Thank you Master Chief Carcioppolo.

Senator Maynard, Mayor Popp, 
Deputy Mayor and council members from the City of Groton,

Submarine Veterans of World War II

Submarine Veterans, 
Shipmates, family, and friends,
Good afternoon.

It was a matter of minutes.  From the first words “minor difficulties, have positive up-angle, attempting to blow” to what could only be disbelief and then the horrifying realization aboard USS Skylark that they had heard THRESHER’s last moments, and that of all aboard, was five minutes.  

On that morning of April 10th in 1963, just beyond quarter part nine, 129 souls were lost.

They were military and civilian.

16 officers, 96 Sailors and 17 civilians.

They came from 35 states, and the District of Columbia and the Phillipines.

Some were their parents’ only child; one was the youngest of ten.

Many were parents; a handful looked so young as to make you wonder if they had ever been kissed.

They came from one-room school houses, gave up appointments to the Air Force Academy to enlist and volunteer in submarines, earned degrees from Annapolis and Vanderbilt and Cornell and MIT, and attended high schools named Midland, Central Catholic, and Robert E. Fitch.  And just imagine how many days and nights at Submarine School just up the road and river where I call Naval Submarine Base New London my home.
Some had served years before in World War II, some in the Army and others in the Navy.  Some were on their first hitch.  

Some had already been to the North Pole on nuclear power, some had reported to THRESHER barely a month prior.

In that final moment we lost brothers, fathers, husbands, uncles, friends, shipmates, submariners, patriots, Americans.
Chief Radioman Walter Jack Noonis left behind his wife, two sons and two daughters on that day.  Tim Noonis was only one year old in April 1963 when he lost his dad.  Years later he wrote his poem “An Unknown Father” that I’d like to share:
“How I often think about that fateful morn
Our hearts to be broken, all hope forlorn

On a fog shrouded morning the Thresher headed for sea
The date was April 10th. Nineteen Sixty Three

She was sleek and fast; a proud ship was she
The 1st of her class, her number 593

With her faithful sub tender Skylark in tow
To test depth that morning the Thresher would go

Skylark to Thresher... "Are you ok?"
Thresher to Skylark... "Having troubles today."

Skylark to Thresher... "Are you still there?"
...... Nothing ..... from Thresher but bubbles of air

Did you have time to think, or a chance to pray?
Had you any idea what would happen that day?

With a loud clap of thunder, her fate was sealed
What happened to Thresher would not be revealed

One hundred and twenty-nine men on a ship in harms way
Their god, they would meet before the end of the day

Thresher now lay in pieces on the ocean floor
Those fine, handsome sailors ... forever ... no more

They all died together ... yet ... each one alone
Their last thoughts I'm certain were of loved ones at home

Wives, sons and daughters, uncles and aunts too
Waited on shore and prayed for you

The news came slowly ... and when it did, it was grim
All souls lost! ... My thoughts were of him

Her end was violent and quick we were told
Twas thought with this, our hearts be consoled

The consolation of our hearts would remain an elusive goal
The best we could manage was to pray for their souls

With not a gravesite to visit, nor a body to grieve
There'd be no respite from anguish, no sorrow's reprieve

You were thirty-four, and me, just one
A heavy burden to bare, for a life just begun

No game of catch would ever be played
Nor pictures of fishing on the wall displayed

No advice ever given on how to be a man
For the Thresher lay deep, a crumpled tin can

What happened to Thresher, the Navy wanted to know
The finger of blame, surely would show

Silver brazed joints were suspected the cause
Her emergency blow system gave others to pause

Their sacrifice, however, wouldn't be for not
Sub-Safe was the program to spare others, their lot

Thirty years and more since this day passed by
Why do we still remember and sometimes still cry? 

For we hear their souls call out from the sea
Remember! Remember! Remember me! 

So remember we do and fondly so
Of the loved ones we lost so long ago

Time cannot dry the tears that I shed
Thoughts of an unknown father still fill my head”
Next week Master Chief Petty Officer of the Navy Joe Campa and Vice Admiral Jay Donnelly will come to the Submarine Capital of the World, to the home of submarining, to our community to commemorate 107 years for our force.  As they help us celebrate yet another year of dazzling successes, submariner daring, and service to our Nation, let us remain ever mindful of the ultimate sacrifice made by so many, in war and peace, and of those who departed on their final mission 44 years ago this week.

And for those who still take these magnificent warships to sea, I only offer the following.  
Do not…do not… let the engineering confidence we enjoy in the construction and maintenance of these wonderful vessels, spurred by the tragedy we remember today, diminish in the least, the tireless vigilance required, every minute of every day, 
to sail into the shallowest depths, 
or darkest nights, 
across the open seas, 
from the most benign to the most violent environments, 
as you do our Nation’s bidding.

For if you do, you dishonor those who have gone before you.
Godspeed and God bless the men of THRESHER.

