
Excerpt from Chapter 14

Americans in the Orient

“The steamy Japanese woman”

AgAin, the tour in the Far East was not one long string of 
horror stories. All the “horror” was more than offset by a lot of very 
happy times. We made good friends whose company I valued for years. 
The joy of watching Debbie grow up filled each day with a great deal of 
happiness. She had seen goodness and virtue in Capt. Smoothie that 
even his own mother wouldn’t recognize. She loved to sit on that old 
motorcycle of mine; we still have that picture of her around the house 
here somewhere. 

The first Christmas there was an experience. For one thing, 
the Japanese didn’t know much about Christmas trees. They brought 
stunted, scraggly things down from the hills, and the needles were 
falling off by the time we bought them. By Christmas Day, only the 
limbs and ornaments were left.

Jack Snyder, “the little round mound of sound”, told the story 
of going off with two of the bachelors looking for a tree one Friday 
evening after beer call. They all went down to Tokyo and didn’t get 
back until Sunday afternoon. When Jack came in the house, he found 
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his wife with all the bags packed and ready to go back to the States. 
Now Jack was quite a talker, but he must have really outdone himself 
getting out of that mess. 

Japan was a great place for toys. They were cheap, plentiful, 
and very clever. One could fill up all the space under the Christmas 
tree at very little cost. In fact, that tiny house of ours got pretty 
crowded with Debbie’s stuff, and we certainly needed that covered 
porch we built for that purpose.

Realizing that Christmas could be tough for some, the Air 
Force filled the days and evenings with lots of festive events. There 
were parties, shows, and goodies for all ages from toddlers to the “Old 
Farts”. Santa always arrived in an airplane down on the flight line. 
This was just before dark on Christmas Eve; naturally, there was 
an air show preceding his arrival. I had no idea there were so many 
American kids in the area. They came from bases all around Tokyo, 
and the meager supply of rest rooms on the flight line was kept very 
busy.

At other times of the year, the Air Force tried to provide as much 
as possible to keep us happy. There was a golf course for Americans; 
quite remarkable because of the shortage of land over there. Actually, 
the Army just confiscated that area right after the war and built the 
course. In those days I’m sure the Japanese were in no position to 
object.

Ched Ju Do was a small island down off the south coast of 
Japan. It was mountainous and had a lot of pheasant. The Navy 
landed a bulldozer off a landing craft there and built a tiny air strip 
along with some rustic cabins. We could put our names in a lottery for 
a hunting trip down there. The place was equipped with trained bird 
dogs and enough ammunition for another war. Local Japanese guides 
would clean and dress the birds and freeze them for the trip back. 
Guys would bring the feathers back for ladies hats which, frankly, 
looked pretty smart in those days.

one of the “must see” places in the Far East was Hong 
Kong. We could put our names on a waiting list and catch a “space 
available” hop down there. The flights were flown on whatever old 
aircraft was available, by whatever old behind-the-desk pilots were 
available. There were some risks in flying that close to mainland China 
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in a U.S. aircraft. The communist troops were all over the coasts and 
if a pilot ever had engine trouble and didn’t get all the way to Hong 
Kong, everyone on board would face a long time in prison.

For that reason, most wives decided to stay home and just 
sent the husbands with shopping lists. In terms of population density, 
Hong Kong was Tokyo ... times two. I went down with George Mattes, 
and we both had bundles of these wives’ shopping lists. The place was 
the very picture of a British Crown Colony. The Queen’s picture was 
everywhere, the Chinese traffic cops walked and gestured like British 
soldiers and, naturally, the Union Jack flew from anything taller than 
a Chinaman.

We stayed in an inexpensive, “veddy British” hotel which served 
tea everyday at four p.m. There were several Australians checking in 
at the same time. The first priority was to get those damned shopping 
lists completed, so we could see some sights. Each gal’s list contained 
requests for vaguely specific items along with spending guidelines 
such as:

“... a cost limit that will NOT be exceeded unless it 
is really darling; then you can spend a little more, but not 
more than the limit for the entire list; of course, unless you 
find something that none of the other wives have, then you 
can spend more, but not a lot more unless you are sure that 
no one back in the States has one ... and the right color, the 
right size, and it will look good on the coffee table!”

....




