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Well, not only are we here today to celebrate the change of command, but as well to celebrate Captain Greg Adams’ 33 years of dedicated service to the Coast Guard and to the nation.

This is my third retirement ceremony for a senior Captain this week.  And, I’ve only been in command of the Area and the District a little over a month.  Let’s see....I take command....they all retire.  Hmmm.  I wonder if they’re sending me a message.

Seriously, it’s a real honor to help celebrate the next chapter graduation if you will for the Adams family.

I’m sure they didn’t name the TV show after your family! (Hopefully)

Both Greg and I entered the Coast Guard in 1969. 

In the Coast Guard, Marine Safety Offices didn’t exist.  

We feared District Inspections.

We were wearing Cracker Jacks and operating light ships…as a nonrate, Greg Adams was making about $2500…a year.

Petty Officer Adams...after graduating from MST “A” school, was assigned to the Oceanographic Unit in Washington, DC.
There was no internet, no GPS, no e-mail, not even a fax machine.

The 82s were still new.

President Nixon was starting to pull our forces out of Vietnam, but the war was still very much on.

On liberty, our parents and unit COs told us to turn down that rock and roll nonsense.

In the early 70s  the current hit song was “Shaft” by Issac Hayes, the Beatles and the Rolling Stones were on tour.
The Academy Award for best picture went to the “French Connection”.
The 396 Chevelle was the car to have and nobody could afford.

Rites of passage like Chief’s initiations were very different.

We gathered “buckets of steam”, and “keys to the sea chest”, and “waited for the mail buoy!”

We got yelled at by the Chief for what seemed like the silliest thing.

We stood endless break-in watches, spent countless hours getting PQS signed off and just couldn’t wait for our qualifying boards to be over so we could stand watches alone.


Midway through our careers, we tried to stay current on music, but with the onset of disco, we reverted to our vinyl records in lieu of the newer 8-track tapes.

At this point in our careers, we were idealistic.

We had ideas on, “if only I were the Commanding Officer.”

We felt responsible and important. 

We had collateral duties.

We helped members balance their checkbooks and went to jail to get out our shipmates who had gotten into trouble on liberty.

And, sometimes we felt frustrated.

We tried to meet our unit commanders expectations, and Greg Adams worked for some of the best...Gracey, Scarborough, Card Josiah, and Allen, ... and felt we wouldn’t.

We tried to meet the needs of our subordinates, and felt we couldn’t.

We tried to meet our family’s needs and knew we couldn’t.

We tried to get another 12 hours added onto the daily clock.  

Well, we didn’t.

And for the last few years?

Greg helped shape policy in the wake of OPA 90 and designation of strategic ports.  

We struggle to remember the names of some of our prior shipmates.

Our kids and crews listen to music that we constantly tell them to turn down.

Records, 8-tracks and cassettes now can be found in oldies stores.

Our hair lines and hair color have changed…some more dramatically than others.

Our uniforms have changed.

Our response platforms have changed…the 82’ is now the 87’.  The 44’ is now a 47’.  But Admirals and Captains are much younger then they were when we entered the service.  

But what has not changed?

The Rolling Stones are still on tour.

People still are held accountable by the Chief.

Breaking in on watch remains an important element to our overall readiness.

And, Greg Adams and I still retain our personal commitment to outreach and partnership, making a difference and excellence in what we do.  

Greg, you took those ideas you had back when most of your crew was in diapers and made them reality.  You helped pioneer relationships with the IMO and make integrated commands a reality.

Your prior enlisted service, your time as a Reserve member, and your academic preparation all helped your contributions to the Marine Safety, Inspections, Investigations, Port Operations and Port Security Fields.  You served with Honor and Dignity...no matter the Job.

Although we previously recognized you for your assignment accomplishments, please let us say thanks for your service to the Coast Guard, you shipmates, and to a grateful nation. 

(Applause)

Now, with 33 years of service, I can’t let you out the door without sharing some anecdotes of your career with the audience.

I’m sure entering the Coast Guard from California in 1969 is worth some kind of laugh.  I’ve often thought of that era, especially those from California, as those from “the land of fruits and nuts.”  Tie-dyed T-shirts, long haired hippy freaks all of them.  Well, Greg, it looks like you survived!

A few years after he came in the Coast Guard, Greg got out to continue his college education to better himself...he had been stationed in Sitkinak, Alaska, went to the Beaufort Sea and Prudoe Bay aboard the GLACIER, so it was no wonder that he went to California State and majored in Geography.  He needed to be able to answer his Mother’s questions on, “Where have you been?” when he called home.

Now, once he had his degree, and having previously been a qualified weather aerial observer, Greg earned orders to flight school.  In Pensacola, Florida, Greg describes his brief time there as, “if he stayed, he would end up being a pilot who had more safe takeoffs than landings.”


So, instead of flight school in sunny Florida, he got orders to snowy Cleveland.  One of his collateral duties was the Aide to the District Commander.

Well, in addition to receiving a call from Admiral Rufe about uniforms, I also received a call from Admiral Gracey.  His advice?  NEVER LET THAT ADAMS GUY TAKE CARE OF YOUR DOG.

It seems during one event, and being responsible for many important items like watching the Gracey’s dog...a beagle by the name of Squid.  Unfortunately, when answering the door, he let the guests in and let the dog out.  Did I mention that the weather was the worst on record that year?  Cold, icy, windy...and more than usual.  Well, the dog survived...thanks to some rescue training in hypothermia.

And, feeling confident about that rescue...Greg accepted orders to the University of Minnesota to study Public Affairs and Environmental Management.  A very interesting mix of educational disciplines.


Well, when he got orders to Sault Ste. Marie, Michigan, he knew what to expect for weather having gone to University of Minnesota.  But, I’m confident that no one would have predicted 234 inches of snow in a single year.  

Finally, I must mention that Captain Adams reported to Philadelphia in 1998.  Four years ago.  Since then he served with four separate Area Commanders.  I guess we know who is outlasting who!

Greg...a lot has changed since 1969.  We have changed.  And how our country treats our men and women in uniform has changed.   But, serving with honor and dignity...no matter the job...remains key to our success.  Thanks for having the courage to serve, and the courage to continue to serve.

Susie.  Thanks to your service as well.  You came to be part of the Coast Guard family not long after Greg was commissioned and have stuck by him ever since.  His success, and the success of the unit, has much to do with his support system.  We can’t thank you enough.

Beth and Timmy.  When most Dad’s retire, their kids are already grown and off to college.  But, you’re really lucky to have your Dad retire while you’re so young.  Of course, he won’t be the “cool guy” among all your friends anymore because he’s not the CO, but he will be cool...because, maybe...just maybe...you can ask him to have your friends over all the time.  And he can come to all your events...all the time.  Maybe he can be your room Mom! 

Okay, maybe not.

Thanks for making him proud and take good care of him.

Jeff and Tim (CAPT Adams’ brothers)...well...I’m sure you all took lots of abuse growing up being the Adams family.  

And, with big brother Greg always looking out for his little brothers... how many times did you get compared to Greg?

It’s been really a tribute that you could take time to be with us today and share a little bit in our culture and history.  I know both of you are as proud of him as your parents would be if they could have been here.  They instilled a great sense of honor and dignity in their children which the country has been grateful to benefit from.  They must be smiling.

Before we move on in the ceremony, let me just close with this quote:

IN 1792, Thomas Jefferson as the Third President said while contemplating retirement in Philadelphia,

“I now contemplate the approach of that moment with the fondness of a sailor who has land in view.”
With that, and being in the 7th inning already, and risking being booed...let’s get on with the presentations.

