

















USS Holland

Apnil 20, 1964 - USS HENRY CLAY (SSBN625)
launches a Polaris A-2 missile from
the surface in first demonstration
that Polaris submarines could
launch missiles from the surface
as well as from beneath the océan.
30 minutes later the submarine
launched another Polaris missile
while submerged.

Chapter V ‘Magic Bus, magic bus—We re gonna ride
on a magic bus’ o

Well, as I recall, I was last waving a tin-foiled
spatula in the air while my compatriots laughed in
glee! Ahhh, the humility of it all! (And just imagine
having the inside of your right leg coated with cake
and frosting at the same timel) The party was winding
down, as parties will, and all the shore-duty pukes
had bundled their wives off for home and the hallway
was filled with a morass of drunken sailors. The boat
crews attending had by now become fast and dear
friends. (As the old adage goes: Gross sexual
misconduct and swapping ice-cubes, makes the heart
arow fonder!) We were very fond of each other! We
were brothers of the night and brothers of the deep.
We had invented “male bonding”!

Someone began the laborious effort of
rounding us all up for the bus trip back to the base.
Drunks, as a whole are fairly easily rounded up,
keeping them in one place is impossible, but herding
them works fairly well as long as they are ambulatory.
(We were friends, we carried our wounded.) The real
problem surfaced however, when they tried to put
us on the busses. (Sure, we'd come that way, but
compatriots travel together and we all piled into one
bus. (There may well have been several busses, I
have absolutely no idea, | can only comment on the
bus 1 ended up in). | was with my new friend “Lurch”,
aTM off some other boat. We crawled back into the
bus and collapsed into a seat. The bus must have
had the better part of two crews it it, and there wasn’t
room to breathe. Guys were standing packed like
sardines, but we were used to that and couldn’t
understand the concerns of whoever was yelling at
us to disembark.

At long last the seating arrangements were
satisfactory to the powers that be and we started out
on our journey to the base. As we rolled through
town a shout rang out, “Check out the broad on the
port side” The bus suddenly lurched to port as
everyone on the opposite side made for the left
windows. The bus listed sickeningly, but soon
passed the delightful young lady that had caught
someone’s eye and slowly returned to an even keel.
More shouts. “Broad off the starboard beam” The
bus shifted heavily to the right, threatening to flip
over on its side, and then once again retuming
upright. We sort of got caught up in making the bus

heave from one side to the other and soon were doing
Jjust that for no other purpose. It made driving the bus
frightening and suddenly our ltalian driver pulled to
the side of the road and slammed on the brakes. That
caught our attention, because it threw a dozen guys to
the floor. The driver then stood, turmed around and
began to wave his arms and gesticulate wildly with his
hands as he screamed at us. Although we had no idea
what he was saying, we knew exactly what he was
talking about! Italians tend to be long winded when
pissed and this driver was no exception. His tirade went
on for quite a while. Luckily, we had “Alfredo” our own
Italian! He suddenly jumped up and started to yell back
at the driver. (He’d probably finally remembered that
he could speak Italian too!) The driver shut-up ‘cause

Alfredo was wild in his actions and voice. Eventually,

the driver re-seated himself and continued to the base.
Now forreasons I don‘t know, the busses were

not allowed to come on base. They had to stop at the

gate. It was a long walk from the gate to the piers and it
passed directly through a set of apartment-like
buildings where the Italian hierarchy lived. We had
been informed when we pulled into port, that we were
to be quiet while passing through this “officers country”!
(Will they never leamn?) So, we disembarked, slowly
and with great difficulty, reforming inside the gate into

- knots of “buddies” and started for the boats.

Now, 1 know this chapter wasn't too exciting,
but it is part of the story and had to be told. You may
even be thinking that with the Birthday Ball over, the
evening had ended. Well, you’d be wrong, very, very,
wrong. No, I'm afraid the evening was only beginning
and soon to reach heights here-to-for only imagined by
most diesel boat sailors. So as they say in radio, “Stay
tuned, we’ll be right back!”

Chapter VI “A ship and a star to steer her by”

" Once the bus had disgorged its passengers and
we had reformed into ranks of forty (you had to be a
grad of FLTASWSCOL KWEST to get that one) we
stumbled onwards towards the boats. Crews of the other
boats were filling the ears of Cobbler’s troops with tales
of liberty in Palma, (the port we were diverted from)
and they told a great story indeed. We passed by the
Italian Officers barracks and threw a few stones and
bottles at the iron shutters over the windows just so
they knew we were back, while we formulated a plan
that would get us to Palma in the most expeditious
manner. We needed a ship!! When the entourage
finally found the piers, low and below, there lie a small
Yard Oiler tied up with no apparent guard! (It was an
Italian Oiler and evidently they didn’t find a need to
post watches on everything from Dumpsters to

Submarines like the US Navy.)
After some discussion and the rescue of

several group members threatening to fall overboard,
simply by proximity to the edge of the pier, we clamored
aboard. At one time I could remember how many
enginemen we had with us. Suffice it to say there were
lots of them and not a one could figure out what sort of



















