiving, the entire world should drop to it's knees and give thanks to the
Great White Buffalo or whatever Diety they believe in, that Mr. RamJet and | never pulled
liberty together. | never understood the concept of 'Enough is enough' and lived in a
world where it was impossible to be too outrageous, or comprehend the point where
idiot behavior and the UCMJ collided. Senior RamJet seems to have engaged in similar
research.

We were diesel boat sailors - a downline link in a continuous chain of seagoing
knuckleheads, who rode Naval vessels the EPA, Food & Drug Administration, and
Humane Society would condemn today. We invented second hand smoke... We were
good at what we did, but registered heavily on the Richter scale of improper social
behavior... It was our legacy.

| hope Mr. RamJet is currently under lock and key or at least chained to an 80 ft. oak
tree.
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The ngwam by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In1959, Marylanders were wading knee-deep in slot machines. If you took highway 301
north from Virginia, you hit 'Slot Machine Alley' once you crossed the Potomac. From
LaPlata to a place called Waldorf, lay the neon illuminated yellow brick road of catered
sin and marginal activity. In 20 to 30 miles you could lose your money, your virginity,
get your car painted, your fanny tattooed, photographed with women your mother
wouldn't approve of, buy every type of illegal fireworks, firearms, booze, plaster lawn
ornaments, meet motorcycle bad guys, and use restrooms a self-respecting pier rat
wouldn't enter.

The capital and Mecca of this vast strip of depraved living was Waldorf... And the
palace of painted women with "I Love a Sailor" ankle bracelets was "The Wigwam."

Whenever anyone on the boat came down with something our corpsman had difficulty
diagnosing or identifying, he would say, "I have no gahdam idea what you've picked up,
bit if you got it at the Wigwam... You're gonna die."

The Wigwam's core activity was one arm bandits. When anyone in the car you were in
said, "You guys want to stop at the Wigwam and grab a cold one?", a smart sailor
would take out a five and stuff the rest of his money in his shoe. Money in pockets
evaporated.

Two signs in the men's room: "DO NOT THROW CIGARETTES IN WASTEBASKET" and
"RUBBER MACHINE MAKES CHANGE"... For some reason, | remember that.

All the gals who hung out at the Wigwam wore clamdigger pants two sizes too small, so
the seat of them was like Spam in a snare drum. They also had pop up bras... You know
those pointy jobs they advertised in the "True Love" magazines. These were exotic
women... They would smile, wink and say, "Hey sailor, what are WE drinking?"

"Don't know about WE but I'm having a draft."
"Well, how 'bout a couple of quarters for the slots, honey?"

| always wondered how much of the Norfolk area Navy payroll never made it north of
Waldorf. Some idiots actually believed that if the stars and planets were in proper
alignment, a sailor could make a fortune at the Wigwam. From all my visits, | came to
the conclusion that all you could do at the Wigwam was get drunk, get broke, get rolled,
get pestered by painted ladies, and get back change from the rubber machine... And
best of all, get rides north.

They had gas stations selling brands of gas nobody ever heard of... "Zingo Gas"...
"Cargo Gas"... "Zapco"... "Whammo Supreme"”... Not to mention all major oil firms, with
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grades of gas whose contents were only known to God and the guy getting rich
unloading the stuff.

The people of this area sat up nights thinking of new ways to separate John Q.
Bluejacket from his money. It would have simplified life considerably and saved a
helluva lot of time if someone had invented a machine that could have grabbed a sailor,
turned him upside down and shake all the money out of his pockets.

Signs would read, "NOW APPEARING...LIVE...ON STAGE, 'BOOM BOOM
LATURE'...DIRECT FROM NEW YORK...FOR A LIMITED ENGAGEMENT" Limited
engagement meant until stretch marks, vericose veins and saggy boobs failed to draw
sailors to the designated flypaper.

It's all gone now. Somewhere in the ensuing interval, religion took hold in the region...
And the Wigwam was born again as a bakery. But somewhere, embedded in the parking
lot asphalt has to be one of those "I Love a Sailor" ankle bracelets with the fake rubies.

Heavy Weather I I by Bob '‘Dex' Armstrong

At Sub School, they explained that some enterprising gentleman had invented the vane-
like strips that damn near ran the entire length of the ship below the waterline, called
"rolling chocks." They prevented heavy rolls. Whoever sold that load of horse manure,
could sell Wonder Bras in a convent... If the Requin was an example of how those
things worked, someone should have revoked the patent.

Someone would come over the 21MC with, "Stand by for heavy rolls... Batten down all
unsecured equipment, secure all gear adrift."

In E-3 talk, this translated into... All hell is about to break loose... In five minutes, the
entire crew will be reeling around like a bunch of drunk lumberjacks at a log-rolling
contest... Stuff you haven't seen for six months will appear from under bunks, fall out of
vent lines, or slide out of cracks and secret rat holes. The after battery head would take
on the distinct aroma of gastric juice mixed with partially digested chow... And grown
men would start making intermittant contact with stationary objects.

Our Old Man liked to ride the trough... He must've loved the sound of busted crockery
and grown men cussing... The two most prevalent sounds during heavy rolls. If you
want to hear grand master level profanity, call for 'preparations for heavy rolls' when a
cook has his deep fat friers' full of hot grease.

Torpedomen are slobs... | know, | was one. Anyone who wants to debate that
declaration, never saw the inside of a torpedo room when they turned the white lights
on for a returning to port, "turn to..." A "turn n' burn.” A Greyhound bus station men's
room at Thanksgiving looks better than a lived-in torpedo room.
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Torpedomen should come with a federal warning riveted to their chest:

'PROSPECTIVE BRIDES SHOULD KNOW THAT THE ATTACHED SONUVABITCH IS
INCAPABLE OF PICKING UP DIRTY SOCKS, STINKING T-SHIRTS, OR SOUR TOWELS
AND CANNOT BE TRAINED. ON THE ONE-TO-TEN SLOB SCALE, THIS INDIVIDUAL
SCORED 9.8’

We were in some kind of exercise where we shot a lot of 'pyrotechnics.' Remember, |
was an after battery rat... | have absolutely no idea what the point of the exercise was.
Hogan's alley left those details to the skipper and the wardroom. Our immediate
concern was all the wooden boxes that the flares and star shells came in. In keeping
with the "To be expected level of sensitivity, consideration, and common courtesy
exhibited by torpedomen,” the bastards carted their industrial waste aft and deposited it
in the after battery. What delicate reasoning did they give? I've always loved this one...
Get this...

"If we surface to dump one and two-way trash, the dumping party won't have to pass
this stuff through the forward battery and disturb the sleeping officers."

Well, in the end we ended up with busted wooden crates, twisted metal bands, and
sawdust... And thinking we were assembling for an immediate dump, the enginemen
and motor macs sent their contribution forward. One little surprise package the snipes
put together was a cardboard box full of oily rags, covering a burned out electric motor
half the size of a tank turret.

We appealed to the diving officer to put us on the roof for a quick two-way... Or at least
a one-way, surface dump. The U.S. hadn't invented the term ‘human rights' at that time,
so we based our plea on the Geneva Convention, the Bill of Rights, the Calcutta Health
Code, the 14th. Amendment, regulations governing typhoid epidemics, and threw in a
couple of Biblical references.

We hit the surface... | was the dumper... That's how you will be able to find me in the
National Cemetary when | get my pine peacoat. Look for,

'DEX - - MASTER DUMPER (SS)'

| put on my master dumper badge of office... One life belt... One dog chain belt. It was
too rough to pop the sail door and toss the stuff over the side, so we passed it up by
human chain to the bridge where | tossed it out far enough to clear the tank tops...
Clearing the tank tops is the singular requirement for Master Dumper's Mate.

Well, | was doing great until the little surprise package from the engine room arrived...
The one with the oily rags covering an electric motor the size of a small bank safe.
When | held it over the side to toss it, the bottom of the box opened up like the bombay
doors on a B-25. The electric motor appeared, rapidly decended, and bounced off the
tank tops with a very resounding CLANG, you could hear from the bridge.The skippers'
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stateroom was right next to the impact point. For those of you who missed the pleasure
of riding petroleum-powered submersibles, an electric motor bouncing off an empty...
Make that blown main ballast tank, creates a not too pleasent sound. Crawl into a 55
gallon drum and have your next door neighbor take a whack at it with a sledgehammer...
That's the sound.

We all looked at the 7MC...

"Bridge, Captain... What in the hell was that?"

"Captain, Bridge... What was what? ...Sir?

"That gahdam racket!!"

"Didn't hear it, sir"

"Christ Mike... Sounded like we hit a floating barn."

"What side sir?"

"Right here... Starboard side... After end of the fwd. battery... In line with my stateroom.”
"Can't see anything... Everything looks okay, sir."

"Very well... Keep an eye out, gentlemen..."

LT Mike Owens owned me. All he had to do was reference my stupidity and | would be
the late dead master dumper. Under the Uniform Code of Military Justice,any form of
electric armature sleep interruption of the skipper due to crew stupidity calls for the
guilty party to be publicly beaten to death with a sock full of stale doughnuts.

Wherever LT Owens is now, he still has my "Good for one kiss on the butt" 1.O.U...
Small debt for having ones' life saved... And never again did | trust anything originating

in the forward engine room... And just another thing on the long list of reasons |
wouldn't have lasted ten seconds in Rickover's Navy.

|\/|OVI€S by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Smallest theater in the world... Most crowded... Most uncomfortable seating... Screen
the size of the cover of LIFE magazine... World's worst audience.

Movies on submarines were links to the world of sanity and pretty ladies. If Edison

hadn't invented those reels of celluloid magic, submarine crews would have chosen up
sides and killed each other in the middle of the second week out.
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You picked up movies at the U.S. Naval Station Motion Picture Exchange. There were 'in
port' movies and sea prints. Hollywood logic said don't give the sons of Popeye
anything that will keep them from spending their hard-earned wampum at the theaters...
Don't give the idiots anything that will compete with stuff we are charging to see. But,
since ships at sea were manned by folks who had no opportunity to shell out their
bucks to catch aflick, the Hollywood folks sent a couple of prints of every first rate new
release for strictly controlled viewing at sea. These films were called 'sea prints.' Sea
prints were issued by WAVES, lady sailors at the main base (N.O.B., Naval Operating
Base, Norfolk) and they operated out of the Motion Picture Exchange.

If you were of dubious gender, uglier than a wild boar, had heavy body hair, an attitude
like a gahdam snake and the vocabulary of an Irish sewer digger, chances are you
eventually wound up shuffling sea prints at the Motion Picture Exchange. They were
one tough bunch of honeys.

Some officer intimated that our chances of getting a lot finer class of film entertainment
would be greatly enhanced if one of our lads would volunteer stud services for the
ladies. These gals were ugly! You could toss 'em into an Iraqi P.O.W. camp and the
inmates would have quickly helped them back over the wire. You would have to lie to a
blind man to find someone to bed down with one of these atomic darlings. They also did
not appreciate terms like, 'fat ankled lesbians.'

We used to draw a bunch of sea prints every time we went out. One big, round the clock
‘movie marathon' and you had seen everything, or part of everything, in five days. By
the end of the third week, you were turning off the sound and assigning speaking parts
to guys watching. For example, Erol Flynn in Robin Hood...

"Marion, what a cute fanny you have."
"Robin, you nasty devil, get your muddy boots out of my clean castle..."

"To hell with you sweetheart... Little John, Friar Tuck and yours truly are gonna hit
Bells... Get aload on... Come back and lose lunch in King John's A/C intake..."

We rarely developed dialog above a second grade level. When you got bored with that,
you could always fall back on the last resort... Show the entire film backwards. That is
the absolute end of the line on the road to boredom.

When you watched a flick, you were unbelievably lucky if you found a comfortable
horizontal surface upon which to park your butt. We had things called sharpshooter
buckets. A sharpshooter bucket was a tapered stainless steel can designed to take
nylon trash bags... We would weight those babies and shoot them out the garbage
ejector. Anyway, you could take this stainless steel sharpshooter bucket, put a heavy
duty clipboard on top, fold up a foul weather jacket on the clipboard, and plant your
worthless fanny on top of it all. This wasn't the best seat in the house, but it came close.
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Somewhere in reel two, the nerve endings in your butt died... Fanny novocaine set in...
Then your legs atrophied. When the film ended and you stood up, you found that
sometime in the dark, Pinocchio had swapped legs with you.

We had popcorn... You had to fight for your share at first, but after the first three bowls,
gentlemanly behavior returned and you could obtain popcorn without fear of limb
dismemberment or sight loss.

One gentleman returned from the Motion Picture Exchange with Hygene for WAVES, an
anatomically correct training film. "Never in the field of human endeavor have so many
laughed so hard at so little..." to paraphrase Winston Churchill.

The smallest theater in North America, but the most fun. Everytime someone passing
through the crew's mess walked in front of the screen, twenty idiots yelled,

"Down in front!"

"Get outta the movie..."

"Debbie Reynolds looks a helluva lot better than Ralph Bednar... No offense, Ralph..."

It went on and on... Verbal pile on. Many times a lot more interesting than a film you had
seen so many times that you had memorized the names of all the electricians and make-
up people.

Hollywood never made any Cold War diesel boat films. Like everyone else, they ignored
our contribution. | had two daughters... To them, the Navy was Richard Whatz-hiz-name

in Officer and a Gentleman and Tom Cruise in Top Gun. Why didn't they cast Wildass
Willie and the 6th. Fleet Shore Patrol Posse or Riders of the Last Smoke Boats?

They missed a gold mine.

Llfe |n a Steel Plpe by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

My daughter said, "Dad, it looks like all you did was have fun..." | guess it looks that
way to folks who never did what we did for a living. Most people have no idea what life
was like inside one of those steel monsters. People always ask... "When you were
underwater, could you see out?" They have the idea that submarine duty is like riding a
glass bottom boat in Tarpon Springs, Florida... We just enjoyed life and watched fish go
scooting by.

Walt Disney caused folks to think like that. In his rendition of the Jules Verne version of

submarine service, his boat had a big glass window... Folks sat in big, overstuffed red
velvet chairs, smoked imported tobacco, drank sherry, and watched the crew go out
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some magic hatch and play grab-ass all over the ocean floor. That boys and girls, is
pure, unadulterated bullshit... Strictly 20,000 Leagues of Grade A horse manure.

You can't see out... It's hot... It stinks... You're cooped up in less moving around room
than you have in your garage. You share your living space with very active, one-inch
long, multi-legged wildlife and 80 two-legged critters.

Without stupid activity, life could become unacceptably boring. There were times when
life was so uneventful, you could actually hear your toenails growing.

So we did nutty stuff. We spent hours thinking up stupid stuff to do. It was either that, or
atrip to the loony bin. When you lived in the North Atlantic, the only circus that came to
town was the one you created in your head. We had to manufacture any fun we had.

For example... Only boat sailors will think this is funny... Why? Because they did it. If
any submariner tells you he never pulled this one... He's lying.

When you got some JG or fresh 'out of the cabbage patch' lieutenant standing the
diving watch... You waited. You waited until he had trimmed the boat. Then by twos and
threes, you made your way to the forward room... You waited some more. Then all of
you moved by ones... Twos... Until all of you were in the after room. The boat would take
on weird angles... The diving officer compensated... The trim manifold operator laughed
as he responded to instructions...

"Pump 500 Ibs. aft... No, forward... Wait... Make that after trim... Forward trim... Belay my
last... Make that zero bubble! More dive on the stern planes... What the hell's going on?
What's happening??? Boat's really acting weird..."

It never took long for the COB to get a handle on what was going on.

There was another outbreak of crew lunacy on Requin... Most possibly the best... At the
very least, the most memorable.

If you visit the Requin in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, she's sitting out in the river in front
of Three Rivers Stadium. If you go through the boat, you will find a little aluminum fish
dangling over the control room chart table... Hanging down on a bead chain with the
legend 'ODIN' die-stamped in the aluminum.

They've got tour guides... Non-qual wanna-be fellows who make up answers for John Q.
Public to cover what they have not the slightest clue about. There are as many stories
about that little fish as there are tour guides.

Here is the straight dope. | was there... | was one of the idiots involved in it and had a
front row seat in the "I will shoot the next Viking" major ass chewing.
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Stuart was the primary instigator... A major player and father of that aluminum fish. I am
not ratting on a fellow shipmate... Far from it. At reunions, Stuart is a celebrity... He
starred in a video, signs autographs and | am told, will contract to father children for
anyone wishing to have a certified diesel boat maniac in their family tree. Knowing Stu,
it would probably fall out of the tree and land on its head. Stuart deserves the credit line
on this one.

It was winter... Up north, cold as a witches' tit... We had rigged in all the brass monkeys.
Before we singled up and took in the brow, we got this film, The Vikings. Great flick.
Some other boat in SUBRON SIX gave it up, as | recall, because we got orders that
didn't allow time for a movie run.

We showed it the first time, the second day out... Good movie. We then saw it six or
seven times in arow. Weird story... If you haven't seen it, rent the video. Kirk Douglas,
Tony Curtis, Ernest Borgnine, and | think Curtis' wife at the time... Some good lookin'
blonde.

The Vikings were a ratty-ass looking bunch. They did a lot of drinking... Fondled a lot of
blonde, blue-eyed women and went to sea on a regular basis. It sounded familiar...

One night, someone announced that we, the crew of the Requin, had to be the spiritual
descendents of the Vikings. WHAM!! In that instant, we all became Vikings. Everyone
spoke in Scandinavian, Minnesotan, Inger Stevens dialect.

"Ja Sven, you see da cheef? He's da beeg fella wit da beeg moudt!"

Everybody got into it. The skipper became Ragnar... The exec, Einar... We turned our
foul weather jackets inside-out so the brown, hairy looking fake fur stuff was on the
outside. We made cardboard horns and stapled them to both sides of our watch caps.
When we passed each other going fore and aft, we banged our chests and yelled, "O-O-
O-DIN!" (Taken from what they did to greet each other in the film).

In the movie, this old crone, old wrinkled wise woman, gives Tony Curtis this fish made
from a 'falling star' i.e. meteorite... It was magnetic and was considered to be major
magic because it always returned to point north. With this fish always pointing north,
the film had Viking ships cutting through pea soup fog and running back and forth
between Norway and England like a cross-town bus. Stu went down in the pump room
and built us an aluminum fish and die stamped "ODIN" on it.

He hung it from the MC box over the control room chart table... It dangled and swung
back and forth. Every time some clown from the after battery would pass through the
control room, he would give it a little 'start swinging' tap. This eventually drove the
Chief of the Boat stark raving nuts! He would foam at the mouth... Get red... Veins would
pop out of his neck... Words like, "God save us from these unruly children” and "In the
Old Navy, the old man would rake your useless butts over the coals."
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Why did ODIN stay where he was? Simple... The skipper liked it.

As time passed and we became more and more 'Viking', the exec put on his "Enough is
enough” voice and announced over the 21MC that the crew of Requin had just gotten
out of the Viking business... All stop... Don't answer anymore Viking bells... Over... El
stoppo.

Ten minutes later, some idiot tapped into the 21MC and whispered,
"ODIN LIVES... O-O-O-DIN..."

The exec lit us up like a Christmas tree. From then on, we looked around for officers
before giving each other the silent Odin salute.

When we came in and the exec opened his vertical uniform locker and removed his 'hit
the beach' hat, it had grown a pair of cardboard horns. It had to be a miracle because
the COB used everything but truth serum to get the rats to rat on whoever did it. | think
the Chief finally recognized that the leadership of Requin may have pissed Odin off.

All the exec said was,

"You sonuvabitches never comprehend when the game's over and it's time to pick up
your toys and put them away!"

He was a deep thinker... We had no idea what in the hell the man was trying to
communicate... We knew if he was really serious, he wouldn't be standing topside
talking to the OD of the USS Grampus wearing a hat with cardboard horns attached to it.

Life was uneventful so we fought boredom any way we could. Most of the time
submarine sailors won.

Forty years later, a group of late middle age bastards stood in the control room and
watched Stu, the originator, replace 'ODIN'... And we yelled, "O-O-O-DIN..." and banged
our chests. We were young again and someone in the crew's mess yelled,

"Jeezus, the idiots are at it again!!"

HalifaX, Nova SCOtia by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

By far the best port and finest town | ever had the honor of visiting. It is populated by
wonderful clean living citizens who welcome bluejackets and take them into their
homes and into their hearts. They produce the most hospitable ladies (and damn fine
cooks) who come down to submarines laying alongside, and invite lonely boat sailors
to Sunday dinner. In short, someone should make a serum called "Halifax attitude" and
inoculate everyone in every submarine port in the world.
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In the late fifties, Halifax was a litter-free beautiful town where every morning, pretty
girls and healthy looking boys with hockey sticks waited for school buses. | was from
east Tennessee... | saw my first hockey stick in Halifax.

| have spent the better part of 40 years wanting to put together enough bucks to take my
blue-eyed Norwegian bride to Halifax and show her God's branch office here on earth.

In World War I, convoys from North America formed up in Halifax to draw escorts for the
run to Great Britain. Two ammo ships collided, setting off most of the other ships in the
harbor. The town got leveled in what became known as the Halifax Disaster. Those
gallant people rebuilt the town and got back in the convoy business.

Damn near 100% of the stuff sent to Murmansk and Archangel in World War Il went in
ships out of Halifax. No one suffered the pain of loss by torpedo that these granite-
spined Canadians endured. They are very special people.

Go there... Visit the Citadel, walk their public gardens, have a drink in the Admiral Lord
Nelson Hotel, and above all, do yourself a favor... Meet and come to know the people.

One funny story comes to mind. Canadian Navy stores are called 'Nafi..." Known as
'‘Naffy stores.' We had some kind of reciprocal NATO agreement that let us draw stores
against some kind of U.S. Navy account.

Hard living and battery acid was hell on dungarees, so we got this bright idea to order a
load of Canadian dungarees from the Halifax Nafi to replace the Raggedy Andy stuff we
were wandering around in.

They came by waist size... No sweat. We drew two sets for each animal in the crew. The
COB picked 'em up right before we singled up and issued them at sea the next day.

When we went to put them on, they had zippers on the side and enough room in the ass
for a moderate size hippo. We had drawn Canadian female dungarees.

That raised the level of our female sensitivity... Up to that point in our lives we had
never spent a lot of time on the finer points and techniques of how girls take a leak.
Peeing became a real hoot... It wasn't uncommon to pass through the after battery head
and see a fellow shipmate peeing with his pants down around his ankles.

"You're doing great Sally... Imagine, you figured it all out by yourself without a 'Rig for
Pee' bill." (Each compartment had rig bills to tell you how to do stuff... Laminated
instructions that Zip the trained ape could follow.)

| sure was glad to get decent dungarees before we left so | didn't have to deal with being
a female every time | hit the head.
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Dresses, lace panties and parking on a freckle-maker head three or four times a day,
kept women off submarines more than anything else... The bra burners never broke the
code on that one... That, and no place for a discreetly located Tampon machine. None of
this lends itself to a screenplay so don't look for it at your local theater. If they made the
film, the Chief of Naval Operations would have to set fire to a lot of movie houses.

Back to Halifax. When we came in, Mrs. Sandwell would have me over for pot roast and
potatoes. Their son was riding a Canadian can in the West Indies squadron. Mrs.
Sandwell was like the grandmother | never had... | think of her often. | wasn't the only
one either... She had photos of American sailors on every horizontal surface in her
living room... Some of them yellowed and faded from age.

They were not a wealthy family. Mr. Sandwell was a winch operator on a fishing trawler.
If the Navy ever paid them for all the pot roast and potatoes they put in American
sailors, they would be rich. | truly believe the Big Sea Daddy in the Sky keeps book on
folks like that and when the Sandwells report in, He'll assign them to two gold bunks in
the Saints compartment and give Mrs. Sandwell a silver stove so she can work her
galley magic.

In life, you come across a few truly wonderful people. The Sandwells made my list.

Halifax was first rate... 4.0 in every respect.

Anyone Remember the California Bar?

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Since the individuals named in this one are (A) still alive, (B) probably own large caliber
handguns, and (C) know my current address, the names will be changed... Not to
protect the innocent, since innocence was never used in conjunction with the name of
either party.

Spanish port... Place called "The California Bar"... Cantina downstairs... Lukewarm
cerveza... Cross between beer and llama urine... Well-worn barmaids and heavy
wooden tables with the names of five thousand ships and their hull numbers whittled in
the tops. Ceiling fans and flower pots were suspended from the overhead. Probably a
lot of you remember the place... After all, SOMEBODY had to have carved the names
and numbers of every East Coast boat in those tabletops.

Upstairs, ladies in T-shirts and white cotton panties marketed true love, undying
affection and intimate personal relations in increments of 30 minutes at 200 pesetas...
Or, as we used to say, "200 potatoes..." A little slice of 'Mediterranean Wedding Night'
with the meter running.

121



Boat sailors seem to gravitate to a particular establishment. No matter where you go,
someone in the crew has "Been there before and knows this great place... Not that far
from the Fleet Landing."

'‘Great Places' are great places to lose your money, drink stuff you have no idea what it
was before fermentation set in and to pick up exotic forms of athlete's foot... Imported
stuff... The kind that laughs at Desenex.

There is a little known fact about the Cold War diesel boat Navy... One of our
humanitarian missions was to collect various strains of potent toe fungus and carry
them to various remote continents to colonize and go forth among men. Athlete's foot...
That equal opportunity, gender blind, non religious bias, respecter of no ideology,
present that tells those you love, you brought home something that will remind them of
you when you are far away answering bells on the snorkel.

Ah yes, the California Bar... Palma... On some nights, Big Mama ran a 3 girl special...
This is the Iberian lust equivalent of an Eckerd Drug Store marketing ploy... Buy two,
get one free.

This nameless smoke boat bluejacket off this nameless fleet boat, forks over the
requisite 500 pesetas representing the compensation for what was known in SUBRON
SIX parlance as the "Whitman Sampler." In other squadrons, this package deal was also
known as "Trips with hips" or an "Eeny-meenie-moe."

Mr. Nameless E-3 qualified man has completed door number one and is tip-toeing down
the hall, his whites, skivvy shirt and neckerchief over one arm, his shoes and socks in
the other. The only uniform, if you would call it that, was skivvy shorts, dog tags and
chain, and white hat perched on his head.

In the corridor, he runs into the gun boss, a two-striper who is also on a 'Trips with hips'
excursion. The lieutenant is wearing dog tags, skivvies and socks... And he too, has his
hat on his head sideways.

After E-3 nameless completes his mission and comes down to where his mates are
tossing down a few brews, he says,

"Holy jumpin' jeezus... You'll never guess who | ran into topside!"
"Who?"

"Mr. So n'so."

"No shit!"

"Yea idiot child, no shit."
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"What did 'ya do?"

"l saluted..."

"You WHAT!I?"

"l saluted the sonuvabitch.”

"Why in th' hell would you salute going down a whorehouse hall?"

"We were both covered... Somthin' they said at the Lakes... If you're both covered, you
exchange salutes.”

"Did Mr. So n' so exchange salutes?"

"No, he just walked past and said 'l see the fleet idiot is getting laid.

If the fleet idiot reads this and recognizes himself, he will notice how tactfully and
delicately the subject was handled. No reference to name, no reference to rate, and not
a damn thing mentioned about the mechanized dandruff the girls loaded you with to
hitchhike back to the boat and liven up the Alley.

ESklmO JOE by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

It's hard to remember where | met Big Jack Destefanato... | think it was in Gosport. The
Brit anti-nukes were demonstrating against anything arriving under nuclear propulsion
(We were diesel, but obviously it didn't matter). The powers that governed naval activity
figured that the pea-brained idiots who were jumping up and down, waving signs and
chanting mindless slogans, would be less agitated if we anchored out and confined our
activity to the bars in an ill-defined area outside the naval yard where the limey boat
sailors went for warm beer and chips.

These same 'wiser heads' figured that maturity and responsible behavior came with
advancement in rate and age... Probably true, considering the antics of the non-rated
boys. Anyway, their solution was to have the non-rated lads back aboard by midnight.
The rated personnel could stay overnight or catch a liberty launch up to 0200 at the fleet
landing. They had SPs at the landing to snap up non-rated raghats wandering in at or
after Cinderella hour. Lazy shore duty sonuvabitches who liked nothing better than to
nail seagoing bluejackets. They wore the same uniform we did, but never learned that a
sailor's first duty was to take care of his mates.

| got a late launch... It was dark and really cold... The wind cut through your peacoat
like a knife... Had to keep your hands in your peacoat pockets and turn your collar up.
The idiot who penned the regulation that required sailors to keep their hands out of
their pockets and their collars turned down, never were sailors out in cold weather.
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| found a bar... A pub on the street right outside the gate. They had a black and white TV
with a soccer game on that the Brit sailors were really involved in. | didn't understand
the rules, but everyone was excited Leeds was playing Birmingham. Everyone was
buying me beer and calling me 'yank'. When you are from East Tennessee and related to
men who wore gray on both your mother and dad's sides of the family, being called
'vank' is kinda weird.

| bought a pack of Players 'Navy Cut' cigarettes... Worst damn things anyone ever sold
to a smoker. Players made Lucky Strikes and Camels seem mild... An exotic blend of
Hindu crabgrass and buffalo chips.

It was a great evening. Leeds won... Bets were paid off... Songs were sung... And |
headed back with two lads stationed as instructors at the Brit sub school, HMS Dolphin.

As | got near the fleet landing, a voice calls out,

"Dex... Hold up..."

| turned and there was Big Joe.

"Hey bucko, do you know what time it is?" |

looked at my watch.

"Aye, it's 2300."

"Hell no you stupid idiot, you're still on Zulu time... Didn't set your watch... Hell, it's
damn near 0100. The pier's crawling with SPs... They've even got them herding drunks
on the liberty boats. They'll eat your non-rated butt alive..."

"Holy jumpin' jeezus, Joe... Hell, it won't be the first time I've gotten in the gumbo..."

"Give me your peacoat... Here's mine..."

(The Navy had just started requiring petty officers to wear their crows on their peacoat
sleeves.)

| put on the peacoat and became a first class engineman... Snipe for a night... He
couldn't put mine on because (A) there was nothing on the sleeve and (B) it would cover
the crow. There was Big Joe, standing in sub-zero weather with my peacoat turned
inside out slung over his shoulder.

"Shore duty guys ain't too gahdam bright... If you keep your mouth shut and stick with
me, we can make it back okay."
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We made it to the landing... Everything was going fine until some second class
flycatcher's mate with a white belt, leggings, an arm band, and a three foot billy bat,
asks Joe,

"Aren't you a little cold sailor?"

"Whatzit to you? My mother was an Eskimo... Love cold weather... And don't say
anything about my mother or I'll have to rearrange your dental work."

Joe damn near froze on the ride back. When we got below, | said,
"Joe, | owe you one... A BIG one..."

"You don't owe me a damn thing, shipmate... It comes with dolphins... Now shut the
hell up. Let's head up to the messdecks and I'll let you buy a frozen fake Eskimo a cup
of whatever is passing for coffee tonight."

We worked our way forward through the snoring mob racked out in the after battery.

"You little worthless torpedo striking forward room weasel... You played 'black gang'
while | pumped ice cubes through my ticker for you tonight... If | catch you knocking the
boys in the enginehouse, I'm gonna grab you by both ankles and make a wish."

Joe was full of it, but he had style.

Colon, Panama... Ancon Heights... Fresh pressed whites and three pay days in our
pockets. We got word that EN1(SS) Destefanato was packed in the Panamanian pokey
and needed $200 American to rejoin the free citizens of the planet. It took two hours and
a small fortune in Balboas to get a cab to take us to three police stations and the jail.
Paid $200 and $50 to make sure there was no report to Naval authorities.

It seems that Big Joe punched an undercover cop's lights out. The fellow was in the
process of rounding up working girls and attempted to separate Joe and the Spanish
damsel he was quite taken with.

"That girl was a proper lady..."

"Sure Joe."

"No, | mean it. Someone musta made a mistake... These damn Pomerainiums just go
around roundin' up women... Rotten bastards..."

"Sure Joe, anything you say... By the way Joe, tonight three worthless forward room
sailors blew a big chunk of their liberty funds to bail your good for nothing butt out of
the Panamanian pig pen. We are now going to pool the rest of what we've got left, buy
some barbecued monkey strips, a six of cerveza, and make it back to the boat. Make
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that two sixers... Gives us three each... Lay off the deck force... No more riding the
sorry-assed paint spreaders or next time we'll leave you in there counting cockroaches.
Oh, and one more thing... Ever since you made me an honorary snipe, my 1.Q. has
dropped fifty points and I've been doing stupid stuff like ransoming ugly enginemen...
Joe, that peacoat in England had to be the best investment you ever made."

"Did you guys really shell out $250?"

"Don't worry about it."

"Hey, I'll pay you guys back."

"Anyone ask you to pay anyone back? Forget it... No one said a damn thing about
money. All they said was 'Let's go find the big idiot and spring his worthless butt.' Let's
get off this 'l love you darling' bullcrap and go play sailor."

And we did. Big Joe the Eskimo... He's no longer with us. When he turned in his gear,
we lost a good man. He taught us the true meaning of shipmate and what our dolphins
required of us. One night, | came off liberty to find him standing a 12 to 4 watch topside.
"Eskimo man, what in the hell are you doing standing a damn topside watch?"

"That new kid Eddie... His mom came down... Didn't know the kid had the duty...
Wanted to take him to dinner and have him for the weekend."

"You want me to see the duty officer and relieve you?"
"Hell no... The kid is getting his first lesson in being a shipmate."

That was Big Joe. .

Mornings Alongside by sob pex: armstrong

The day officially began with the arrival of the Krispy Kreme donut truck. When the
donuts were aboard and signed for, the topside watch would holler down the conn
hatch to the below decks watch...

"Wake up the little darlings and tell the sonuvabitches that daddy has the donuts..."
Five minutes later, some half awake idiot non-rated non-qual would wander up, wiping
the sleep out of his eyes, yawning and mumbling something about the only people
being up at this time of morning were burglars and bad women...

"Where are the donuts?"
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The donuts were inside the sail door... They were ALWAYS inside the sail door. Going
back to the days of Ahab and the White Whale, the sonuvabitches were put just inside
the sail... The fastest new guy giveaway was 'Where are the donuts?’

The next comment was...

"Hey horsefly, where's my coffee? Didn't anyone tell you that when you come up to get
the donuts, you always bring the topside watch a cup of that 'last of the all-night pot’
coffee? That stuff well on its way to making the metamorphic transition to asphalt?”

"How do you take your coffee?"

"Black... Straight black... | like that high test, full throttle, caffeine-loaded stuff that will
pop rivet your eyelids to your skull... 'Nother thing hoss... After you dump first chow
garbage on the pier, you collect all the coffee cups in the watch shack and haul them
below. Oh, and by the way, did the Chief issue you a qual card?"

"Yes SIR!"

"I'm not a gahdam 'sir' you idiot! Anything that has a butt that fits the head in the
forward room is a'sir.' I'm 'hey Dex' or 'Alley rat', got it?"

"Yes si.... | mean... Right, Dex..."

Next, the duty officer came up... Watched for the prep flag on the Orion. He signhaled the
topside watch to break the colors when they dropped the prep flag. Then, the officer
crossed over to the pier to pick up his morning newspaper.

No officer in the boat could visit the head without reading material. Digestive
elimination and printed material get cross-connected at Annapolis. The eye lens-fanny
valve commissioned interconnect... What we just lumped under the general heading of
officer stuff.

Then there was morning quarters... Never fully understood morning quarters. A group
of grown men standing aft of the sail listening to a description of what fun stuff the
Chief had in mind to fill your day... It was always the same junk you did every other
day... Chip, paint and shine inanimate objects.

Morning quarters afforded one the opportunity to survey your fellow inmates of your
submersible asylum. Unless you were on the verge of complete sight loss, it became
apparent that you were just another ugly face in a collection of ugly folks (granted,
some WAY more ugly than others)... Like roll call in the monkey house at the zoo.

"Answer up when your name is called... Vanderheiden... ...... ...... VAN - DER - HEI -

DEN...Fer crissakes Dutch, | saw you here... SPEAK UP!! Or do | have to send you an
engraved invitation?"
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"Yo..."

"Stuke!"

"Yo..."

"Stuke... Understand you idiots can't find the T-wrench to the after capstan... Take the
forward capstan wrench up to the tender and get the boys in the metal shop to fabricate
two more... Got it?"

"Aye, Chief."

"You know how the folks that run Texaco stations attach ball bats to the men's room
key so no one will drive off with it? Well, have 'em chain a head seat to it that you guys
can wear around your neck to stop you from losing the damn things..."

"Um, Chief..."

"Yeah, Stuke?"

"You keep looking all over for your pipe all the time. You want us to have a doubler
plate chained to it for you?"

"Wiseass."

"Armstrong!"

"Yo..."

"Armstrong, go pick up the guard mail. Try not to steal any white hats in the radio
shack. Some day, even idiots wake up... Those guys are going to eat your lunch and I'm
gonna love it..."

"Thanks Chief... Is this a marriage proposal?"

"You two bastards... How in the hell did you qualify in submarines? How did | wind up
on the same boat with you two idiots? God must hate me..."

"We love you, Chief..."

And so it went. Early morning with the 'Fleet Elite.'

MaChete JUICG by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Man has done wondrous things with the art of fermentation. History is replete with

128



examples of fine and delicate spirits brought to us through masterful experimentation
with fermentation and distillation. As an East Tennessean, | am proud to be associated
with the fine products developed and made available worldwide by Mr. Daniels.

At the other end of the spectrum, man has found a way to harness the full destructive
power of sugar cane... Bottle the stuff and market it to the idiots of the planet. 151 proof
rum is a perfect example of just such an invention. The sonuvabitch who created 151
rum, took something innocent like molasses... Briar Rabbit syrup and did something to
it that turned it into moon rocket fuel. Selling 151 proof rum to submarine sailors ranks
up there with passing out fragmentation grenades to kindergarten kids.

I'd never heard of the stuff. Most of the lads in the after battery on Requin were beer
drinkers. In port, the lads regularly flushed their kidneys with a variety of draft brewed
products that over an extended and most enjoyable period of time, reduced you to a
level of stupidity that allowed you to still operate thirteen button blues and remember a
large part of the elements of verbal communication. The descent into silly behavior was
gradual... Took the better part of an evening interspersed with convivial trips to the
head.

While we were out in our saltwater world gainfully employed poking invisible holes in
the ocean, men in the land of warm sun and palm trees were cooking off stuff with the
lethal qualities of contraband ordinance. The employees of something called the "Three
Daggers Company" were producing and bottling a liquid product that could reduce
otherwise responsible adults to blithering idiots in less time that it took them to order a
third round.

Any sailor who got introduced to 151 proof rum will tell you that it was the same as
wrapping your lips around the muzzle of a 16 inch gun on the forward high turret of the
main battery, USS lowa... And jerking the lanyard. One minute, you were a productive
member of the human race and the next minute, you were directing traffic in downtown
Kingston in a straw hat, sandals and skivvy shorts.

| am sure there are members of the smoke boat establishment out there who mastered
the art of 151 proof rum consumption... But | will tell you, none of you rode the Requin
in the early 60s.

One of the amazing properties of 151 proof rum is that it can reduce your 1.Q. to zero
point zip but leave you convinced that you could win the bull-riding event at a
championship rodeo. Every bottle sold should come with an insanity defense chit.

There is no energy crisis... We could tell all the OPEC oil ministers to go molest their
camels. 151 proof rum is highly combustible... You top off a Tench boat with Three
Daggers Golden Supreme and you can overhaul Miss Budweiser in a state five sea.
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In 1962, we pulled into Charleston. | had gotten five fifths of 151 rum as my allotted
gallon of duty-free booze. My intent was to return home and give some old high school
buddies the opportunity to destroy themselves.

| had family in Beaufort, South Carolina... An aunt and an uncle who was a recently
retired army colonel. | was invited to visit. | took two bottles as a gift figuring it would be
a novelty and a great conversation piece. After dinner, my aunt, a reserved southern
lady, left the table and went to the kitchen to build herself a rum and coke. | followed
her.

"You don't want to fool with that stuff... It packs one helluva wallop!"

"Oh, Dex... | was drinking rum before you were born."

"Not that stuff... It's lethal. Just use a little."

"Dex, | went through Prohibition... You name it, we drank it. Don't worry about your dear
old aunt..."

During the next hour, | got to witness a dear old aunt pass out on a porch swing and a
former army colonel fall out of a hammock.

The next morning, my uncle appeared... Standing there in his robe, his silver hair
looking like he used an eggbeater for a comb... He put on his reading glasses, picked
up the bottle and said,

"Jeezus, this stuff is three quarters alcohol!"

God never made an O-6 officer that ever listened to a jaybird kid he'd seen running
around in diapers.

"Yes sir... Damn stuff is wicked... Seen members of our forces afloat do some amazing
things after getting wrapped around a few drinks."

"I'll bet you have, son."
"Yes sir..."

"If you ever fool with this dynamite, do me a favor... Throw your car keys up on the
roof."

It was all part of being in the diesel boat navy. If it was out there, we got next to it. As
Cowboy would put it,

"There never was a horse that couldn't be rode... And never was a cowboy what
couldn't be throwed."
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| never saw any sonuvabitch in SUBRON SIX get up in the stirrups of the 151 pony and
go the distance. | saw several that had to be extracted from extremely high vegetation
and one lad returned to the quarterdeck with a police car hood ornament hanging out of
his jumper pocket.

It was all long ago... In the days where society forgave the antics of young men who did
rough work on their behalf and good officers understood that you couldn't burn down
civilization on E-3 pay no matter how stupid you were or how hard you tried. At times,
silver dolphins were your best insanity defense.

Author's note - How come Three Daggers Rum... 151 rum... Had "FOR NORTHWEST
TRADE ONLY" overprinted in big red letters on the label? Northwest where? Canada?
Washington and Oregon? Obviously in Northwest somewhere, idiots were customers
for this high octane rot gut.

Author's note #2 - In the nuclear navy, the force commander sensibly requires a full
background check and ten day waiting period for all rum purchases.

The World Below the Walking Deck

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

If you never were a deck ape on a smoke boat, you may want to skip this one. There
was a world between the walking deck and the pressure hull. It was my world. It is
where we did business in port. A hot as hell place in summer... Cold as a witches tit in
winter... Where little sunlight penetrated and where rust could get ahead of you if you
weren't a heads up bunch.

When an old deck ape visits one of the memorial boats maintained by cities for the
tourist trade, he always looks at how they care for his world before he gives them the
seal of approval. Damn near all get a lousy score. They paint and maintain what you can
see. To them, what the public can't see, doesn't exist. In truth, such neglect will feed an
oxidation cancer that will eventually eat from the inside what the poor idiots are
slapping paint on, on the outside... Cosmetics on a terminally ill patient.

My love, the USS Requin (SS-481) sits in Pittsburgh looking like a million bucks
externally but little telltale giveaways show those of us who lived in the world below the
walking deck she's in bad shape and the folks who maintain her are in for one big,
expensive surprise... The price rust extracts from those who fail to recognize the
destructive potential. | am sure that the non qualified folks who operate the money mill
have noticed rust holes in both sides of bow buoyancy tank... The rust eaten edges of
the limber holes... And the 'z inch of rust flakes covering the exposed upper pressure
hull. When holes like these start to appear, the gauge of the skin that's left is tissue
paper thin. God never made a self-healing submarine. The folks in Pittsburgh are just
about to learn a lesson that will at the very least have them digging deep in their money
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belt or at worst, start looking for ways to rid themselves of the visual evidence of their
neglect.

We lived in what is known as 'the crawlspace’. We scraped, chipped, painted, and lubed
everything down there. You had to be half human, half snake to get around in that void.
We stored our gear in what used to be the ready ammo lockers, back when the boats
carried deck guns. First, you checked the 'zinc's.' Zinc is a soft metal and the Navy used
bars of the stuff as a sacrificial diode... Metal to be eaten to keep electrolysis from
making a meal out of the boat. As we inspected them, we made a list of those eaten
away to the point they needed to be replaced.

We also inspected the NLMs, noise level monitors... the little transducers along the hull
that allowed us to listen to ourselves when submerged.

We inventoried all the gear in the pressure lockers. Once we determined the lockers
contained the specified gear, we restowed them in such a way that it wouldn't bang
around and give away our position when we were running submerged.

We had line lockers where we stowed our mooring lines (‘heavies' a.k.a. heaving lines,
were kept in the forward room). Line lockers were a pain in the hip pockets. When you
hit heavy weather, you always lost line locker lids. The gods of the sea must've eaten
line locker lids as a dietary staple. We spent a good portion of our naval careers
replacing gahdam line locker lids. | once asked the COB,

"Chief, how come the sonuvabitches who built these damn things didn't make metal
locker lids and use full piano hinges... It's always the damn hinges that give out?"

"Bucko, we sunk damn near the entire Jap navy with these boats... We did it without the
advice of gahdam worthless E-3 deck apes redesigning the sonuvabitches. Just replace
the damn things and get the hell out of the 'what if' business... Turn and burn."

If submarine CPOs ran the world, we'd still be riding mules and using outhouses.

If you worked your way forward past the forward escape trunk, the bull gears for the
bow planes, the anchor chain locker, and the impulse air flasks, there was a small
hidden pocket of space known to those of us in the Requin deck force as the 'siesta
nest.' Between the impulse air flasks and the after bulkhead of bow buoyancy, was our
hideout. We kept it packed with Playboy magazines... Sports Digest... Car & Driver and
old, raggedy Popular Mechanics.

Up that far forward, the guys who designed Requin put two rows of limber holes. If you
had a light breeze, the air circulation was great.

| have always understood what homeless people live like... Our hideout was exactly like

a place where derelicts, bums and hobos would call home. For us, it was the place we
goofed off... Solved all the world's problems... Cussed naval leadership, the nuclear
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navy, the Orion quarterdeck, shore duty guys... The entire Marine Corps... Norfolk cab
drivers... Hampton Blvd. cops... Shore patrol... All the people of France... Various ball
clubs and used car dealers. We pondered weighty questions like,

"Who in the hell ate the stuff out of the dumpster on the pier that was marked 'EDIBLE
GARBAGE'?"

This was also the place where we banged on the hull, impulse air flasks and the
bulkhead of bow buoyancy so folks below would think we were engaged in productive
work.

The siesta nest was the only place on the boat where E-3s could get the hell away from
being pinged on by qualified men. It was our clubhouse.

If you missed being a deck ape on a smoke boat, you missed one of the big hoots in life.

Thank Heaven for Naughty Girls by sob ‘pex armstrong

It was rough, if not damn near impossible to maintain a long distance romance with
your high school squeeze when you were serving the Goddess of the Main Induction.

Why? Well first, any kid back home flippin' burgers for minimum wage looked like
Daddy Warbucks compared to a smoke boat alley rat... And he sure as hell was more
available. By the time | got Dolphins, thus being returned to the life of freeborn citizen of
the land, the young ladies back home were well established in college. The last thing a
sophisticated, young college co-ed needed was for Popeye the Bluejacket to show up
on her doorstep with a sack of dirty laundry and a plan to remove her Playtex Living
Girdle.

Somewhere in the legendary third week, love turned to lust and you started having
rapid-fire fantasies... Most of which involved activity in the back seat of a '53 Chevy
somewhere in the woods known only to you and Daniel Boone. We're not talking
Cinderella-Prince Charming type romance... The prince had all the time in the world, a
big castle and no problem with money. We were at best, working on a 72-hour pass,
sleeping in our car and doing our damnedest to stretch a twenty.

At some point, one of your shipmates introduced you to the world of commercial
romance. This whole new concept allowed you to budget for the relationship and have
all the rest of the day to catch up on anything you had to do. This is not the sort of thing
romantic novels were based on... Didn't involve poetry composition or Montovani
music, but a 72-hour liberty was enough to cover multiple visits.

The one thing you could never count on from any of these professional ladies was mail.
Hookers just don't send you letters... The best you could hope for was change for a
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fifty. Or if they found your neckerchief hanging on a ceiling fan blade, they might hang
on to it until your boat got back from punching holes in the ocean.

| had a girl who wrote letters. There is a special place in heaven for girls who took the
time to write submarine sailors (Girls who sent PERFUMED letters get a room with a
view and breakfast in bed).

The lady will remain nameless since she has now been married for over 30 years, raised
a couple of fine young men, has a lovely home in North Carolina, and couldn't give less
of a damn about an old after battery rat in need of packing and several sets of O-rings.

At sea, | used to write to her. | would sneak a little personal time, engage my romantic
coupling and turn out what had to rank with the all-time, most romantic letters ever
written by a hotsacking E-3.

Mr. Nautical Subsurface Sailor... Sir Alley Rat du la Wirebrush would write epic "To Be
Continued" journals of day-to-day life in the thrilling unseen craft that plowed below the
Seven Seas, holding back the Red scourge that was bent on the destruction of the
entire free world. Sometimes | would engage a little literary license and pad the
importance of my role in the saving of mankind, decency and the American way of life.
You see, very few red-blooded American girls with a V-8 set of fully functional
hormones would understand the global defense implications of wire brushing verdigris
off the urinal flush valves, not to mention the mission critical disposal of one and two-
way trash.

| would write about what was happening, while it was happening... Sort of a diesel boat
"You Were There" epic. Sometimes these diaries would reach 30 or 40 pages... You
couldn't mail the damn things so why not bolt 'em together back-to-back and daisy-
chain the sonuvabitches into a monster sea story... A profession of undying love and
lustful affection... Taking essentially nothing and forging it into major bulishit.

| kept it tucked under the corner of the flashpad, of whatever rack | happened to be
bunking in. Then I'd go on watch, only to return later to continue my literary
masterpiece.

"Darling, we've been down for ten days. We are engaged in an exercise where we are a
target for naval aircraft. They fly over and drop little explosive devices that go off with a
loud noise... This allows us to measure the proximity and determine how accurate their
attack run was. Here they come again... BLAM, BLAM!... BLAM!... BLAM, BLAM,
BLAM!! It will be a few minutes until the next run..."

And so it went... Horsemanure laminated on top of horsemanure.
One night, | came off watch, pulled off my foul weather jacket, lit up a smoke and was

starting to pull my rubber boots off when | heard this hilarious uproar coming from the
messdecks. Guys are laughing their asses off! It sounded like while | was on watch, Bob

134



Hope must have crawled out of the GDU. Every two seconds, another roar of laughter...
Jeezus, something must be funny... Can't wait to get these boots off and catch
whatever is going on that was so gahdam funny.

| step through the watertight door by the galley when | see EM1 John Class standing on
a spud locker bench reading my letter to the assembled mob of unworthy, lowlife
sonuvabitches, collected there to ridicule true love in its purest form.

| did my damnedest to get to John. One of the most fortunate things that ever happened
to me is that | never got close enough to grab John Class. He was a light heavyweight
all-navy champion boxer. In short, the gentleman would probably have punched my
nasal passages into my rectum.

"Oh princess, | love you... Here they come again... BLAM, BLAM, BLAM! (Big roar) Don't
forget what you promised... BLAM, BLAM, BLAM! You didn't say anything to your
mother, did you? (Another big laugh.)"

John stops, turns to the crew and says,

"This should be a movie...Dex Goes to Sea..."

They didn't make 'em any finer than John Class... But at that particular moment, | would
have "O-Jayed" the sonuvabitch with a smile.

Writing words on paper has gotten me in more deep doo-doo over the years than | could
snorkel through....

SWlnglng from leb tO leb by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

It's 0745 Monday morning and lads in foul weather jackets and worse for wear white
hats are hollering stupid comments back and forth between boats as they take in lines.

"Hey, somebody take a ball bat and hold reville on the Runner's line handlers... Tell ‘em
the big boys are going out to play in the ocean.”

"Hey Requin, just send some sonuvabitch over here with a ball bat and we'll send you
back the poster boy for National Orthopedic Surgery month."

"Quit running your mouth and pull #3 off your cleat so we can haul the gahdam thing
in."

"Jeezus H. Christ, am | the only 4.0 bluejacket in a world full of clowns?"

And so it went... All infused with the belching and growling of Fairbanks Morse and
Jimmy 1600 hp rock crushers lighting off and blanketing the nest, half the pier and the
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poor idiots standing the Orion's quarterdeck watch (in fresh whites) in black smoke.
Loved it... Hot coffee, a Camel coffin nail and fresh diesel smoke... It never got any

better than that.

At some point following 0800, you heard the first three blasts of the 'backing down'

signal as the first boat got underway and slid stern first out into the Elizabeth River

channel.

"Hey, donkey dick..."

"Yeo..."

"You guys stayin' in?"

"Yeah, watcha need?"

"My gahdam laundry... Tell Hop Sing I'll make it good when we get in... Could you pick
it up and carry it up to Bells? Tell Thelma to stick it behind the bar."

"Will do."

"Much obliged... Now, if it's not too damn much trouble could you loafing
sonuvabitches help us take in the brow so some hard working sailors can go protect
America's women and children?"

"Dex..."

"Yeo..."

"Blow it out yer ass!"

"Nice talk sweetheart... Nice talk..."

More smoke... More backing down blasts... And Submarine Squadron Six went to work.
We didn't ride stuff that stayed down a complete college semester... They didn't operate
at depths where you had to worry about running into the Titanic... And we wouldn't
have recognized anything called a '‘poopy suit' if it hopped up and bit us on the butt...
But we were part of the submersible navy family tree. We may have been the hairy
things that swing from limb to limb in that tree, but we were there.

| loved it... | never knew how much until | donated my issue to the lucky bag... Kissed
my old faithful foul weather jacket goodbye... Climbed topside... Shook hands with the

finest men I've ever known... And leaped into the briar patch of life.

| hear guys whine about their tour of military service.
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"l was in the 346 mechanized, vulcanized and simonized pogostick infantry... In
Bubblegum, Korea... Man, was that ever a jacked-up outfit... Hated every minute of it.
Were you ever in?"

"Yeh..."
"What were you with?"

"Smoke boat service... SS-481... She was old, stunk and fell apart... Only had four
leaks, though... Air, oil, water, and security... Loved every minute of it..."

That's a lie... Wasn't too crazy about the real cold wet parts... The times when you could
pee in your heavy weather pants and an icicle would fall in your sock. The rain hit you in
the face like it was shot out of a nail gun... Could've done without that shit. But all in all,
the old smoke boat navy wasn't a bad place to be. In fact, it was a damn fine place to be.

There was a vast generational gap between our lads and the men that followed. | went to
a Sub Vets, Inc. meeting once. Some fellow off some boat named for some state (Years
ago, back in the Neanderthal '50s, the Navy provided each enlisted man a bible called
the '‘Bluejacket's Manual.' The BJM... After Moses crawled up Mt. Sinai and received the
Ten Commandments... John Paul Jones followed him and picked up the first edition of
the BJM. At Great Lakes we all learned that all you needed to survive in life was a Zippo
lighter, a shot glass, a Bible, and the BJM. The BJM specifically states that battleships
are named for states... Submarines are named for fish or '‘Denizens of the Deep'... We
used to say that only Rickover and six other guys locked in a mental ward thought
George Washington was a fish...)

Where was 1? Oh, yes... This modern day subsurface warrior was telling not yet fully
matured sea stories...

"We were off the coast of Foosoe-Marango when Ivan pulled a perpendicular wiggle-
waggle... We caught it on our super attenuated diafractic hydrogilator... You know, our
SB 950-A... The Old Man ordered an over and under flim-flam with a reverse hyperjack
in alpha drive... And ordered us to fifteen hundred feet..."

Fifteen hundred feet!! First thing out of his mouth | understood! You could hear diesel
boat sailor's fanny vents pucker all over the room.

Fifteen hundred feet... At fifteen hundred feet, the entire crew of the boat | rode would
have been heading for the Devil's tea party wearing their new pressure hull peacoats.

We were men with a joint heritage separated by terminology, means of propulsion,
operating depth, living conditions, love of boat and attitude. We were fatherless
bastards and the stepchildren of the fleet... You got Hyman the Big Daddy of the
Nuclear Navy... We clearly got the best of that deal.
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Thanks to Ray Stone | get to crowbar a lot of crap that has been stuck in my craw for
years. It's really funny... Whoever thought an old chief and an old alley rat could team
up and have so gahdam much fun pissing on the petunias? At first, we thought the
discerning members of the nuke force would be wily old sharks... So we crafted delicate
flies... Floated them out there and "WHAMMO!"... Nukes were hittin' em two at a time.

After six months of extended research we have come to the conclusion that the nuke
navy will hit anything. We caught the limit the other day on a lure made out of a second-
hand Tampon and two paper clips.

In the words of an old diesel boat philosopher...
"You show up at the O.K. Corral with a peashooter, you gonna be one dead sumbitch!"

Hemming, you have me worried. Did you actually see a gal so ugly she "Couldn't give it
away to a messcook?" This is scary, when you consider that when we showed The
Creature From the Black Lagoon, 'Fly' Brennan wanted to know if the creature had an
unmarried sister... And it was rumored that the topside watch once found a bra marked
'PROPERTY OF LEPER RESEARCH PROJECT' in Requin's conning tower fairwater. Was
she actually so ugly a diesel boat messcook would turn her down... Or are you making
that up?

Eng raved DOIphlnS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In 1993, my wife and | visited the SubBase, New London... Make that Groton. While
there, we were introduced to a lad... Fine young qualified man. He had heard that | was
an old fossil left over from the diesel boat days. After he introduced himself, he
unpinned his dolphins and handed them to me. | turned them over and on the backside
it read

USS SO-IN-SO (SS-??7?) APRIL 1952 USS SO-IN-SO (SSN-???) AUGUST 1991

Father and son Dolphins. Can you imagine what it would mean to have your skipper pin
Dolphins on you that your old man earned? That would be one explosive moment... A
lifetime-keeper memory.

Over the years, | have seen several sets of ‘engraved Dolphins'... | have always envied
men who were so loved and respected by the lads they served with or would be loved
by a woman so much that they would be given a set of Dolphins with an engraved
sentiment on the back.

In the late '80s, | lost a very close shipmate. He got out when | did but never felt

comfortable so after five or six years, he went back... Signed up... Eventually made
Master Chief... Served a couple of tours in Viet-Nam as a U.S. Naval advisor assigned to
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a South Vietnamese river patrol gunboat. Hell of a man... Great submarine sailor. He
died on active duty and was buried in Arlington National Cemetery.

It wasn't until that kid at the SubBase handed me that set of engraved Dolphins that the
full significance registered. What | would have given to have purchased a set of
sterling... Solid sterling Balfours (the Sub Museum sells solid Balfour enlisted
Dolphins)... Purchased a set and had some jeweler engrave, 'SAVE ME A RACK IN THE
ALLEY - DEX' on the back and give them to the undertaker to pin on his blues. Little
thing no one would have known or given a damn about, but | would have known... And
if what they say is true, he would have known.

How close were we? We enlisted together. His father swore us both in... His dad was
the toughest four-striper that ever lived... And our serial numbers were consecutive...
His ended in 51... Mine in 52. He always maintained he was senior to me because his
old man swore him in first... When in fact, he was senior to me because he was simply
the better man.

Engraved Dolphins... If the 'After Battery Rat' could leave something positive with you,
it would be to foster and encourage more extensive use of the practice of presenting
engraved Dolphins. | really envied guys who got them... | guess they did something
very right.

Just think, what if , in your old cuff link box, there was an old tarnished set of Dolphins
with 'THELMA' her bra size and 'JULY 1959' on the back. That would be submarine
history!

Been Saved, HALLELUJAH, Been Saved

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

There was a story many years ago. A buyer for a major cigarette distributor was in
North Carolina buying several box car loads of Raleighs. The fellow representing
Raleighs shook the buyer's hand and said,

"You won't be sorry... Our formula now calls for 5% tobacco mixed with 95% horseshit."

The buyer looked surprised...

"Heck, give me six more box car loads... | never knew there was any tobacco in the
damn things."

That is just about where these sea stories are... We're at 5% and holding. The truth has
been diluted to the point that it is no longer visible without the use of long range optics.
My wife now sleeps with a double barrel shotgun and garlic around her neck... Knowing
that the ghost of Hyman Rickover may return and eat her husband's heart out any day
now. She has not been herself since she returned one evening late and found the entire
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blue crew of a boomer doing a voodoo dance on our lawn... Handling snakes, speaking
in tongues, burning incense and throwing chicken bones in the air.

We were never worried until Patty Wayne let some nuclear secrets out of the bag. Diesel
boat sailors were taught that the magic words of the nuke navy were "Sadda-ga-doola,
micha-ga-boola, bibbidy-boppity-boo, Tippacanoe and Tyler too..." We never knew it
was "Yadda-yadda-yadda..." But the scariest part was the revelation that Hyman himself
was none other than the Anti-Christ.

"Holy catfish, Andy... Do dis mean dat lil' beady-eyed... unhappy looking... self-inflating
ferret... who, if boiled for half a day, wouldn't make a good bowl of soup for a sick
man... That little man who viewed the world through lenses as thick as the bottom of a
grape soda bottle... Do dis mean he in de league wid de debbil?"

"Or do dis mean dat lil' miserable sonuvabitch ++ IS ++ de debbil?"

"All dis gotta be 'splained to us dumb bastards ob de fossil fuel fleet... Us
reprehensible, no 'count, wuffless folk dat done been classified as a carbuncle on de
hind end ob de Goddess of Deep Submergence. Reverend Patty '‘Bubba Boudreaux’
Wayne ob de 'Church of What's Happenin' Now', done done us all a great service by
enlightening us to the true nature ob de 'Big Daddy of the Atomic Monster'. From now
on, we gonna bolt de do'e at de Smoke Boat Chapter ob de Mystic Knights of the Sea
lodge hall..."

"Check de flypaper mama, | think we caught another one..."
"Wat'z the limit, Andy?"
"Dunno, but | does know, tain't proper to haul in more dan you kin cook 'n eat."

Okay Stone, we're gonna have to start takin' em off the hook and throwing them back...

COﬂtrO| ROOm by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The control room was the compartment where you could go to get the straight dope...
Make that, as much straight dope as the United States Navy thought an E-3 should be
trusted with.

| had joined the Navy voluntarily... No one hypnotized me, tossed me in a gunny sack
and hauled me off to Great Lakes. Nope, did it to myself... Listened to a Navy recruiter
named Malleck... Old first class gunners' mate who had sailed with Noah... The slick
talking, silver-tongued sonuvabitch had pictures of Hong Kong... Tahiti... Beaches in
the Med... Hula girls... Palm trees... Faraway places with smiling bluejackets and good
looking women, all over the walls of his office. It seems odd, looking back... He didn't
have any photos of midnight loading parties... Of sailors freezing their doodads off in
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the North Atlantic. No pictures of barmaids with tattooed tits and a glass eye... No guys
with chipping hammers and paint scrapers. Malleck just had pictures of places we never
went and sweet young things we never saw.

Hell, I couldn't get in fast enough!

The way he explained it to me... It would be Great Lakes, then the beach in Tahiti, where
as he put it,

"The only way you can keep the wimmin' off ya, is to turn queer."

He never once alluded to the remote possibility that | might see Iceland, Greenland,
Newfoundland, and a helluva lot of floating ice... And hula girls only on maneuvering
room calendars.

| joined. I let them pinch me, poke me, stick needles in me, remove vials of blood, and
peek into crevasses, cavities, and orifices | had never seen inside, myself.

| let them yell at me... Say terrible things about my ancestors, living relatives, religion,
hometown, intelligence and personal appearance, state, mother, and way of life.

| had gone to New London where medics played games no longer associated with
civilized behavior... And | learned more about the mechanical care and operation of
stuff that | ever had any remote desire to know. | got an academic diploma... My
knowledge of things mechanical did not extend far beyond ignition keys, can openers
and light switches. Somebody on Ron's BBS said,

"l didn't think sub school was that hard..."

| figure anyone who said that could make you an operating grandfather clock if you
handed him a jacknife and a telephone pole.

The Navy sent some guy from the FBI to talk to my neighbors, teachers and the minister
of a church I hadn't seen the inside of in 15 years.

After all this, the United States Navy didn't trust me enough to tell me where we were
going half the time. | certainly wasn't going to tell the Russians... First, | didn't have a
Dick Tracy pressure hull-penetrating wrist radio... And being from East Tennessee, a
not too popular Communist influence hangout, | wouldn't have recognized a Red if he
hopped out of the vent lines with a picture of Lenin tattooed on his cheek.

Speaking of Communists, when some Russian trawler would show up... Everyone

figured it was looking for us. They could be hauling in fish by the ton and the exec
would say,
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"It's all for cover... The bastards are spooks looking for us... Spyships... Dex, you want
to take alook? Check out all that electronic equipment on the bridge.”

| looked through the scope and all | saw were old porked up, doofus-looking Russian
women wearing leather aprons and black head scarves... Hanging over the rust-stained
fantail, smoking brown cigarettes and scratching themselves in weird places. If they
were spies, they sure had great disguises. Mrs. Portachenko and the Dig and Scratch
Sweethearts didn't look like they could find their asses with a roadmap. My failure to
recognize the Communist threat was one of the reasons | was never selected to be
CNO.

The control room was supposed to be where you could go to validate or discredit
rumors... Where you could go look at charts... Listen to officers discuss things like OP
order specifics... FINEX times... And ETAs. The conning tower was the Sacred
Tabernacle of the Skipper (God's direct representative in the North Atlantic).

The control room was like the central outdoor market in downtown Baghdad. Wise
traders came to traffic in lies, cleverly packaged bullshit, the latest rumors, gossip,
grapevine produce, and high-grade horseshit.

Truth never made an appearance... Maybe it did, can't say for sure... But if it did, it
didn't stay long enough for us to recognize it.

There was always some old "I've been everywhere and seen everything" cigar chewing
Chief camped out on the hydraulic manifold. The hydraulic manifold was the place all
submarine qualified Chiefs went before they retired or died. One of my biggest fears
was that when I got to Hell it would be full of Chief Petty Officers and hydraulic
manifolds. Then somebody came up with something even scarier... Someone said that
when | died, the Devil was gonna make me hot rack with Rickover... I've sinned, but
nowhere near the point where they make you hot sack with THAT beady-eyed ferret! If |
had known that was even a possibility, | would have taken Billy Graham pills and
renounced my association with Ray Stone.

All Chiefs lie... Lying, beer drinking and blue streak cussing are the only practical
factors once you transcend above the rag hat.

Chief Petty Officers owned the control room. They ruled it from their padded locker
perch by the hydraulic manifold. You had to be a major league, pathological liar beyond
salvage or redemption to survive in the control room.

No matter how wild the lie... How fantastic and unbelievable... No matter how fully
horsecrap-loaded the plot vehicle was, it never failed... Some old barnacle butt, smoke
boat Chief would open with,

"Hell, that ain't nothin'... Back in '42..."
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The words 'that ain't nothin' have preceded some of the gahdamedest self-
manufactured bull dookey ever dumped on mankind. Submarine Chiefs in my day, made
Bill Clinton's lying amateur-level stuff. If lying ever becomes an olympic event, the old
E-9s will collect gold medals like dogs collect fleas.

The control room was where it all happened... It was where the wardroom mingled with
the 'Great Unwashed' and all the big doins' were hashed out. It was the crossroads...
The tracks. The alley housed the riff raff... The hobo community... Bums and assorted
trash... We loved it. The jungle below the sea.

Most meaningful memories of submarine duty center around the messdecks or the
control room.

"Blow negative to the mark!"

"To the mark, aye!"

"Negative blown to the mark!"

"Chief, cycle the vents..."

(Pop, pop, pop, pop, pop, pop)

"Vents cycled and shut!"

"Very well, make your depth 200, three down..."
"Two hundred... Three degrees down bubble!"

"Chief, what does it take for a sonuvabitch to get a dry jacket and a hot cup of
something resembling coffee?"

"Ask politely."
"You want polite conversation, ride the Queen Mary..."

Sitting here, damn near 40 years later watching the sun go down and inventorying
God's lightnin' bugs... It seems like only yesterday.

RatS on the HOOf by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

If you were lucky, the exec was happy, your division officer had an early tee time, the
COB wanted to get an oil change, and Lady Luck wasn't in the middle of her period, they
put down liberty at 1300 on Fridays.
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For qualified non-rated personnel, there was only one way to see Norfolk and that was
though the rear view mirror of a vehicle getting the hell outta town.

Trouble was, on E-3, sub, sea, and foreign duty pay, owning a car all by yourself was
impossible. Flying was out of the question... No passenger trains in Norfolk... Round
trip bus tickets could take a 50% bite out of a months pay... That left hitchhiking.

These were the pre-wierdo days. The days when a few beers and adventures behind bra
hooks and panty elastic was as good and as far out as it got. Nobody wrapped
themselves around chemically concocted crap that highjacked your ability to interact
with the entire human race.

Somewhere between 1300 and sunset on Friday, half the naval vessels of the known
world dumped their liberty sections, and Routes 460 and 17 became lined with raghats
hauling AWOL bags. It was easy to pick out the boat sailors... The cheap bastards had
those stupid looking green bunk bags... Those goofy things with four snap straps. You
could overlap the two in the middle, snap ‘em together and make a handle. What you
created by doing this was a hootinanny arrangement that folded in the middle, was
green and ugly and told every submariner operating without a seeing eye dog, that you
were a boat sailor. It was very unsatisfactory luggage but a smoke boat sailor would
burn flat spots in new tires to pick you up... It came with Dolphins.

(Author's note: Ray Stone, possibly the only man on the planet to still own a diesel boat
bunk bag, a flat hat and Bells' locker club membership card, has recently been inducted
into the Cheap Sonuvabitches Hall of Fame for calling his old, worn out bunk bag, carry-
on luggage.)

There was an art to hitchhiking out of Norfolk. You had to develop a gimmick because
the compitetion was astronomical. There were ten billion raghats and only "X" number
of yankee tourists heading back to New Jersey. By the time you got to the York River
bridge, the herd had thinned out... If you had a crutch (the duty hitchhiking crutch) and
you stood at the stoplight, you always got a ride.

Above Yorktown there was a town called Gloucester, Virginia. It was a municipality
populated by the most unpatriotic, worthless, no ‘count, bushwacking sonuvabitches
God ever made. If ever a community deserved an atomic bomb drop, it was Gloucester.

Gloucester was the county seat and had the county courthouse smack in the middle of
town in a square... Literally, a square. You had to make four 90 degree turns to get
through the gahdam town. The devious bastards created a zone where auto traffic went
from 55 miles an hour to 12 miles an hour in a little over fifty feet. All the civic
improvements in the county were subsidized by the systematic Friday Night Fleecing of
the Fleet
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The low-life animals of Gloucester set up a Winnebago-looking portable courthouse in a
high school parking lot and created a drive through traffic court designed specifically to
separate John Q. Bluejacket from his liberty money.

A one-legged midget wearing a deep-sea diving boot could get through town faster than
you could legally drive. | personally own $32.00 worth of something down there.

Once in a P.O.W. indoctrination, the instructor asked,
"What do you think your breaking point would be?"

"Chief... If the Russians got me, | think | could hold out until (A) they made me listen to
two hours of Porter Wagner music or (B) attached high voltage electrodes to my
testicles, at which point | would have no other choice but to tell them about the ultra-
secret National Military Command Center concealed directly below Gloucester,
Virginia."

If you're a citizen of Gloucester and you die... You go directly to Hell.. You don't pass
"GO" and you don't collect two hundred dollars.

Up Route 17 there was a "Stuckeys" at Bowling Green. They made a living selling pecan
logs to old ladies heading north. They also made great chili... Dime store chili with wall-
to-wall kidney beans. We used to stop and get wrapped around a bowl of chili... | always
got out of the car around DC, but I've heard stories about carloads of boat sailors
driving past Baltimore in 20 degree weather with all the windows rolled down, once
those kidney beans kicked in. If there's one thing all smoke boat lads fully understood,
it was "BAD AIR."

On Sunday night heading back from DC, you had two choices. Trailways and
Greyhound rolled out their 'old, worn out, pre on-board restroom vintage, wooden
spoke-wheeled, worn out seats' buses with soon-to-be embalmed drivers. They were
called N.O.B. Specials... The sign always read "NAVAL OPERATING BASE" and they left
at midnight. They guarenteed you would make Monday morning quarters and set you
back twelve bucks... Somebody always had to punch out one or two drunks so you
could sleep.

Somewhere south of Tappahannock, the bus pulled off the highway so members of the
sea-going armed forces could deliver processed Budweiser to a cornfield.

If you missed the last bus, your best chance for a ride was the parking lot at the Dixie
Pig Bar B Q on Route One. The Dixie Pig was the place bluejackets who flirted with
missing movement, stopped to find kindred spirits with gas money.

From 2200 to dawn, Routes #1 and #460 looked like the nocturnal return of the Mongol
horde. While America slept, men whose sole purpose in life was the projection of naval
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power throughout the world, were moving through Gloucester at 10 miles an hour,
heading back to their ships.

Rumor had it Rickover sent limos with wet bars, TV and stewardesses for the lads who
romanced radioactivity. Those guys had keys to the subterranean Gloucester by-pass...
And the God-given good sense to stay the hell away from Stuckeys chili.

John Q. Boatsailor, Always a Class Act

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Ray Stone... Retired chief... Ex-petroleum-powered submarine sailor and Master of
Socially Unacceptable Behavior, turned up at my front doorstep the other day. He had
behaved himself for a complete 24 hours - in arow - so Toots attached his 20-foot
logging chain leash and took him for a walk. When he arrived, he had two incredible e-
mails.

The first was a real keeper from an ex-raghat from East Tennessee, who had some very
heartwarming things to say about Ray's website. Hark, "...Elephants at a dime a herd?"
Great stuff!! Ray and | damn near busted a gut. Thanks 'Cracker Box'... A real keeper.

Next, an e-mail from 'Tiger Flower'... Who'n the hell is Tiger Flower? Used to be a
barmaid named 'Tiger'. Used to haul suds at the George Washington Bar outside the
main gate at the Norfolk Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth. Good looking little sweetheart,
married to some can sailor, riding an old Fletcher 700 class antique, operating with
DESRON 22. He was a lucky guy... She was his girl and she let you know it. If you made
a pass, she would say,

"Back off bubblehead, I'm atin can sailor's girl."

Then she'd wink, flip up her skirt and show you the two, three-bladed propellers
embroidered in a three inch spread right smack in the seat of her panties.

"Twin screws and built for speed... Destroyer girl..."

Thelma at Bells never did that. Maybe that's something we can all be thankful for this
Thanksgiving.

Tiger Flower? | read on through the e-mail... Holy Jumpin' Jeezus! This is not the 'Tin
Can Tiger' from my diesel boat days, but an old teenage flame from years long ago. She
was an absolute angel... One of God's sweetest creatures... One of a very limited
number of female type personnel who could read my trash with forgiveness and
understanding.

A gal whose beauty has stood the test of time and who never looks like she needs a
yard period. A smiling lady who can pack a bra tighter than an electrician's bunk bag.
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Tiger Flower's married to a Cracker Jack fellow. Our spouses are tolerant enough to
permit the world's most passionate long distance platonic love affair to survive. Forty-
five years... Gotta be some kind of record. Actually, I've always been in love with her
mother... You can see where her beauty came from. Mary, her mother, got packaged
with beauty at the Grace Kelly level. We're talking prettiness upon which teenage
fantasies are built.

Unfortunately, the keeper of the harem, the husband and father, was an active duty
high-ranking Army officer, with combat decorations running over his shoulder and three
quarters of the way down his back. One mistake... One misinterpretation of honorable
intent... One misguided secret thought about unknown treasure beyond forbidden

nylon borders... And you knew beyond a shadow of any doubt, Col Pit Bull would have
you for lunch.

The Sultan of the Harem let you know in no uncertain terms that he fully understood the
circuitry of the male teenage mind and that flirtation, no matter how minor, with
improper behavior within a ten-mile radius of Tiger Flower would without question, lead
to your immediate destruction and eternal damnation. In short, you'd be tap dancing in
the firey furnace with no parole. All thoughts of sub-elastic lingerie exploration could be
immediately erased by one fleeting vision of Col Mad Dog ripping out your jugular vein.
This only left long range, no hands love... The 45 year kind.

A small story by way of illustration... When | rode Requin some years later, Tiger Flower
was to be married and | got an invitation. Her dad was then flag rank... Heavy duty bone
crusher. | was at the time, an east coast smoke boat qualified E-3... Possibly the number
one lightweight in the naval establishment. The general's favorite breakfast | am told,
was two bowls of E-3s followed by a spit-roasted second lieutenant.

| was broke. We had just come in from punching invisible holes in the North Atlantic.
Somewhere, between the Chesapeake lightship and making the turn around fort Wool,|
showered, shaved and doused myself with the requisite two and a half gallons of Aqua
Velva. In the early 60s, everyone in the navy knew that you had to cover up a diesel boat
smell to be acceptable in anything resembling polite society. On the scale of social
acceptability, submarine sailors registered four points below Mexican pimps, right
above child molesting mass murderers. Aqua Velva was developed so those diesel boat
sailors could disguise themselves to pass among those in polite society.

| threw a clean set of starched whites and a pre-pressed "greasy snake" neckerchiefin a
valpack and shoved off. There was magic in the old thumb and by morning | arrived at
my destination, having hitchhiked through the night.

At the wedding, | was the token enlisted man and the singular representative of the
naval establishment. John Q. Bluejacket... Dolphins... One lousy ribbon... You remember
the red and yellow ribbon we called the 'bellybutton ribbon' because every sonuvabitch
had one? | was up to my armpits in guys wearing every medal ever invented. If you
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could have highjacked all the coats in that church, you could have opened up a thriving
mail order war surplus business.

The bride was absolutely four-oh, knockout, beautiful... Hell, she was always four-oh
beautiful but, there is something about a good looking girl in all white that makes you
want to rake your antlers on pine tree bark... How did that guy up there with my long-
range fantasy get past General Buttbuster? How did he break the code?

Well, the wedding concluded and the pride of the United States Submarine Service...
Naval rep assigned to witness (at range) the forever-lost possibility of fantasy
fulfillment... Left for the reception.

At this point, | would like to present my side in explanation for my subsequent behavior.
| would like to use the "Sonuvabitches Sandbagged Me" defense.

| arrived at this very exclusive country club... We're talking the kind of place where guys
who were dressed up like organ grinder monkeys, parked your car. Not the kind of place
where you run into other boat sailors... You know, guys who rode boats in other
squadrons... Guys you ran into everywhere you went... Places like, coincidentally
peeing in the same alley in Panama. It wasn't that kind of place.

These people never heard of paper plates and Styrofoam cups. Everything was served
in silver plated cups or on little crystal plates. They had a guy who shined your shoes
when you hit the head (Thought about kidnapping the poor rascal and chaining him up
in the head in Bells Bar).

The bride was off somewhere... You know, that place women go to giggle a lot and
exchange coded information only understood by other women. The bride's mom looked
like something Michelangelo whittled out on an exceptionally good day... One beautiful
lady.

The father of the bride, displaying a ton and a half of hardware accumulated sending
Germans and North Koreans off to Hell was circulating making it known that the bar
was open and big time whiskey swilling was underway.

Not wanting to get a snoot full (Please re-read... Very important in my defense,
considering what follows), | repeat... Not wanting to look like a typical torpedoman, |
found this ginger ale fountain... This great big silver-plated contraption with three lion's
heads... Big ol' silver lion heads with ginger ale squirting out of their mouths into this
big silver bowl.

It had some kind of interior recirculating pump that kept recycling that cold ginger ale.
All you had to do was hold a silver cup up to Mr. Lion and the rascal would spit you a
cup full of ginger ale. I was really thirsty, so Mr. Lion and me did some heavy thirst
quenching.
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Problem... Mr. Lion was spitting out flat champagne... You pump French champagne
over and over, and all the bubbles take off...Leaving what | was to discover was a
consumable version of an anti-tank mine behind. It had a delayed fuse that went off
between your ears that totally impared your ability to behave like non-boat service
personnel.

Shortly after my dibilitating attack of armor piercing ginger ale, the bride appeared in all
her radient lovliness... At least, | think so... She was very out of focus and appeared to
be on some kind of rotating amusement ride... And my kneecaps detected siesmic
disturbance taking place in the floor tile.

Someone announced that the bride was about to toss 'the garter'. At exactly this point
in time, five of the seven dwarfs began to ice skate across the backside of my eyeballs
and | was siezed by an acute attack of spinal jello-itis and space aliens from the planet
Mongo highjacked all of my gentleman genes.

| heard this voice say something to the effect of,

"Dex... Here comes my garter!"

Then,

"Dex, what happened? | threw it right to you!"

Just at that moment | was the victim of what had to be transmigrating ventriloquism...
Out of my idiotic mouth came,

"I'm waiting on your panties!"
History was made at this point. A former SUBRON Six diesel boat messcook and deck
ape was given a brigadier general escort to his car and given directions to the North

Pole.

| have my bride's permission to love this lovely lady... One of a very few people in my
life who can take my nonsense for a very extended period of time.

Never got her panties... Should have... It was the least she could have done for a drunk
boat sailor who traveled all night, stinking of over indulgence in Aqua Velva, to bring
the Class of SUBRON Six to the festivities.

RaZOF B|adeS and |VOI’y Soap by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

There was a point in time... All you lads who rode submersible iron will recognize the
point... A point where you could tell exactly how long you had been out by the diameter
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of the salt stain in the armpits of your last clean dungaree shirt. The point where all of
your fellow inmates smelled like the inside of Olga Korbut's gym shorts.

At this point in the interest of human preservation and fear that his ship was taking on
the internal atmosphere of the monkey house at the Chicago zoo... The Old Man would
lift water restriction and allow ‘white light' in the berthing compartments.

Men, who had lived and interacted in the dim glow of night vision-preserving red light,
got a good look at each other for the first time in weeks. It wasn't a pretty sight...

"Jeezus, have | been living with these animals?"

The after battery looked like a garbage dump. Shredded ration boxes, stray socks...
Magazines, loaded butt kits... Sour towels and a collection of dirty laundry that had
matured to the point it was turning into limburger cheese.

It was a point far past the day we had wrapped ourselves around the last of the potatoes
stored in the showers. The only visual evidence of their previous existence were the
wadded up gunny sacks carpeting the deck of the after battery head and whatever GDU-
delivered peels the fish off Nova Scotia were dining on... The 'ldaho's Best' rug in the
sonar shack was the residual product of some previous deployment.

For those of you who never rode Uncle Sam's underseas technological treats, a smoke
boat shower was an aluminum box the size of a coffin designed for Mickey Rooney. It
had a shower head that delivered semi-hot water at the rate of five peeing humming
birds and a shelf for soap that could leave a very distinctive purple mark on your upper
biceps if the boat took a roll during occupancy... And a deck drain... A hole through
which amazing things could appear if anyone put a pressure in number two sanitary
tank without shutting the required gate valve and quick throw.

Even though you had to Crisco your ass to turn around in the damn thing, it was the
closest thing to heaven a diesel boat sailor came in contact with at sea.

Everyone shucked his dungarees down to his skivvies... Grabbed a towel and his
‘douche bag' (subsailor for shaving kit) and got in line. While guys rooted through
sidelockers for their shower gear, towel fights broke out... Not Cub Scout towel flipping,
serious heavy-duty towel popping. The kind that can take little chunks of hiney if you
couldn't move and fend off the shot. Grown men laughing and popping each other with
towels... Underseas recreation at its finest.

After a two-minute soapdown, scrub and arinse, men would lather up and scrape off
weeks of beard accumulation. Lifers who never shelled out for razor blades would say,

"Hey kid... How about seconds on that blade?"
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Cheap bastards... Same guys that ran out of sea stores smokes after two weeks... Same
guys who would wander around Bells filling their glass from any available pitcher. They
are probably millionaires now and live by tax loopholes.

Bottles of Vitalis, Lucky Tiger, Mennens, Old Spice, Aqua Velva, and God knows what
else, appeared from side lockers. In thirty minutes, the entire boat smelled like the
parlor of the best whorehouse in New Orleans.

Adrian Stukey would break into a Ray Charles song and do his aboriginal dance... He
employed footwork only known to Stukey and three Congolese witch doctors. The man
had moves Fred Astaire and Gene Kelly never thought of... Sort of reminiscent of an
electrocuted orangutan, mixed with the mating dance of the Australian Dingo eaters.

By some miracle, clean white skivvy shirts appeared. Some with the names of guys,
who rode the boat five or six years previously, stenciled across the back.

"Who in the hell is Garabaldi, D. L.?"

"How'n the hell do | know?"

"Musta been some boat sailor.”

"Yeh, | guess... What's it to you... You writing a gahdam book?"
"Maybe someday... Who knows?"

Nah... Who'd give a damn about reading stuff about this jacked up bunch of idiots?
Who'd believe it? Once upon atime, | lived among people who volunteered to live like
primates in an iron septic tank with lousy air, shared sleeping arrangements, had at
least four leaks (air, oil, water, and security), made weird sounds, and agitated like a
warped washing machine, for less money than you could fit into a gahdam gumball
machine... Who'd read crap like that?

When the Goddess of Personal Hygiene looked down and blessed the residents of the
roaming hotel SS-481... It was good.

It was also good to live among men who were right where they wanted to be... Nobody
chloroformed them and hauled them off to New London. Nobody ever called their
number at the Selective Service Board. They volunteered... Every gahdam one. Most of
the world didn't even know they were there... Boats... Little primitive communities of the
finest men I've ever known that lived in metal containers and took them to sea. There
has to be a story in there somewhere.

The next time you see a Texaco tank truck rolling down the highway, just for a moment

visualize it a couple of hundred feet underwater... Then picture thirty or forty happy-go-
lucky half-naked men singing, doing silly dancing and towel fighting inside... And
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willing to do whatever it took to keep nasty folks with weird political agendas from
crawling through your bedroom window. Those lads were my shipmates.

Author's note: In the ensuing years, service under the sea has changed for the better.
Lads today are not known as 'pig boat sailors'. Today's modern submersibles are more
conducive to proper personal hygiene, grooming and gentlemanly attire. After a hard
day of fission monitoring, switch flipping and gauge dickering, our present day
subsurface bluejacket may attend a lecture on molecular configuration of high-density
hydrocarbons emanating from the planet Mongo. He and soon to be, she, can opt for a
live concert... Polo... Fencing or a little commingling in a hot tub... Mint Juleps followed
by a shrimp cocktail precedes the evening meal after which those not engaged in ship's
work or on watch are free to attend a visiting Broadway stage production or enjoy a
Swedish massage in the crew comfort compartment.

Before retiring, he or she fills out his or her "What | like about Naval Service'
guestionnaire which is handed to the first or second class bedtime story petty officer...
Then after a telling of the 'Three Bears and the Call Girl' story, they say their '‘God bless
Hyman Rickover' prayer, drink their hot cocoa and turn in to their Martha Stewart
approved poopy sacks to dream of super computers in accordance with current
prescribed force policy.

It's a helluva lot better these days.

Warm Summer nghts by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Remember those summer nights... Full moon... Calm seas... Night steaming surfaced...
Lookouts and O. D. on the bridge? Phosphorescent water slipping past the tank tops
and sliding away aft into the glow of the stern light... Soft, light snapping made by the
nylon ensign flying aft of the salil.

"Bridge, conn... Permission to lay to the bridge."

"Granted."

"Sir... Got two blond and sweets and a black and bitter."

"Very well."

"Dex, take a sweep around... Report your contacts then drop down and give ‘em a hand
with the coffee.”

"Aye sir... Can at about zero-eight-zero still holding position... Lights at one-one-zero,

possible fishing boat, closest point of approach considering running lights would put
her well aft.”
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"Very well... Permission to lay below."
"Lay below aye, Stuke, watch that can for me."

You always zipped your 7x50s in your jacket. Swinging binoculars could hit a ladder
step when you rode the rails down. If they bounced off a step, they could bust your
nose or do a job on your front teeth. A little lesson even a dimwit could figure out after
one bloody experience.

Coffee always tasted great after midnight. You got that Iguana plasma, bottom of the pot
stuff... So strong, you could damn near whittle off chunks to chew on. Caffeine at the
'‘wake the dead' level. Great stuff.

Night steaming meant the chief standing watch on the hydraulic manifold had nothing
to do but tell lies about the 'Old Navy' and make sure folks ran coffee to the guys 'on the
roof".

There is no closer group on the face of the earth than an underway watch section. After
forty years, | still remember how they all took their coffee and who you could bum a
non-filtered cigarette from.

| take a lot of undeserved shots at the guys who bummed stuff at sea. In Mesa, Arizona,
| can hear my old running mate, Adrian Stukey turning to his lovely bride and saying,

"Who is Dex kidding? I'd like to have a gahdam nickel for every time the worthless
sonuvabitch fished my pack out of my dungaree pocket and hit me up... Must have a
very selective memory!"

To tell the truth, boat sailors were the most generous people | have ever known. That
needs to be said.

An upturned white hat on a mess table was a silent signal that indicated someone on
the boat needed you to dig in your pocket to fund something.

One instance comes to mind... Came through the messdeck and there was an upturned
raghat with a little piece of paper... 'Little Requin angel needs first communion dress.'

One old barnacle-encrusted engineman tossed in a twenty... Drew a cup of coffee,
looked at the cook and said,

"What'n the hell's a communion dress?"
That was Requin.

He also said,
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"Boy, THAT'S a switch... Some Requin sailor wanting to put a dress ON a female."

John T., if you're alive, we all knew what a selfless, giving rascal you were. | tried to say
‘thanks' to you one night in '60... A little gal | dated at Mary Washington college, came
down to Norfolk to visit family. I didn't have a dime and a nickel to rub together... Hit
everyone aboard up to scrape together money to pick up my blues that had been re-
piped in Bells Naval Tailors, and fund a modest dinner. When | went to pick up my
blues, the lady said the work was paid for... And she smiled and told me to look in the
jumper pocket - It had $25 folded up inside.

You were in Bells smoking one of your gawdawful cigars and shooting eight ball. | tried
to thank you and tell you I'd pay you back, and you said,

"l have no gahdam idea what you're talking about... Didn't your mother teach you not to
interrupt grown men shooting pool? Get the hell outta here!"

You took a shot and told some burnt out barmaid,

"Requin is crawling with idiots like that..."

John T., we had crabcakes and Pepsi out at Ocean View.

The bridge on a summer night was a great place to be. Some nights, a signalman would
haul up a signal light and fill the night with light flashes that exchanged greetings and
information that radiomen could have swapped with a lot less trouble in a helluva lot

less time... One of those questions far beyond E-3 comprehension.

Some nights, porpoise would leap in the bow wave... That is something guys who did
time in the Wisconsin Guard missed.

One thing about the North Atlantic... When the wake closes in and the foam settles
back, there is nothing to mark your passage... Nothing but the pictures in your head.

Te” Ray tO StOp by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| was watching the Discovery Channel the other night and they were showing scenes
from the nuclear power school... In the lobby, they had this larger-than-life bronze bust
of Admiral Rickover. Over the years, a tradition had evolved... Each sailor passing
would give the old admiral a rub on the nose. Suffice it to say, Rickover got issued a
rather prominent proboscis.

It was also evident that the statuary's original patina had long vanished, leaving the
father of atomic propulsion with a bright brass schnozz.

(Sung to the tune of 'Rudolph, the Red-Nose Reindeer')
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"Hyman, the shifty-eyed Rickover...
Had a very shiny nose...

And if you ever saw him...

You would even say it glows.

All of the other smokies...

Used to laugh and call him names...
He wouldn't let his nukeys...

Join in any grab-ass games."

If | have told Ray once, | have told him a thousand times... Quit scaring little children.
Forgive us, Gene Autry.

Lingerie Beneath the Sea vy sob pex: armstrong

| guess | should stay the hell out of this 'women on the boats' stuff. | have a God-given
talent for stepping in the gumbo strictly by accident without intentionally seeking out
cobra pits to jump into... But, | figured that | had better come out of the closet before
some Requin shipmate pinned the tail on my donkey.

First, I'm an old fashioned Cro-Magnon bluejacket... Love women... Loved 'em so much
that when | went north and learned about homosexuality, | thought it was great...
Figured it would favorably adjust the odds of a broke E-3 getting laid. | later learned that
there were actually two homosexuals in East Tennessee but they never came out in the
daytime so nobody had actually seen them.

In the late fifties, early sixties, women were the best they've ever been. If you were lucky
enough to capture one and freeze her attitude against evolutionary change known as
progress, you got a real keeper.

They were soft and fluffy, and smelled great... Jergens lotion... Palmolive soap... Radio
Girl perfume... Painted toenails packaged in lace and protected by Houdini-tested bra
hooks. They were real women... Those little darlings could tie you in knots or make you
feel like Paul Bunyan on dope.

In the late 60's when insanity ruled, women became shaggy, raggedy-ass creatures for
some reason that was never made clear to me. | missed the relevant connection
between poor personal hygiene and the advancement of a political conviction. But then,
| was still pulling for some kind of Hail Mary, fourth quarter long bomb when the North
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Vietnamese regulars were pole vaulting over the Saigon embassy wall. | had this
wonderful plan to drop six or eight megaton nuclear devices in North Vietnam so all the
soldiers would come home to see if their folks were still around... So much for 'Why |
will never be president'... Make that reason number 2,463.

Back to women... They never recovered from the sixties. Take a high school kid today...
Takes Mary Lou to the prom... On the way home, they drop anchor at the local goody
bush... When the poor kid finally gets the package unwrapped, his main squeeze is
wearing women's gray cotton jockey underwear. For crissakes, who came up with that
'‘best forgotten' idea? And what genius invented panty hose? Makes romance appear a
lot like skinning a water moccasin. Give me an old fashioned girl... Bright red Doris Day
lipstick and a black lace garter belt and | would chew my way through the pressure hull
to lay alongside.

Women today are really different... Have no idea why... Why a female journalist would go
to court and sue for the right to go into a major league locker room to interview ball
players with their tallywackers hanging out... Never got a handle on that one... Often
wondered if her successful verdict meant that if | was having a slow day, | had the right
to wander into the ladies room and shoot the Tampax machine until | ran out of dimes.

Can't figure out feminists, either. Why in the hell would a good lookin', A-number-one
dream goddess want to rush hell-bent into boxing or professional wrestling? I'm not so
damn sure the world really needs roller derby queens. | got the idea that this whole
generation of screwball females won't be happy until they are shaving their mustaches
off everyday and peeing standing up. For what? Just to establish they have the right to
do it? Hell, we all have the right to shove a beer can up our gahdam nose... But who in
the hell thinks it's a good idea? Just because you have the right to do something,
doesn't mean it's a good idea.

| missed the turn in the road where motherhood, sweet gentleness and lace panties
became a bad idea.

Now here is where | do the swan dive into the soup...

War is bad enough... Horrid enough... Nasty, stinking and bloody enough without:
(1) Adding to the frigging stupidity of men having to witness the destruction of what
they should have been taught by caring mothers, is that most dear thing in life,

womanhood... And:

(2) Taking away from a lad engaged in combat, the vision of being the protector of
goodness, defender of home and hearth and champion of fair ladies.

And last, what heavy-duty combat man wants to include in his mental album of combat
memories, the vision of a female messmate with her chest blown open or having

156



unwanted gang sex in a POW camp where he is powerless to intercede? Why would any
woman rush headlong to hang those possibilities around a good man's neck?

There are things that men should not do... You shouldn't peek under a nun's habit... And
there are a couple of things you shouldn't do if you are the primary tenant in the White
House. Sure you can do it, but it simply isn't a good idea. Women on subs, no matter
how tame they have become... No matter how gentlemanly, sensitive and considerate
the crews have become... No matter the level of self-control mastery... Women on
submarines is a jacked-up stupid idea, condoned and supported by cringing sheep that
man the highest positions in our Navy... Men with birdshot-size testicles who should
don paperbags on their heads when passing the oil painting of Arleigh Burke in the
CNOs corridor in the pentagon. You could boil the entire admiral corps in today's navy
and you wouldn't get a good bowl of soup for a sick man.

Having said that, you men have no idea what kind of heat | have generated for myself.
Only Stone and Hemming have a clear picture of the future level of armor-piercing
incoming | face.

Why? Because | am the extremely proud father of a daughter who is a high-performance
paratrooper in the 82nd Airborne Division... Master parachutist wings... Wears in
addition, Australian Airborne qualification wings... Current jumpmaster regularly
discharging that responsibility... Went into Irag on Attack 1991... Bad jump on return
compression fracture L-1 vertebrae... Recovered... C.O. of division sends her for O.C.S.
selection... Attends O.C.S. at infantry school, Benning... Is awarded Jess Wall's saber on
graduation... Distinction reserved for '‘Demonstration of exceptional academic and
leadership during course'... Very big juju in Army.

Currently commanding the Headquarters Company of the aviation brigade of the 82nd
Airborne Division... Green Tab Captain.

The young lady has been convinced for years that her old man's opinion has a very low
par value... So that's nothing new... And | don't think she reads the stuff | write. That's
probably a good thing.

However, in the off-chance she might get hold of a copy, | can be contacted in East

Bubblegum, South Dakota... Living with the snorkel gang under the assumed name of
Henry R. Manifold... Either that or I'll be bunking with Jimmy Hoffa.

Christmas at Sea oy sob 'Dex' Armstrong

Boy, that was a real downer... The Old Man coming on board and gathering all the
animals topside, forward of the sail... Guys with steaming cups of coffee in ratty foul
weather gear with the COB yelling,
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"Knock it off! Pipe down ladies... Knock it off... The Captain has an announcement...
Settle down... Stand easy... Gahdammit, STOW IT!!"

Nothing that came down from squadron ops was good to hear, especially if the skipper
had that 'My dog just died' look.

"Listen up gentlemen... It looks like we'll be out over Christmas... On the bright side, the
boat is scheduled to pull in on the 28th. in time for New Years. I'm going to talk it over
with the COB and see if we can work out something to leave a few of our older married
men with families in."

Now, there's a good deal... Christmas out, standing port and starboard watches...
"Jeezus wants me for a sunbeam!"

"What are you whining about? When you signed up for the boats, what'n hell did you
think submarines were supposed to do? Hang around the friggin' pier so you and
Rudolph can play grabass?"

"Yeah Dickerson... You and the horse you rode in on..."

"Maybe we'll go north and catch Mrs. Santy Claus in her nightie while her old man is
outta town."

(There was a standing joke in the boats in our day... When you pulled alongside after
being out a long time... You told the married guys to take a grenade with them. When
they got home, they should knock on the front door, yell,

"Honey, I'm home!",

count to ten, pull the pin on the grenade, toss it over the roof and nail the Marine
crawling out the back window.)

"Gentlemen, you heard what the Old Man said... Give you ten minutes to finish coffee,
scratch your butt, piss and moan among yourselves, then we form loading parties...
Merry Christmas, my little darlings..."

The COB pulled the wings off butterflies as a kid... Somewhere, Navy surgeons had
removed all of his kind and gentle impulses and installed the personality of a prostate-
plagued porcupine.

"Okay, put your cups inside the sail door, toss the butts over the side and become the

little Santa's elves | know you are. Form loading parties and hit the lower brow on
Orion."
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Never understood why they stored everything you needed on Orion in the forward holds
and you had to haul it all aft to the lower brow. | would also bet a dollar to a donut that
every report card the COB got as a kid said, "Talks too much"... He once delivered a
twenty minute speech to the entire population of Hogan's Alley concerning the erosive
disrespect of calling the Goat Locker, "Toad Hall".

So we moaned... We groaned... Then we sucked it up and went to sea. Nothing can tube
morale like churning up saltwater over Christmas.

During the few days before Christmas, all sorts of non-regulation nonsense broke out...
We all hung dirty socks on the overhead vent line in the Alley with a hand-written sign
made out of a cardboard pea carton flap that read, 'In hopes that St. Nickolas soon
would be there"... The cooks made mincemeat pies whose main ingrediant came from a
couple of bootleg fifths that mysteriously turned up in the lower flats of the after engine
house. For one whole wonderful night, we knew what it must be like to work the
graveyard shift in a distillery. The wardroom either turned a blind eye or suffered from a
helluva case of collective poor sense of smell.

We doctored up the words to traditional Christmas music to turn these songs of peace
and goodwill to men, into tunes that would make a sewer digger blush. Looking back,
we turned doo-doo into the stardust as only boat sailors can do... And did.

Christmas eve arrived and found us bouncing around on the surface somewhere in the
middle of God's great ocean and then it started... Over the magic airwaves came an
avalanche of some of the lamest bullshit that ever flowed from the pen of man...
Greetings from every half-baked politician or top-heavy admiral in Washington... Up to,
if not including, the SECNAV's cat.

"Tonight | know our men and women of the armed forces are standing their vigilant
watches throughout the far-flung reaches of our vast globe... To those of you
safeguarding the ramparts of peace and freedom, | send the warmest greeting from
those of us here by the hearth of home fires. We want you to know that on this night of
cheer and celebration, our hearts go out to you and your loved ones in wishing for a
safe and speedy return to a most grateful nation... Merry Christmas and God bless, we
hold you in our thoughts this night... Rear admiral William P. Numbnuts USNR,
COMDOOFUSLANT."

Horseshit rained on our radio shack for hours. Each was read outloud with all the
appropriate emotion by an idiot standing on a potato locker bench in the crew's mess...
Morale soared with every disrespectful crack. From the radio shack came,

"Here comes another one... Wait 'til you get a load of this simple sonuvabitch... He
wishes he could be with us!"
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And so it went... Out of control laughter... Men who couldn't have cared less, listened to
hand-crafted crap and rolled on the deck. Adrian Stukey was in his element with his
accompanying commentary...

"Hey Stuke... You think these guys actually think up this hogwash?"

"Hell no... They have this third class diddledick in the basement of the pentagon who
spends all year writing this stupidity."

And they just kept on coming... When we couldn't take it anymore and were totally worn
out from laughing, we turned into our bunks.

In the wee hours of the morning, we hit some floating object the size of a phone pole. It
sounded like a railroad locomotive wheel bounced off bow bouyancy and whacked a
couple of ballast tanks on its way aft.

"What the hell was that?"
"Three men on camels in a rowboat!"

And the laughing started all over again. Somewhere in the night, Christmas came to a
bunch of good-hearted, totally unimpressed men, snoring in the after battery, dreaming
of mince pie, turkey roll and all the bug juice a man could want... And life was okay.

And the belowdecks watch made his rounds... Number two got blown and vented
inboard... And amid the glow of red light, amid the cases of cans, stinking laundry and
assorted rumpled foul weather gear, could be found the Defenders of the Free World in
gentle repose... While visions of bar maids danced in their heads.

RaV|ngS Of a Half'Baked COOt by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| keep returning to the impersonal nature of naval engagements in our technological
age.

Two hundred years ago, naval warfare took place at 'biscuit-tossing range'. Men stood
behind gunports and slammed shot down heated bores, ran the guns 'back to battery"
and jerked lanyards that sent salvo after salvo across a small expanse of ocean. They
watched the immediate effect of their effort... Masts fell... Tackle and sail crashed to the
deck... Chunks of smashed gunwale flew everywhere... Broken railing sailed through
the air... And the toll taken in blood and bone was plainly evident.

In the ensuing years, the range increased to the radius of the horizon. Ship to ship...
Men to men... Only aircraft carriers did their business beyond the visual limit of the
horizon. | never had to deal with any 'out of sight' targets during my tour. Once combat
contact extended beyond the horizon, beyond visual confirmation of effect, naval
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warfare lost something. Submarines became seagoing platforms to UPS packages of
extraordinary devastation to impersonal destinations where entire multiple zip codes
disappeared... And there was absolutely no risk or interruption of the boat's scheduled
routine. No longer did a four-fish spread guarantee a boat would enjoy several hours of
depth charge evasion... No longer did men in the conn rotate to get a scope view of a
target going down. No longer did crews get instant confirmation of their combat
effectiveness.

The World War Il submariner did not have to await battle damage reports gathered by
daylight photo flyovers by the Air Force... He simply counted the number of Jap
bluejackets doing the breast stroke in the burning oil and applied the multiplier required
by the class vessel... And the Old Man pulled out his copy of Jane's and drew an 'X'
through the appropriate name and description.

This generation of boatsailor cut his teeth on Nintendo games.

Our generation grew up in a world of highly personalized adventures where the good
guys sunk the bad guys and RKO brought it to your neighborhood movie house, to bait
the gang hooks supplied by local Navy recruiters.

There was no Gl Bill... There was no 'Let us pay for your education’ either... There
wasn't even a 'We want you and will do whatever fifty doo-dah dance you require' in
order to join.

No, in the fifties, they said they would give you $34 every two weeks, three squares and
a flop a day, a world of unique wonders... And a free bus ride to Great Lakes.

We watched 'Silent Service'... We recognized that Dolphins didn't come cheap... Atomic
propulsion was still a novelty and at eighteen, your view of the future ended 'next
Wednesday'. We knew that the new subs wouldn't last... Ships were supposed to slice
through the water, not push a fifty-yard bow wave. Arleigh Burke would never buy a
concept where his ships would leave a wake wider than the Los Angeles freeway.

My view of combat sailoring always involved sweating, powder-blackened or greasy
bluejackets, loading, firing and reloading. Victory was decided within sight.

No slight intended, but | feel fortunate that it was that way all during my tour. | was an
old fashioned kid... Grew up on pirate books... 'The Romance of Fighting Sail'...
Scrapping toe-to-toe... Slugging it out... Boarding and bringing about a result by pistol
and cutlass.

And Silent Service the TV show was the flypaper that sucked in a daydreamer from East
Tennessee.

Interesting thought... Do high school girls daydream in algebra class of sweating in a
forty-millimeter gun tub, slamming flak up at Jap planes? Do they ever write 'Handling
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hot shell on a five-inch thirty-eight' in the blank that reads 'Occupational preference'?
Did they ever go up and down a busy highway searching for enough empty pop bottles
to buy a movie ticket for Operation Pacific? Do they stay an extra hour at the beauty
parlor to hear an old gal tell about rough days and hard times in the service? Do women
have 'No shitters'? Just a thought. I'm not trying to light the fuse to bring out the lunatic
fringe, | truly wonder. If they are going to put ‘'em on combat boats... Undersea war
vessels, you wonder when the 'Call of the Bluejacket' hits them. It's sure going to make
peeing down the forward room pit log well during battle stations an interesting event.

It's a good thing the Dept. of the Navy doesn't send some clown to your house to pick
up your Dolphins when you grow old and start rubbing folk's fur the wrong way.

Great thing about the boat service... You can always find five or six guys who'll agree
with you if for no other reason than the enjoyment submariners get from bar brawls...

None of this will get me on Hillary's Christmas card list.

The L|fe Of a Blan kEt Thlef by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Your hull number was your address... Just like rural post boxes... Sort of land-based
channel markers that a drunk could use to navigate home.

There is something about a couple of gallons of draft beer... It had a dual effect... You
peed alot and forgot where your boat was nested.

| used to wander down the pier until I could find a big '481' in white numbers on the
conning tower fairwater, then negotiating the brows of the inboard boats, saluting the
ensigns aft and the topside watch while mumbling,

"Permission to become a board..."

Like instantly we would turn ourselves into chunks of lumber. It was silly and stupid...
Childish and very funny to an 18-year old what was half in the bag.

When you hit your boat, you were home free... Topside watch would say,

"How bad off are you? Can you make it without bouncing off the tank tops and making
me fish you out with the boat hook?"

"Sure..."
"Don't use the forward escape trunk hatch.”

"How come?"
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"Pogo just put non-slip on the bear trap steps and two, the exec and skipper are aboard
sleeping. The last thing they need is an after battery 'three sheets to the wind' deck ape,
ricocheting off the forward battery passageway bulkheads. Do us all a favor and use the
after battery hatch.”

"Anything for you, oh Nocturnal Guardian of Peace and Freedom... And wardroom kiss-
ass."

"Dex... Jack said to tell you that there are some cans of peaches on the shelf in the cool
room and some ice cream just inside the reefer door."

"Thanks... Laying below..."

"Hey Dex... John T. has the below decks... Tell him to run me up a black n' bitter."
"Sure thing..."

"Look out below!! One-eyed marine with a baby droppin' down!"

The after battery passageway was always obstructed by a tangle of arms and legs
hanging out of bunks containing the worst collection of Olympic contending snoring
sailors on either coast. No red light in port... You moved toward the mess decks slowly
to keep from tripping over shoes or crushing the knuckles of the 'sock-sniffers' in the
lower passageway racks. Once inside the crew's mess, you got white light... And maybe
the tail end of some card game.

"Hey Dex, you hit the beach with Stukey?"

"Yeah... Went over to Bells. Quiet night... Just two other 481 sailors in there... Peto and
Rip." "No shit?" "No shit, Sherlock... They had some action across the boulevard at the
Victory... Big 'O's or some surface craft bar on that side of Hampton. Cops came...
Shore patrol... Full nine yards."

"Anyone get hurt?"

"Ambulance came... Didn't see 'em haul anyone off... Still peaches in the hole?"

"Should be... Want me to drop down and toss you up a can?"

"Sure... Fish in the hole!... Hey webfoot, how 'bout a couple of oranges?... Thanks
fish!"

(On Requin, if someone did you a favor, you called them a 'fish', which was submarine

for 'sucker'... And for the old guys... Veteran ship’'s company, it was the same as saying
'Thank you'... Don't ask me why... Never figured it out.)
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"Here's your peaches!"

"Thanks, fish."

"Who's aboard?"

"The Old Man... Exec... Four or five officers... Dutch... Buster... Duty section. Stukey
came back an hour ago. By the way, the kid ran guard mail up on '"Mother Onion'
(Tender, USS Orion (AS-18)) and picked up a sack of 'flat mail'... They passed in out in
the control room... Called your name out four of five times."

"Someone answer up for me?"

"Conaty... Think he stuck it in the battery mailbox."

For those of you who never did time in the alley, the after battery mailbox was between
the flashpad and bunk chain, middle rack aft, above the battery well access.

"You guys show a flick tonight?"

"Started one... Sonuvabitch stunk... Everybody got up and left then Bullwinkle and
Rocky got in an argument over some stupid bullshit question on the ET test... So we
secured the flick... Rewound what we'd shown and the duty MPO hit the rack."
"Where's Dutch?"

"Playing poker aft."

"Wish | had his money."

"Stick around for thirty, make seven war patrols, let nasty people park depth charges on
your roof ten to fifteen times... Then you'll make the kinda bucks Big Daddy hauls in."

"Hey Crisco, whatz' fer breakfast?"

"Open galley, sweetheart.”

"Not that f*ckin' scrapple?”

"No scrapple...”

"What is that crap anyway? Bobby Ray said it was some kind of possum Spam."
"Nasty stuff.. Folks intentionally eat that stuff?"

" Yeah... Folks from West Virginia... You tell the idiots it's food... They'll eat it."

164



"Watch your mouth... Yankee."

"Hey, West Virginia sure as hell isn't a rebel state... Broke off from Virginia and sided
with the north... They may eat black-eyed peas and grits, but they're fakes."

"You guys get in a charge?"
"Yeah kemosabe... Topped off an hour ago."
"Anyone heard from Pistol Pete?"

"Still in the hospital over in Portsmouth... Got a good-lookin' nurse according to the
skipper."

"Well ladies, it's late... Time for my beauty sleep..."

"Dex, don't mean to bust yur bubble but your beauty sleep ain't workin"."

"Screw you... Look who's talkin'... Like a bullfrog callin' a catfish 'big mouth'.

After midnight, it was easy to locate an empty rack when you were in port... And guys
were sound asleep, making blanket-stealing a helluva lot easier.

There was atechnique to blanket theft. First, you crawled in the rack... Preferably, a
middle rack... Then you reached across the passageway and grabbed the bitter-end of
the blanket covering the unsuspecting, soon to be victimized bastard, sleeping in the
top rack.

Then a massive two-handed yank... The blanket leaves and you quickly stuff the blanket
between you and the outboard side lockers. Thus, from the angle of observation from a
top rack, you appeared to have no blanket, lying there on your back, snoring... After
three minutes, you pulled the blanket over you and were home free.

In the old days, you couldn't qualify until you could successfully steal a blanket from a
four-hashmark Chief in the Goat Locker, or off the exec in the wardroom.

To become a Watusi warrior you had to spear a lion... To be a smoke boat sailor, you
had to deprive a rate-heavy lifer of warmth and security in a high-speed 'Now you see it
- now you don't' blanket heist... Or, if you were the kind of guy who goes duck hunting
before dawn and uses a truck headlight to locate ducks sleeping on the water to
shoot... Then you can always wait until the below decks watch wakes an old Chief for a
0200 piss call... You know, that time in the wee hours (no pun intended) of the morning
when E-8s and E-9s got up to return kidney-filtered beer to the Elizabeth River.

At that, little darlings, was the way it was in the smoke boat service of yesteryear.
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SU bmarlneS Need E'BS by Bob '‘Dex' Armstrong

Someone told me recently that they don't have E-3s on nuke boats... They may have
been handing me the big horn swoggle, but they also told me that 2nd and 3rd class
POs pulled messcooking. Got me to thinking... What would an E-3-less submarine force
be like?

How in the hell does the boat get painted? Is there a saltwater Earl Scheib? Maybe they
found a way to build non-rusting, dipped-in-plastic boats... Maybe there is no such
thing as a deck force anymore. Who does the donkey work? Do the stores get loaded by
robotics?

No E-3s? What is a boat like with no E-3s? Who livens up long days when you are
plowing unseen subsurface furrows in endless acres of saltwater? Do they still have life
aboard or just crews of highly regulated prancing ponies? You can't help wondering.

| would not begin to understand the 'lessons learned’ during and after World War Il... |
surely would not understand any rationale that cut E-3s out of their chunk of the nuke
boat pie.

The good ol' submarine force... The old 'Throw another log on the fire, 21 knots
surfaced and damn the floating crap’' smoke boats loved their E-3s. When Hyman the
Magnificent opted for a more serious, professional, totally squared-away, 'l will
horsewhip transgressors' sub force over a carefree family of hormone-active, bright
kids who not only did their jobs but took time to light off a hot foot or two, boat service
may have lost something.

Until science can come up with monkeys who can qualify, it would appear to me that a
place should exist for E-3s. We were good... We did the jackass work... Nukes don't
need lookouts. They only surface to pick up laundry, chow and re-enlist... Or shipover...
Hell, | have no idea what they call it now. Somebody has to stand planes and helm
watch, don't they? Some idiot has to show movies or operate some giant VCR... Who
dumps one and two-way? Maybe they use a molecular vaporizer and protoplasmic
regenerator that converts 'one and two-way' into Three Musketeers bars for the
wardroom.

| guess when they started building boats that could run underwater for an entire college
semester without coming up for air or a battery charge, the last thing they needed were
a mob of 19 year-olds who needed to get laid regularly or they would explode or go
blind.

So much of what | associated with submarine duty... What was so accurately depicted
in the German film_Das Boot, is gone now.
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Folks a helluva lot brighter than I'll ever be, could probably make a compelling case for
the necessity of change... For the exclusion of levity and lighthearted interaction. The
increase in the level of complexity and sophistication of modern day submersibles,
require elevated levels of concentration and seriousness of purpose. We would have
made lousy nuke boat submariners. | always felt you could only look at gauges and turn
valves so long before you started to lose your mind. If gauge-watching, valve-
adjustment and report-writing was your life's ambition when | was a kid... You signed
up for an overtime shift at the sewage processing plant.

E-3s were the Bedouins of the Fleet. When the COB needs three 20-foot sections of non-
collapsible hose... The necessary bronze couplings... Manifold adapters, ship's service
air reducers... Does he get out his official handy-dandy fleet supply catalog and do the
navy-mandated dick dance? Or does he call in his qualified E-3 combination cumshaw
artist and cat burglar?

"Dex... | am visualizing three sections of non-collapse with all the gedunk necessary to
tie in a pneumatic rotary grinder to our 225 system... | am picturing a coil of long-
neglected hose with all the associated previously named goodies... This hose presently
resides on a bulkhead hook... In the sheetmetal shop on Mother Onion. When | saw it
last, it told me it was lonely and needed a new home."

All submarine E-3s immediately recognized that the COB had just handed the deck
force a Smoke Boat Larceny License.

"Go thou forth among your fellow man... Misappropriate... Redirect, convert... Loot,
pillage, burn, and rape... Lay waste to the countryside... Don't stop to bury your dead...
Just turn up with hose and all the crap needed to fire off some air-operated grinder."

That is just one small reason to own a couple of non-rated animals. E-3s are thieves
without equal... Can speak fluent bullshit, a language understood by every enlisted man
in the supply chain... Can shuffle through a paint locker, storage cabinet or padlocked
supply room and surgically remove designated items with the skill of world-renown
surgeons who operate on wildcat hemorrhoids.

The Navy needs men like these... Even nukes. Wholesale theft is a submarine
tradition... A large number of non-submarine sailors looked upon enlisted Dolphins as
the designator for Master Thief. There were supply clerks who damn near made a boat
sailor strip to his skivvies and have an escort before he could enter a supply room.

The Requin crew stole a Coke machine and dropped it into the mess decks when we got
the tender to cut a hard patch for battery cell replacement. By the time the damn thing
was mounted... The serial number data plate and Marine Corps inventory number had
been cold-chiseled off and the whole thing painted #7 gray. We mounted an
inclinometer on the front... We found that in a rolling sea, a nickel dropped in at 8
degrees on the return roll, would clear the coin acceptance solenoid and give you a
Coke. We didn't load the paper cup feeder... You poked your Pyrex cup in the front
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before dropping your nickel in. Failure to do so allowed you to watch your nickel's
worth of Coke pass by on its way to #2 sanitary... All Coke eventually would up in a
sanitary tank but 'no cuppers' bypassed the kidneys.

When you get a deck force that can walk off with a Coke machine, you've got a jewel.
We used to ride around NOB collecting stuff that could be made portable with
boltcutters. We didn't have to have an immediate need... As long as it could be

considered future trading material, we loaded it in the truck.

The squadron assigned pierhead Quonset huts to the boats for ‘'home port' paint
lockers. Ours looked like a cross between Aladdin's cave and Sanford and Son.

The boats need E-3s... If for no other reason than to have an attentive population that
will listen to old Chief Petty Officers without recognizing how totally full of shit they are.

Ba.ttle Statlons by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

"Battle stations torpedo... Battle stations torpedo."

No other words, other than shouting "Fire!" at the World Series, can ignite
pandemonium like "Battle stations torpedo.”

Grown men go nuts... Stark, raving nuts. While still half-asleep, you reach for your
Mammy Yokum boots while a two-way idiot stampede breaks out. Men yelling
"Gangway!" hurdle over you going in both directions. Don't stop to dress, just grab
your gear and haul boogie.

My first assignment was 'Captain’'s phone talker'... When Lincoln freed the slaves,
somehow he missed the Captain's phone talker. If you look up 'totally worthless
bastard' in any dictionary, in any language, it states,

"Foremost among worthless bastards you will find Captain's phone talker."

It's a cross between a cigar store Indian and a ventriloquist's dummy. There are a
number of first order primates who could have been trained for the job. | never
understood how anyone in their right mind would think being the bridge hand-puppet
was a desirable position.

"Well, if it isn't the wardroom handmaiden to the prince.”

"Will somebody tell Manny, Moe and Curly they have an understudy?"

"Hey Dex... Is it true? Does the skipper actually pull a string to make your mouth
work?"
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Being the skipper's Howdy Doody was a bullshit watch station. | think the submarine
force created the job to test new kids for their crap absorption capacity... To see how
big a doo-doo cargo a kid could haul.

The Captain's phone talker had to tie his XJA headset cable to a phone jack near the
conning tower hatch and haul the dangling 20 foot cable around, with the phone
attached to his chest, all during battle stations. No one ever invented a way to clean the
inside of the earpieces of an XJA headset... Years of accumulated earwax and sweat
made them a major treat to the human nostril.

"Forward torpedo room, manned and ready..."

"Forward battery, manned and ready..."

" After battery, manned and ready..."

"Control, manned and ready..."

And so it went... When the entire inventory of lunatics had reported in, Jocko, the
skipper's personal communication monkey, would report,

"Captain... Ship manned and ready."
"Very well."

That's all officers said. They said it all the time... | think there is a two-semester course
at Annapolis where prospective officers are taught that all you ever have to say in
response to anything a raghat reports is "Very well."

"Captain, the cook just shot the below decks watch... Fire in the forward engine room...
Mutiny underway in the after torpedo room... Communist frogmen are climbing our
screwguards and the Pope has just been drafted by the Celtics."

"Very well."

After things settled down and the crew figured out that it was all a drill and not a case
where Requin was about to strike a blow for mom, apple pie and national survival, the
animals started hinting that it sure would be nice if the skipper would 'light the smoking
lamp.’

"DexX... If the Old Man is in a good mood... You know, smiling and bullshitting with the
lookouts and OD... Ask him if it would be okay to fire up the gahdam smoking lamp."

"Dex, what's the problem, babe? If the Old Man is in a bad mood, click your 'press to

talk' button twice... Good mood, click once... Not a good time to ask, pop it three
times."
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"Hey Dex... OI' pal... Offer the Old Man a smoke, then say, 'Sir, can we light the lamp?"

"DEX, YOU DEAF SONUVABITCH!! WHAT'S THE PROBLEM!? CAN'T YOU FIGURE OUT
SOME KIND OF NICOTINE RELIEF DEAL WITH YOUR BIG SEA DADDY!? YOU
WORTHLESS, NO GOOD, NON-RATED IDIOT!! IF WE FIND OUT YOU AND THE SKIPPER
HAVE BEEN BURNING BUTTS ON THE BRIDGE WHILE WE HAVE BEEN HAVING THE
LUCKY STRIKE D.T.'s... YOU GONNA DIE!!"

After nearly a year, | graduated from phone monkey to just another serf in the kingdom
and when put up for adoption by the COB, became a member of the forward torpedo
room Loony Tunes.

They always fed you sandwiches on battle stations... Never understood why... You
have to break watertight integrity to pass a tray with lousy donkey dick, hard salami
sandwiches the same amount of time it would take to pass in two roast turkeys and a
steamship round of beef.

Okay, lets say that it had to be sandwiches... Did they have to consist of armadillo
baloney and tire patch cheese? We saw the movie Ben Hur... In there, they had Charlton
Heston chained to an oar down in the lower flats of this Roman light cruiser... This guy
walked up and down, bullwhipping the guys to get them to row faster. Some guy on the
guarterdeck... Marcus Gladius Wayne, | think... Points out the arrival of the massive
Egyptian fleet. It's quiet in the after battery messdeck... You could hear a pin drop.
Then, someone spoke up,

"Battle stations... Battle stations, spears and arrows... Break out the damage control
cheese and donkey dick."

On nuke boat battle stations, you phone up the Chief for dinner reservations and if you
don't like the entrees being offered, you can call the Pizza Hut petty officer and get
compartment delivery.

I_T Noel K SChl”lng, USN by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

He was, put simply, a submariner... Actually, a submariner's submariner. The man
forgot more about submarines than most of us ever knew and he held all the patents on
unauthorized behavior as an enlisted man. Rumor had it that the Department of the
Navy commissioned him for the return of an aircraft carrier and a couple of tin cans the
CNO lost to him in a poker game... It was probably true.

We... The animals aft, learned that when it came to 'games of chance' it was simpler to

figure out what you could afford to lose... Take it out of your wallet and mail it to him. It
saved you a helluva lot of time and the embarrassment of having your clock cleaned.
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When Noel K. trimmed the boat, you could shoot pool on the deckplates. He was a
manifold magician... He dealt in increments pumped to forward and after trim that were
the equivalent of a humming bird parade. The man was a planesman’'s dream. In the old
smokeboat navy, you operated the bow and stern planes by turning contraptions that
looked like stagecoach wheels... With most diving officers, you spent four hours
wrestling those oversize bastards and sweating up your dungaree shirt.

When Noel K. had the dive, he would compensate the boat to a point where you could
maintain a zero bubble by blowing on the operating gear every fifteen minutes. He was
good... Damn good.

We entertained each other by telling Schilling stories. They could be total bullshit, but
every lad aboard knew he was capable of doing everything that was told about him. He
was one of those 'larger than life' characters that bluejacket's barroom legends are built
around. The man was one helluva submarine sailor.

There was a downside to being an animal on a boat with Schilling in the wardroom. The
sonuvabitch always knew what you were up to before you had actually figured it out
yourself. He could abort a stupid stunt still forming in the womb of mental
deviousness... And a little voice in your head would say to you,

"Only some sonuvabitch who had successfully pulled off what you were going to do,
would recognize the indicators."

The animals loved him... No erosion of respect. He commanded respect in the same
way a master safe cracker would respect a guy who had picked the lock on Queen
Elisabeth's chastity belt with a bluebird feather. He was good. Sailors always feel most
secure when watching a master pulling rabbits out of weird hats.

| pity the guys who rode boats with lousy wardrooms... Musta been hell. Requin was a
good boat forward and aft... Sure, we didn't ride a sea-going Sunday school... The
wardroom was called upon to set us on fire on a regular basis... And we operated well
beyond the limits of hormonal constraint... But it worked. Nothing hit the fan that we
couldn't get out of... Or blame on some other boat.

Noel K. took time to square a kid away. | was 19... He pounded electrical and trim and
drain quals into my low-level brain, encased in a tank turret skull. Anyone who could
install knowledge between my ears was perfectly capable of teaching fleas to waltz.

| collected memories... Didn't know it at the time. At nineteen, next month was as far in
the future as | gave a damn about. | was never growing old... My dad had the market
cornered on that nonsense. No sir, | was going to master the panty elastic combination,
keep the breweries working an extra shift and own the world someday... At 19, all of
that seems possible... Old age was bulishit.

171



When it arrives, it is still major bullshit, but it is made much easier if you collected your
seabag full of memories when you said,

"Screw the future... When's liberty?"

At 19, pissing against the tide is a full time job... And it helps to have a LT Noel K.
Schilling there to toss you a heavie when it gets over your head.

Noel K. Schilling and James A. Buckner... Aces back to back... USS Requin (SS-481).

Salnt Thel Mma by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Gentlemen... Do | detect a note of jocularity at the expense of Saint Thelma... Patron
Saint of Pier 22... Saint Thelma, who worked minor miracles from Bells Cathedral on
Hampton Blvd... Bells Gospel Tabernacle of Brewed Products, Pickled Hardboiled Eggs,
Beer Nuts, Pork Rinds and Speed of Light, Digital Stimulation?

Bells, that shrine to the memory of the lowest spectrum of the submarine community...
The qualified single guy in search of amusement and gratification... Sort of like a
watering hole on the plains of East Africa. When the sun went down, the animals
showed up to quench their thirst and court the female of the species. In the daylight that
followed the darkness, cross pollination partners often asked, "Jeezuz, how'n the hell
did | end up with that?"

Saint Thelma, the goddess of barmaids... The lady who once announced that she would
kill the next sonuvabitch who dropped a quarter in the juke box and punched "Don't
Take Your Guns to Town". The lady who always made sure her regulars were poured
into a taxi and delivered to the Orion pierhead watch in time to make morning quarters...
And that mother substitute who would pick up your laundry if you had to single up and
shove off at oh dark hundred to provide ping time for Naval aviators who couldn't find a
Greyhound bus in a haystack.

Thelma... They should erect a statue... A bronze likeness in the middle of the entrance to
DES SUB Piers with an inscription, "The Queen of Naval Cold Warriers - Sweetheart of
SUBRON Six."

And a second statue of Dixie out at Ocean View inscribed, "World's Largest Set of Minor
League Tits... Never Got Both of Them in the Same Zip Code."

The Moonbeam Navy by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

| am, was, and shall ever be a Diesel Boat Sailor. It could properly be said that | am too
stupid to be a nuclear powered qualified man... We'll never know, because the only way
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you would get me on one of those sonuvabitches would take Chloroform and one
helluva logging chain.

| went to sub school in '59. By that time, diesel boats had reached a stage where they
were the Naval equivalent of a 95 year old call girl. They were failing and falling apart all
over the place, and parts were no longer available. By cosmetics we kept the old girls
going until the last snap of their garters... And we loved them.

Rickover was an arrogant little sonuvabitch. The little weasel promoted, condoned and
perpetuated friction between the conventional boat service and his little '"Merry
Moonbeam Navy'. Today, nuke boats have come and gone, just like their diesel
counterparts. Only thing is, outside of some long-range cruise missile Valentines, the
entire nuke navy hasn't seen the combat service of a single WW Il Balao or Tench boat.
A cruise missile is the equivalent in manly expression of calling up the middle weight
champion of the world on long distance phone service, to tell him you put dog crap in
his mailbox. Sorry, but 'Red' Ramage, Slade Cutter and George White would have been
lousy cruise missile boat sailors... They punched your lights out without going beyond
their own zip code... And came home with a cigar box full of combat medals - Not
gedunk, no-risk patrol pins.

It seems to me somehow, a submarine was never meant to rival ships of the Norwegian
cruise lines. Hey, | watch the Discovery Channel... For years, | wondered why the milk
and eggs never spoiled... In fact, | once set the world record for securing bulkhead
flappers when the cook popped a 'blue egg’' on the grill! I said to myself, "How are those
guys drinking milk on day 32 of one of them two month runs?" Simple. They carry
cows... And chickens... In the after farm compartment. They probably trim ship by
moving the herd.

We used to watch movies in the crew's mess. We elevated the projector on two Pyrex
cereal bowls, and the screen was the size of the cover of Time magazine. On a good
night, we could pack twenty guys in there. On a nuke boat, if you don't like the film, you
can move to another theater, in another compartment... The only drawback being, if you
come in late they make you sit in the balcony.

Nukes have beauty parlors, pool halls and Bingo night. The old oil burners had two or
three decks of cards so damn dog-eared that guys in Maneuvering Room could figure
out what hands were being delt just by listening to the cards being shuffled over the
XJA.

| know that living in close proximity to the reactor on a nuke boat will not shrink one's
testicles... The Navy says it... Science says it... And William Jefferson Clinton will give
you his word, and we all know how reliable that is. Still, they've never explained the
voice change of the 'Buck Rodgers' fleet.

No, I don't want to ride any submarine named for characters appearing on past or
present postage stamps, or negotiable currency, or any place found on a AAA TripTik.
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At New London, we were taught submarines were named for fish and other denizens of
the deep, not Al Gore and East Jeezus, Minnesota.

We had one crew - total accountability. When equipment screwed up, the old man knew
exactly who to light up. It was not uncommon to see boat sailors with smoking hip
pockets. There wasn't any of this 'Blue crew - Gold crew’, 'He said - She said’, bullshit
either.

And another thing... The nuke boats paint big black dots all over their scope fairings...
What the hell for? Camoflauge??? Now, who's this gonna fool? A big contraption
sticking up in the middle of the gahdam ocean with big black polka dots all over it. Do
they actually think that somewhere on the globe there are folks stupid enough to
collectively mistake that scope for a speckled trout?

I'm sure glad that | was fortunate enough to ride boats before Dorothy and the Wizard
moved in...

Maybe we were the lads from the wrong side of the tracks. Maybe we did hot sack, drink
coffee with oil slick rainbows floating in it, smelled like the bottom of an iguana cage,
and lived on sea store smokes and dirty books. At least we weren't required to drop our
skivvies every night and take caliper readings on our fixtures of manhood.

"|\/|Othel’ Onion" by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

The submarine tender, USS Orion (AS-18) was a floating wonderland of repair shops,
supply distribution points, stores, medical facilities, and entertainment. The boredom of
constant in port duty had turned all the personnel assigned to quarterdeck watches into
poor, wretched, sorry excuses for human beings and rendered them completely devoid
of the ability to exercise common sense. When diesel boat sailors transited this
hallowed area, comments like "scarecrow navy", "friggin bums", and "riff raff" were
thrown around in an indiscriminate manner.

It was a helluva lot easier to use the lower brow - kinda like the tradesman's entrance.
The only problem with this point of entry were creatures called master-at-arms and
bos'n mates... Strange forms of primative life that roamed around on surface ships,
spreading ill will and evil attitude.

Proper nomenclature and use of officially condoned and authorized Naval terms was
very important to these high hashmark, brain-dead idiots. It was their 'Mother's Milk'...
They used pirate movie vocabulary...

"Avast matey, there be a vessel on the lew'ard quarter, arrrgh..."

If it was a slow day and you wanted to wind up the organ grinder's monkey for
entertainment, all you had to do was say, "Hey, Doc..."
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(They hated to be called "Doc", "Hoss", or "Mr. Sailorman...")

"Hey Doc... How'd | get to where the officers do all their officer stuff?"
"Crissakes son, how long you been in the Navy?"

"Not long, Hoss, how 'bout you?"

"Long enough to know you're one (blanking) hopeless mother (blanker)!"

This was funny because | wasn't the fool who was about to jump out of his brogans and
have a heart atack.

"Yeah Doc, last time | was over on your big boat, I think your officers lived upstairs at
the end of a big gray hall with a lot of doors, fire extinguishers, pipes and electrical wire,
and stuff..."

This kind of Naval sacreligious talk could make all the veins stand out on the neck of
any sonuvabitch with fouled anchors below his crow. And, if he went into one of those
"In the OLD Navy..." routines, you had him. He would then throw terms at you like,

"Midships, th'wartships... 02 deck, up ladder, stb'd passageway, to the companionway
aft of frame 32..."

Once they started tossing around that Charlie Tuna talk, their eyes lit up. For one
fleeting moment suspended in time, this poor pitiful excuse for a human being became
Popeye, Barnacle Bill and the kid off the Cracker Jack box, all rolled into one seafaring
clown act.

"Thanks buddy, I like that neat Navy talk... You musta paid a lot of attention to all that
Navy silly shit in bootcamp... I'll bet your mama's real proud of you..."

By this time, even a certifiable idiot would unravel your act.

Once you got into ‘Mother Onion’, there were endless forms of things to do, to amaze
and entertain yourself.

Up off the boat deck was the radio shack. Radiomen have to go in and out of officer's
country all the time, so they gotta be clean and neat. Radio shacks are the best places
to steal white hats. Radiomen on the Orion never seemed to figure that out

You could always go down to the forward area where the 'T' Division bunked down.
There was a good chance you could find some intellectually stimulating literature laying
around... Magazines with articles like, "l was an American sailor trapped on an island
inhabited by sex-crazed Amazon women." This kind of historically accurate recounting
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of little details previously unknown, contributed to a rapid increase in one's Naval
awareness.

| once walked into a sophisticated, highly technical, state-of-the-art photo lab on the
Orion. I found two highly placed members of the Naval establishment using massive
carbon arc lights to cook frozen pizzas. | left with a renewed faith and elevated
confidence in the military preparedness of the Naval establishment - and two hot slices
of pepperoni pizza.

There was a vicious rumor that non-rated men would go to the tender to dope off and
waste time, endlessly screwing around to no particular purpose. Whenever some
authority drunk keeper of the flame and all-Navy gatekeeper would come toward you
with that "What in the hell are you doing here?" look in his eye... We would smile and
launch a preemptive strike...

"Pardon me Chief, where are we supposed to go to donate the blood you guys called
for, to help those Taiwanese typhoon victims?"...

Hell, sometimes the old bastards went for it like a #5 dry fly. Most of the time though,
they played 'Pin the Tail on the Wiseass'.

They were always blowing whistles and passing, "Now hear this..." bulletins over their
21 MC.

"Now hear this... Orion arriving..."
"Now hear this... Orion departing..."

"Now hear this... Uniforn of the day for all ship's company not engaged on work
details... Undress blues..."

Sometimes we'd get so damn depressed, we'd have to go the radio shack and steal
another white hat.

On Orion, there was a wierd cult of unsalvagable individuals known as postal clerks.
Two occupations | never figured out - Orion postal clerks and people who raise
nightcrawlers for live bait stores. Can you imagine a 30 year career sorting and bagging
mail?

| once walked through a heavy machine shop. They had equipment there fully capable
of turning out a prop shaft for the biggest ship afloat... Six guys were busting their ass
turning out two inch high monel metal chessmen. They had just completed what
appeared to be five to six hundred rooks.

They had a ship's service and a geedunk that did a landslide business in steel belted
hot dogs and stale potato chips. Hell, you could buy monogrammed lighters, pen sets,
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brooches, pendants, even little 'USN' dangly earrings - to use as 'pogey bait' for that
honey with loose panty elastic... or maybe a sonargirl...

In those days, the Orion was in a life and death race with rust. Bos'n mates were still
considered to be part of the human race, and the submarine force had degenerated to
the point it was sending forth emissaries to steal, scavange and wholesale appropriate
whatever was necessary to keep the petroleum-powered submersibles from taking up
permanent residence in Davy Jones locker.

This was the point in Naval history where some enterprising genius discovered that if
you cut the end out of a Trojan and rerolled it, you had a universal O-ring... And that you
could waterproof your watch by dropping it into a Trojan and tying a knot in it. If you are
saying to yourself, "Why in the hell would some sonuvabitch wanna do that?" You
obviously never missed the last liberty boat and had to swim out to wherever your boat
was swinging the hook. You could tell a frequent swimmer... He carried multiple rubbers
and a laminated liberty card.

It was all too long ago in the land of DES SUB Piers.

NOI’fO| k Yal’d by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Anyone pull an overhaul at the Norfolk Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth? (If it was in
Portsmouth Virginia, how come it wasn't the Portsmouth yard??) Anyway, going to the
yard was a dope-off after battery rat's dream...

They billeted the single guys on a contraption called an APL - Auxillary Personnel
Lighter... A floating barracks. It had multiple compartments with lockers and racks to
accomodate around 1,200 sailors. We had about 30 unmarried, non shacked-up folks. It
wasn't a tight fit. Some guys homesteaded a complete compartment. We were like 30
mice in the Waldorf-Astoria... And like mice, we collected stuff... Brought it back and
stuffed it in our new home.

John Class got us two lounge chairs from the patio of the Chief's Club and one of those
ashtray stands... Someone came back with a couple of broken metal chairs that we had
a loafing welder fix. They weren't pretty, but they fit the average butt a helluva lot better
than an orange crate. Max bought this little kids wading pool to fill with water and
stretch out in. We even bought a pirate flag at some North Carolina tourist trap. Well, no
one considered the cumulative effect... Visually, we created what must have ranked with
the top ten eyesores of North America. We had zero taste. Our idea of first rate interior
decorating ran along the lines of Sanford and Son.

Some guy, possibly the Deputy Prime Minister of the Navy Yard arrived in a shiny black
car and called us everything but civilized human beings.
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"Do you have ANY idea what kind of image this presents to civilians passing this facility
in their boats?"

Actually, we had no idea, and knew at the rate we were progressing along the road of
life, we most likely would NEVER have any idea. We DID have a rough idea about the
asking price of a 200 foot yacht and figured on E-3 pay, sub pay, sea & foreign duty pay,
winning a couple of anchor pools and being damn lucky at cards, we could probably
buy one outright if we lived to be 406 years old... Make that 380 if we made Chief.

We had to remove all the superfluous crap. Well, we did... We moved it all inside and
created the 'Grand Salon'.

We watched movies in this rat trap. We had an ANQB Navy 16mm projector for films we
would draw from the Navy Motion Picture Exchange. Hey, anyone remember that fat
ankle second class Amazon lesbian who worked in the Motion Picture Exchange? From
whose dainty feminine lips would come...

"Alright you suckers... No form, no film. Got that, you idiot bastards? NO
FORM, NO FILM!"

It was sad. We always referred to her in the politest of terms...

One night, 1 got on the watch bill as the duty MPO... Motion Picture Operator. MPO was
the biggest racketeer slot in the entire Navy. It ranked right up there with being a
Hollywood gynecologist.

They sent you to two days of Motion Picture Operator's School to learn what you could
teach atrained gerbil in about 5 minutes. In two days you graduated and they gave you
the coveted "Qualified Motion Picture Operator" card.

This was like having your sentence commuted if you were a winter topside watch. While
the poor sonuvabitch standing topside watch was doing his damnest to keep ice cubes
from forming in his arteries, the duty MPO was parked on his worthless butt in the warm
corner of the messdeck... Watching kissy-face movies, eating popcorn and yelling at the
below decks watch every time he passed in front of the screen. It never got any better
than that... In the pecking order of God's creatures, duty MPO ranked right up there with
fleas who found a warm place on a collie he couldn't reach with his hind leg.

One night on the APL, some genious turned up with what had to have won the Skin
Flick Oscar of 1961. An hour and 15 minutes of ugly people doing things only acrobats
and the criminally depraved could appreciate...

As for me, | have absolutely no good taste. | can handle just about anything that doesn't

involve kids or exploit girls below the age of consent. But this thing was so tasteless, |
watched 5 to 10 minutes, then hit the rack. The dialog was Italian... That figures... It was
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picked up in the Med. After I hit the rack, there was a second showing and guys from
two New London boats being overhauled showed up.

About ten the next day, two gentlemen from the Office of Naval Intelligence showed up.
They were looking for the duty MPO.

"Was a pornographic film shown on board this ship last night?"

"Yes sir... Sort of an instructional film."

"A film involving nudity and blatant sexual activity?"

"Aye sir..."

"And you showed the film?"

"No sir."

"If you didn't show the film and you were the assigned MPO, who did?"

"Sir, I'm boat service... We live by taking care of each other. I'm not going to lie... You'll
have to be satisfied with my word that it wasn't me."

Well, the two Dick Tracy ONI guys grilled the entire duty section, the cooks and the duty
officer. These INTELLIGENCE officers never figured out that

(A.) The Navy projector was a 16mm projector...

(B.) The Italian basement production was an 8mm home movie...

(C.) It had to be shown on a 'brought from home' projector.

At morning quarters the following day, the exec announced that we would not like the
strange and exotic things he was prepared to do to the entire crew if ever another porno
film was brought on board.

"Gentlemen, am | fully understood?"

"Yes sir..." (Old guys said "Aye sir..." When you started saying "Aye" to everything, you
were well on your way to becoming a lifer. Lifers were people who said "...In the OLD
Navy..." a lot).

When officers ended a ten minute tirade on stuff that they wanted to come to "All stop”,
they always said, "Gentlemen, am | fully understood?" What this translated to in deck

force language was... "I hope you stupid sonuvabitches... You thick skull, out-of-control,
worthless idiots... Paid attention to my well choreographed song and dance, because if

179



you repeat that conduct | will nail your dog tags to a line locker lid and dive the boat." |
became a real master linguist when it came to translating officer talk.

Things like "Mind your helm" meant "Holy jumpin’ jeezus, snake wake!!", and "Sailor,
where did you stow those blues?" translated to "Did you jam those gahdam things in a
side locker and forget that man had developed the electric steam iron?"

Everything in the yard cost a 20 Ib. can of coffee. That was the basic exchange rate.
Hell, you could get a destroyer chrome plated if you had enough cans of coffee and
crab meat... Strange places, Navy yards...

They also frown on the game where members of the undersea forces see how many
Shop 72 yellow helmets they can toss into a tin can stack sitting upright in the
drydock... And shooting welding rods out of CO2 extinguishers. We invented the
'‘Helmet Down the Stack' game... It had very promising prospects for the ‘64 Olympics in
Tokyo.

When you leave the yard, the CO usually panics... You see, when you arrive, he signs
for three prong knuckle busters, pneumatic rotary scalers, helmets, gloves, fire
extinguishers, 20 miles of 40 ft. section non-collapsible air hose, and a whole bunch of
other highly portable expensive junk... The Old Man was accountable...

When we collected all the crap before leaving, we were a couple short of damn near
everything. The skipper explained that he had no desire to spend the next hundred and
fifty years of his life at Portsmouth Naval Prison and would appreciate it if enterprising
young lads would go forth and locate our stray inventory.

In an hour, we were flush. We outdid Ali Baba and the 40 Thieves... While | occupied the
attention of some yardbird with a giant air operated piece of equipment, Adrian Stuke
disconnected 3 sections of non collapsible hose, rolled it up, tied it to a line, and
watched it disappear up the side of the dry dock. My last memory of this incident was
that of watching a disbelieving yardbird clicking the trigger on this thing he was
working with and saying to himself, "The sonuvabitch was okay a minute ago..."

When we left, we had to clean up the APL... It looked like a handgrenade test range. If
you were never a diesel boat sailor in the yard, you missed one of the all-time great
experiences in life.

The bullshit you put up with, the crap you went through for 4" of pin back sterling silver
was all worth it for one Tarzan two months trip to the yard.

SnapShOtS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

After damn near forty years, there are still people walking around that | swore to locate
and feed to the alligators.
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#1 - The clowns who smoked sea store Marlboros and poked the dead butts up in the
empty tube of the operating vent handles. Every time we had a 'Hand Dive'... Shifted the
pin and pulled the vent handle, what appeared to be 500 Marlboro butts fell out and
rained down all over the gahdam deck.

#2 - Guys who ate hard boiled eggs and drank beer in Bells, then returned to the boat,
crawled into an after battery rack and released lethal gas emmissions that should have
been banned by the Geneva Convention.

# - 3 Bastards in the stores loading party who used electricians knives to cut the lower
right hand corner out of the Post assorted cereal boxes and steal all the Grape Nuts,
Frosted Flakes and Sugar Crisp boxes... (Lower right hand corner? How'd | know that?)

# -4 The guys who, when we had to stack canned goods by the case in the
passageways, put the gahdam canned beans and peas on the bottom. If you ever had to
pull up 50 cases of cans to play the "Where the Hell are the damn beans"” game, in a
dark compartment, in a state three sea, you would understand.

# -5 The same goes for any clown who stored coffee in 20 Ib. cans outboard an engine,
then piled gahdam canned goods in front of it. Those folks deserve a special place in
Hell.

# - 6 Any sonuvabitch who told a lie in an "At Sea" movie swap. By no streach of the
imagination can Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs be confused with The Magnificient
Seven. For years | prayed that the lying bastards on the USS English (DD 696) would hit
a gahdam iceberg and go straight to Hell. We gave up War and Peace, Peyton Place,
Splendor in the Grass, and six episodes of Rawhide to close that deal. In the all-time
annals of con jobs, that took the nickle plated prize. May they spend eternity conducting
man overboard drills and cleaning bilge strainers.

# -7 The supply officer on the Turkish tin can who gave us the gahdam blankets. In that
little gift of international goodwill, we acquired half of the crabs in the known world and
spent a month in the North Atlantic going around saying, "I'll trade you two blind ones
for one with no teeth..."

# -8 The idiot who stole the bullet out of the topside watches 45 magazine. Nobody
counted bullets... Hell, once the brass turned green, who cared? We just took the stuff,
wrote "Relieved the watch - Received one 45 cal. pistol and 16 rounds of 45 cal. ball
ammo" in the log. Nobody ever figured out there were only 15 rounds until some Chief
checked. You have no idea how much commotion one bullet can cause... Never say to a
surface craft Chief, "Here's a buck, go by yourself another bullet and be a nice fellow."
Hell, most of the time we used the magazine holder to hide Clark bars.

# - 9 Whoever told the COB that the deck force were tossing paint scrapers and

chipping hammers over the side... We preferred to call it 'float testing'. Every band of
merry men had a Judas.
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# - 10 The idiot Marine on the gate at the Charleston Yard who discovered an issue
canned ham in our vehicle... And used terms like "Misappropriation of Naval issue."
This handmaiden of Montezuma had difficulty understanding that geographical location
of consumption was not perscribed as long as we ate the damn thing... It was
sustaining members of the United States Navy and would pass through the same
digestive systems with the same ultimate result, whether we ate it on the boat or at the
beach. He let us go... Which was fortunate because the trunk was loaded with the rest of
our luau.

#-11 The Chinese lady who operated that green laundry truck on the pier head road,
with her husband who never had seen a dentist or a comb... "Hop-Sing, the Button
Crusher."” There was no front bumper so Hop-Sing glued his base sticker square in the
middle of his front windshield. What a pair. He had a sign that read, "NO PICK UP
LAUNDRY ONE MONTH LOOK FOR IN ORION LUCKY BAG." You would stand in line for
20 minutes then go to hand Mrs. toothless Hop-Sing your bag of laundry...

"No take... No take... Boat go to sea... No take..."

The old witch had Squadron Six ops wired. She knew everything. Shit, they talk about
the Chinese spying... There was so much info coming out of that laundry truck, Hop-
Sing could have briefed the Joint Chiefs. All scuttlebutt was not official until it cleared
the laundry truck.

#-12 John F. Kennedy... When he got elected, he came up with a brilliant idea to test
the physical condition of the entire Armed Forces... They were called "JFK's." A bunch
of hootn' nanny, 4th. of July potato sack-like events with lots of running, hopping,
skipping, jumping stuff. A smorgesboard of idiot delights. Guys ran up and down
yelling, "Hey Chief, | don't have to do this... It ain't on my qual card.”" and "l voted for
Nixon." The only test E-6 and above had to do, dealt with lifting beer pitchers at the
Chief's Club.

# - 13 Anyone who wanted to see Old Yeller for the 200th. time at sea.

# - 14 The guy on the geedunk truck who would not accept 300 Pesetas for a hamburger
and fries, even after we explained that at the going rate in Palma, you could get drunk,
laid, and a shoeshine for that.

# - 15 Ray Stone, the lousy sonuvabitch, who is continually contributing to the
delinquency of a senior citizen... And has my bride of thirty-five years worried about law
suits, deportation and men arriving with nets to haul me away.

For those of you who have never met Ray Stone, he is an "At Large" lunatic, former
Mayor of Bells, and unrepentant, unreconstructed smoke boat sailor, whose reputation
places him beyond redemption. He has plumbed the depths and lower reaches of the
GDU of life, and has assembled a band of like-minded, unsalvagable bastards to whom
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he brings back the laughs and memories of yesteryear. Unfortunately, there are too
damn few of these characters left...

"There's air in the banks, shit in the tanks and water all around..."
So, waddya do? "BLOW BOW BOUYANCY!!"

War cry SUBRON 6, 1960

A Thank YOU NOte tO ROn'S BBS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Looter's Terrace... Star Terrace... Little Italy... The Big "O"... The Victory... Bells...
Lovey's Krazy Kat... The Jolly Roger and the George Washington Bar (Dixie & Tiger),
just outside the main gate of Norfolk Naval Shipyard, Portsmouth.

The Gospel Tabernacle bus that picked up non rated kids who had acquired a snoot full
and were 'carrying a package'... They hauled you off to some gahdam circus tent God
knows where, tossed hot coffee into you, made you sing, "What a Friend We Have in
Jesus"”, gave you a sermon on the evils of the dissipated life, then carted you off to DES
SUB piers.

You always knew that you had your worthless, drunken soul rehabilitated when you
woke up the next day, still in your blues and shoes, your mouth tasting like the bottom
of a bird cage, and you find a card in your jumper pocket that reads, "SATAN OFTEN
DECIEVES BUT JESUS SAVES."

It was great to be young and diesel qualified.

| would like to thank the folks who have been so kind with the reactions and comments
on Ron Martini's Submarine BBS. There aren't a whole helluva lot of us left. It's like
speaking the language spoken in the Fiji Islands... Who in the hell do you talk to? There
are probably more people that remember 78 records, Ipana toothpaste and OIld Gold
cigarettes, then remember us. Nowadays, America has an attention span of ten minutes.
What we did in the old gravel gut diesel boat service has long been forgotten.

We are like the rascals in Jurassic Park... Big, old worn out sonuvabitches, long ago
forgotten. They tore down our bars... All the bar maids we loved are now wearing
Depends and support stockings, and the raghats riding deep submergence iron today
are whiz kids who talk quantum physics and super attenuated focal direction, instead of
hot cars and plotting to get in some honey's pants.

Different world... Different time... Different Navy.
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Things They Don't Tell You at New London

by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

In high school, | watched a TV program called Silent Service. An old retired codger
named Rear Admiral Thomas M. Dykers opened the show with, "Tonight, we bring you
another thrilling episode of Silent Service stories, of warfare under the sea.” | did not
know that for the first time, | was being radiated by minute television transmitted bull
manure particles, that | would come to know as 'sea stories'. Silent Service sold BS by
the yard, beginning with the words, "Thrilling adventure..."

There were things they didn't tell you. Things like being the guy who threw trash over
the side in heavy seas... Rigging doubler plates in a rolling boat... Reversing the blank
flanges in the air lines to the fuel ballast tanks when they were empty, and you lined
them up as main ballast tanks... And several other thrilling adventures that the devil
and the USN combined talents to bring you.

Lets begin with rigging blank flanges for main ballast tank use. (For you boat sailors;
'‘blank flange', alias 'spectacle flange' alias 'dutchman plates’)... For those of you not
initiated in the smoke boat fraternity, imagine a dental procedure where you had to
remove a wildcat's molars through his rectum while inside a washing machine in the
rinse cycle.

A spectacle flange was a half-inch thick piece of metal that looked like a mask for a
'‘Blind in one eye Lone Ranger'. On one side, it had a hole ringed by stud holes - The
other side was solid with aring of stud holes. They were in all fuel ballast tank lines
(600# MBT blow).

When the fuel in atank was used up and the tank was filled with compensating sea
water, the hand of the Almighty would descend on some undeserving E-3 bastards...
Always two... Fun must be shared. They gave you each box wrenches and words of
encouragement, "Go get em', bucko!" "Have a good time, sweetheart..." "Don't be out
too late dearest, you know how daddy and | worry about you..."

You always politely responded with an all inclusive "Screw you and the horses you rode
inon."

They gave you things like dog chains... A thick window washer's belt with 15 feet of
heavy chain attached. At the end, there was a clamp called 'the dog'. The dog connected
with a T-track that snaked its way down the full length of the topside deck. The purpose
of the device was to keep a man from being washed overboard and out to sea. Any
baboon with six in-line brain cells could take a look at the length of chain and recognize
immediately that when the overwhelming swell hit you, the chain would position you
between the limber holes and the tank tops, where you would enjoy the sensation of
being repeatedly smacked with a coal shovel.
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To move up and down the deck at sea, you had to grab the chain and pull the clamp
along the track. This was known as 'Walking the dog'... 'Strolling with Fido'... 'Taking
Spike for a walk'... etc. If you were E-3 or below, these terms held no humor. E-4 and up,
they were sidesplitting gut busters.

Once you had your box wrenches and dog chain, they cracked the after battery hatch
and opened it (If the engines were running and it was cold topside, the compartment
below became an arctic cyclone with grown men yelling "Put the iron back in the
pneumonia hole!").

It was always wet when you dragged your dog back to the superstructure access lid...
You stayed clear of the exhaust lines if steam was coming off them. Contact with a hot
exhaust was one of those once in a lifetime experiences where you learned everything
you ever wanted to know in a fraction of a second.

From then on, it was simple. While operating in a space a little larger than an
Oldsmobile glove box, you and the poor sonuvabitch you were paired up with had to
pull the ring of stud bolts, put the nuts and bolts in a coffee can that you zipped up in
your jacket, reverse the flange to the open or 'Lone Ranger SeeingEye' position, then
replace the stud bolts. After this, you repeated the whole fun and games procedure on
the opposite 600# MBT blow line. While you were down in the devil's crawlspace, large
portions of the Atlantic Ocean were sloshing in and out of the limber holes and raining
down on you from the free flooding deck above... This was about the most thrilling it
got... Other than unscheduled major leaks.

Then, there were doubler plates. | never liked the whole concept of doubler plates... You
only put the damn things up when your fellow 'above the surface' Navy brother were
going to shoot or drop something on you that might possibly enter your place of
residence, or poke some kind of unwelcome hole in it. Even as E-3s, we instinctively
knew that this kind of activity had originally
germinated from a bad idea.

For those of you who have been fortunate
enough to have never been next to a doubler
plate... Imagine the first cousin of a railroad
locomotive wheel... Now imagine the Three
Stooges trying to fasten this contraption to the
inside of a rotating cement mixer. There, you
have it... Fun and games in the Silent Service...
And the service became rapidly unsilent if you
ever dropped one of those sonuvabitches on any
of the five appendages living in your boot.
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Another thing, no one at New London ever mentioned the inboard vent for #2 sanitary
tank in relation to non-qual sleeping arrangements.

They also failed to mention the vertical spud lockers that masqueraded as showers on
diesel boats.

No one told us that failure to secure one little gate valve and one little kick throw could
actually reverse-percolate previously digested Navy chow through your morning coffee.

They conveniently left out the fact that anything that came from Fleet Supply or the
forward hold on Orion, came with free roaches.

Nobody said anything about bug juice and panther piss.

And worst of all, no one mentioned that Chief Petty Officers couldn't take a joke.

Heavy Weather by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

Did you see "Das Boot" (The Boat)? Kraut U-boat flick... Great. If you haven't seen it
and you rode smoke boats, do yourself a favor and rent the video.

In the movie, there is a scene where the boat closes with another U-boat in the North
Atlantic. There is one helluva sea running and the lads on the bridge are wearing rain
gear.

| got a little nostalgic... | loved heavy weather. | loved bouncing around in a butt-buster
storm. | was blessed in that | never got seasick. | loved storms... You remember the
kind with flat rain? Rain that was wind carried, came in dime-size drops and came in
flat? Wicked stuff.

No one could invent an amusement park ride like heavy weather in the North Atlantic
with 40 ft. seas running. Gray overhead, and wind drifted foam smacking hell out of you.
If you could mate a roller coaster, a bucking bronco and a drunken marimba band, you
might get close.

As | said, God blessed me in that | never got seasick. A lot of good men did... And did
their job in spite of it. They are the ones who deserve admiration. | was an idiot who
loved the 'rock n' roll' on the bridge. Loved to see the bow disappear, have green water
smash up against the sail, then see the bullnose come slicing up through the swell.

Loved it. Like sex on a mechanical bull... Not that | ever engaged in that, but | have a
wide angle imagination (Someone said that RamJet not only had done that, but did it
with a mechanical paint mixer in each hip pocket).

"Roll you sonuvabitch, roll!"
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"Pitch you sonuvabitch, pitch!"

Never failed. For some reason, the damn boat took a weird roll every time | passed the
air manifold, and I hit it... Or it hit me in the right rib cage... All those raw valve stems,
hammer valve handles and reducer bonnets - sort of a vertical Hindu torture rack. It
owned me.

| don't want to enter the "National Clumsy Sonuvabitch Championships,” but then
again, nobody ever requested that | attend a command performance audition for the
National Ballet. In heavy weather, | bounced around like a ping pong ball in a
tambourine.

| would start up a ladder on an uproll, then the bottom would drop out and |1 would fly up
like I was shot out of a cannon, and played the last ten ladder rungs like a xylophone,
with my kneecaps.

| slept in the middle after rack next to the hull, outboard in the alley. The medic had a
CRES sheet metal locker at the end of the passageway. If you bunked in the alley and
were in your rack at sick call, you got treated to masterfully crafted bullshit
explanations for injury, personally sensitive maladies, and hitchhiking critter
populations. Over the years, | heard Pulitzer Prize contending stuff. | heard grown men
tell things that only a mother and the most gullible sonuvabitch on the planet would
believe. One fellow explained that a pineapple fell out of a pineapple tree and split his
nose and lip. Doc explained that pineapples grow on the ground... "Oh hell Doc, Make it
a watermelon tree and put some kind of Band Aid on it."

| get off the subject easily... As | was saying, | slept in the rack next to Doc's magical
medical locker. The shelves in Doc's box were held in with pop rivets... The flat side of
one rivet was boogered up and had a sharp edge. Once while | was racked out, dead to
the world, the boat was rolling in heavy seas... My head would roll over next to the
medical locker and the jagged pop rivet would etch little scratch tracks on my face.
When they woke me up to go on watch, | looked like a Zamboanga bush man. My face
looked like | had been in a sword fight and everybody had a sword but me. It took two
months to get over that one... And the pop rivet got smacked flat and taped over.

Everyone stored junk in the overhead vent lines... Especially sea print film cases. When
you started taking heavy rolls, all sorts of crap fell out of the overhead. If you want to
duplicate the sensation of getting hit with a three reel 16mm. sea print film can, lay flat
on the kitchen floor and have your wife stand on a kitchen stool and drop a bowling ball
on your nose... That would be a close simulation.

In heavy weather, the cooks made 'Pick it up and carry it with you' chow... The best

were meatloaf sandwiches. You could cram a couple in the pockets of your foul weather
jacket along with a banana, and pick up alidded cup of coffee. Life was good.
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One night | was on the stern planes... Adrian Stukey had the bow planes. We were
snorkeling at 65 ft. in heavy seas. We brought it up to 60 ft. because the head valve kept
cycling, driving everyone nuts, and putting a helluva lot of water in the forward engine
room (After the Cutlass passed a hundred feet once with the diving officer continuing to
push the electrode bypass... We usually elected to show more snork. In heavy seas, the
rising and falling swells gave enough sea returns to hide a gahdam totem pole).

There we were, bouncing around in 60 ft. of surface turbulence, running the needles in
the shallow gauges five and five... Adrian had the stern planes and as usual, was
singing a Ray Charles song... "I'm Busted"... We were pitching around and roller
coasting all over hell and half Georgia, when someone trying to make his way aft,
bounced into something over near the I. C. board and everything went black. Black
inside a submarine is definitely dark. | don't think it gets any darker than that. My old'
man used to say, "It was darker than the inside of a well digger's wallet." It was at least
that dark. Anyone who isn't a gahdam liar, will tell you he had a puckered vent. In that
split second where everyone is fumbling around trying to locate the switches on the
battle lanterns, Adrian yells,

"MAMA, IT'S A MIRACLE! 'VE BECOME RAY CHARLES!!"

Then we regained lighting and we were still laughing. Things never got so tough that
Adrian Stuke couldn't make you smile. He has been my shipmate for 40 years... And
married an absolute knockout of a gal. Janie is as lovely inside as she is outside. Why
she puts up with the most untamed wildman on the planet only God and Janie know...
Love 'em both.

Eating was always a hoot in foul weather with heavy seas running. Officers had fiddle
boards, wooden table covers with holes cut out for their dishes. As the boat rolled, the
dishes stayed on the table (not the same could always be said for the contents). The
animals had red rubber mats. You know, 'hot water bottle' red rubber... On a good roll,
you could still wind up wearing most of your meal.

| used to relieve guys who weren't that comfortable spending a couple of hours at the
end of adog chain in the shears. Loved the magnificence of that spectacle. Nobody can
watch that display of natural forces and go below failing to believe in some kind of
supreme power. You don't have to be real religious to know you've been close to
something.

And if you were very lucky, when you dropped into the control room sopping wet and
tried to unsnap your gear with half frozen prune fingers, the old man would look up
from the chart table, finger his old burnt up pipe and say,

"Dex, tell Doc to break out brandy for the bridge watch."
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There's nothing like a cup of 'bottom of the pot' coffee, a little brandy, the pounding of
Fairbanks engines, and watching the steam coming off your socks draped over the
engine cover.

Chan nel Fever by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

FINEX... "Finished Exercise..." The two most beautiful words in a submariner's
vocabulary. This announcement is usually followed by a course change for port...
Makin' turns for home.

Grown men went nuts... The Old Man opens the showers... Thirty second soapdown,
thirty second rinse... Foo foo juice. Foo foo is hair tonic, after shave lotion, cologne,
sometimes all together. Stuff like Lucky Tiger, Mennins, Old Spice... Good smelling
stuff... In an hour after they turned on the white lights in the after battery, half the boat
smelled like a New Orleans cathouse.

Guys went around punching each other in the shoulder and saying,

"Hey bucko, watcha wanna do when we get in?"

"Think Bells will be open?”

"Wonder if Daisy could scare somethin' up for your ole' buddy?"

"Jeezuz, look at this place! Let's turn to and square it away before the COB shows up

and we have to listen to his 'No self-respecting pig...' speech and his discourse on our
personal living habits... Hygene... In the Old Navy... You know, all that horsecrap.”

"Anyone got an extra set of dolphins? Pinned mine on some chippy in Halifax..."
"Who stole my gahdam shoe brush?"

"Any of you guys want to stand-by and take the charge for a grateful shipmate who
missed his kids first two peewee ball games?"

(Nobody ever paid for stand-bys on the boat... A Requin thing...)
"Hey, anyone going to Philly?"

"Anyone seen my shoe?"

"Which watch section has the duty?"

"Who's duty cook?"
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"Stukey, where in the hell did you come up with that clean set of whites?"

(Adrian Stukey was a sailor you could bury twelve feet down in a manure pile and he
would emerge looking like he walked right out of a recruiting poster. He had clean
whites no matter where you were... A 4.0 sailor in a 2.0 world.)

"Anyone wanna get up a poker game in the after room?"

"Anyone wanna see 'Sea Wife' for the 30th. time?"

"Hey Doc, what's this stuff growin' between Jack's toes?"

"Anyone got smokes?"

"Where's that 'Swamp Girl' paperback?"

"Hey, you guys remember that wierd smell we had over here in the passageway last
week? Well, you guys owe Peto an apology... Had nothing to do with his socks... | just
found some kind of semi-decomposed seafood shell in the waterway. Blame whoever
passed the ‘one-way' up the after battery hatch.”

"What the hell... Peto's got feet that smell like a dead mummy wrapper..."

"Screw you Mr. 'Smell like a Rose," if it wasn't for a half gallon of Old Spice, you'd smell
like the inside of Yugoslavian gym shorts."

"What's our ETA?"
"When's the Old Man gonna set the maneuvering watch?"

"I'm gonna kill any worthless sonuvabitch from Orion that tries to sneak off with a
heaving line... Little bastards."

"That reminds me, we gotta replace number one line... Getting a little raggedy."

"Anyone know who had the topside T-wrench last... Can't you gahdam idiots remember
to put stuff back where you got it? Didn't they teach you anything in Kindergarten?"

"Hey Jack, look in the T-wrench locker under 'T"...

"Hey, remember what the skipper said about no nekkit lady pictures taped up when lady
visitors may be coming through."

"That nekkit lady is my future bride..."
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"The only way that nekkit lady is ever going to hear about you, you ugly sonuvabitch, is
if the boat sinks and she reads your name in the paper... | can see it now... SUBMARINE
REQUIN LOST... NUMBERED AMONG THE CREW, FRANK DAVENPORT, UGLIEST
SAILOR ON THE EAST COAST."

"Keep it up horsefly, and uncle Frank may pop you in the snot locker."

"We love you Frank, honest we do... But either take that gahdam picture down or go find
something and draw some clothes on her."

"Honest to God... Not more than five minutes ago, | laid my damn comb in the middle of
my rack... It's gone... Sonuvabitch just grew legs and walked off..."

"Aw, shut the hell up Charlie, nobody likes to hear a shortimer whine."

"How's your mother?"

"Allright children, let's not start the 'how's your mother' crap.”

"Get this, the cook's making sorry-ass grilled cheese sandwiches and the COB is letting
the lazy bastard get away with it... When we all die of Velveeta poisoning, | hope the

CNO eats him alive."

"Hey, the cook doesn't want to have to clean up a big mess when we get in... Has a new
baby."

"Yeh? Well, any lazy bastard who would serve his crew lousy cheese sandwiches
heading in, probably used a yardbird for the conception.”

"Naw, word has it the snipes off the 'Cubby Bear' do the job for two cheese sandwiches
and ajug of 'Fox..."

"Knock it off, ladies!"

Channel fever... Endless inane conversation... Wierd smelling air... The cementing of
friendships that would last 'til they all crawled into the 'No Deposit, No Return' box and
applied for the six foot plot in the Federal Sailors Farm. Good men... Good boat... Strong
coffee... Lousy conversation... Silver dolphins. Wouldn't have missed it for all the
money in the world.

They Painted Them OVer by sob ‘pex armstrong

You will have to excuse this one. Most of my generation was raised on John Wayne,
George Patton, Red Ryder & Little Beaver. The blood of the men who crushed two and a
half nations full of self-possessed supermen, still pumped through our chest IMO
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pumps. | grew up in an age and location where boys were expected to look up little girls
dresses on the swings and settle differences of opinion on the playground at lunch.

We didn't have Mr. Rogers, Big Bird and simpering Barney. Thank God! We weren't
confused that we came with male fixtures but were being taught to think by folks of
doubtful gender or lady gear. No one called anyone a "wussy", ‘cause the only wussy
thinking was being expended on the creation of Richard Simmons. Right now you are
probably saying, "Dex... What in the hell does this soapbox tap dance have to do with

smoke boats?"

In the late fifties, Naval leadership caught a case of mass amnesia or a stiff case of
collective stupidity... They completely forgot about Pearl Harbor. In ten years, the
sonuvabitches who brought you the attack on Pearl, the Bataan death march, the rape
of Nanking, the bridge over the river Kwai, the wanton destruction of the Philippines,
kamikaze planes, and were only stopped by the nuclear Orkin man, suddenly became
our "Soapy Shower" pals... Same sonuvabitches... New smile. We hadn't invented the
term "spin doctors" yet, but all farm boys could recognize a manure spreader.

| don't want to get in a "The Japanese are nice people” hoo-hah... I'm sure they are. But
from 1936 until two A-bombs triggered their religious conversion, they were an ornery
bunch of bastards.

A lot of guys in the undersea services were called upon to put damn near all of their
seagoing hardware on the bottom of the Pacific, along with any citizens of Nippon who
happened to have their fannies parked in these ships. A lot of Japanese sucked a lot of
saltwater, thanks to a generation of boat sailors who will always be my heroes. They put
the pride and meaning in the silver dolphins we wore.

When these magnificent bastards sent another load of Japanese sons of Hirohito off to
hell, they would paint a Jap flag on the conning tower fairwater. That was the prize in
the bottom of the Cracker Jack box... A nine inch by six inch flag painted where it would
announce to the world that the folks who sunk the fleet at Pearl had made another
installment payment. The American people had selected the sub force to be their
collection agent and if you could turn a blind eye to being shot at, depth charged and
bombed, business was good. If the visible "Jap flag" accounting tallies on the sides of
conning towers was any indication... Very good.

| saw grown men... Wonderful representations of the best we turn out in this great
country... Saw these men cry when the boats they rode were towed off to the scrap
yard. One of my most wonderful memories of the sub force was one day | was returning
to base at New London... You know, haulin' hiney down that windy road that ran along
the river. | came over a hill and there was an old first class gunners' mate standing there
in dress canvas... He had his dolphins sewn above the cuff of his right sleeve, was
wearing all his medals and saluting an old, rusty, cannibalized fleet boat being towed
upriver by the razorblade pirates. The old bastard had parked his cane against an oak
tree... He just stood there... For me, that moment will last a lifetime. It was this old
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gunner, the boat, memories of tough times, great shipmates, and watching that old
rusty girl down there heading for her last date, that says it all.

In the late fifties, the leadership in a fit of mass memory obliteration said,

"Let us not continue to offend and embarrass our oriental brethren and paint over these
offensive eyesores donning the conning towers..."

And we did.
Who knows, we may have witnessed the birth of political correctness.
What we should have said was,

"Japanese sailor, look at this submarine's conning tower... Then thank whoever it is you
pray to that we didn't get your old man, or you wouldn't be here, to get upset.”

Most subsurface lads today never had to paint over Jap flags... But it can't hurt to, every
once in a while, stop and reflect on our bubblehead brethren who put them there. So the
next time you pray to the Almighty, you can thank your God that he let you miss that
workin' party.

Sma” ShIpS by Bob 'Dex' Armstrong

We rode small ships. We knew everyone on board. We knew their hometowns, their
girls, the type books they read, what beer they drank, what they smoked, and who had
five bucks two days before the Navy paid us. It is hard for me to understand what it
must have been like to ride a carrier. It would seem to me to be like living in New York
City... No way you could know everyone... | would think you would get lost in the mob.
The berthing compartments must be like suburbs.

Nope, the smoke boat dungaree navy was tight... We lived in each other's hip pockets. It
was so damn tight at times that you had to go topside to realize there was a big world
beyond the pressure hull.

| got lost on a carrier once. Got so damn lost | started to wonder if my enlistment would
run out before | got to where | was supposed to be. They sent me over to deliver our
DRT tracings to the CIC on the Valley Forge.

| finally found some first class airdale something or other, confessed that | was one lost
sonuvabitch and he provided me with an E-3 seeing eye dog who got me to the CIC.
When I got there, | had to sign this logbook. | wrote: "Armstrong, R.D. TM3(ss) USS
Requin (SS-481)... Delivering DRT Tracings as ordered.”

"What's a TM?"
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"Toymakers Mate Third."

"A What?"

"Can't go into it..."

"What's 'SS'?"

"Special sailor... Make really good toys."
"You're a wise ass."

"I've been told that... And you don't know shit about working rates. If you guys could
find a rubber duck in a bathtub, | wouldn't be here."

We exchanged a few more pleasantries and they led me into a compartment that had
more electrical gedunk whizzbang stuff than | had ever seen. They had every piece of
hokey crap any government had hawked to the Navy since Noah... All of it connected by
six million miles of coax.

| remember standing there like a tourist in Frankenstein's castle and thinking to myself,
"These guys are wading knee deep in electronic Buck Rogers gear and the
sonuvabitches can't find an old tired-ass diesel boat with scrapyard pencilled on her
dance card... We're in trouble, Bucko... These clowns couldn't find a June bug with a
string tied to its leg." They had officers in there that were standing on top of each other.
Hell, if they had put diving masks on hal